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FOREWORD 

Paash was born on the 9th of September, 1950 at 
Talwndi Salem,Tehsil Nakodar in the District of 
Jallandhar, Punjab. His real name was Avtar Singh 
Sandhu. At the time of his birth, his father, S.Sohan 
Singh Sandhu was serving in the signal core of the 
Indian Army. Avtar,later renamed himself-'Paash'. 
His mother was his best and nicest friend. Although 
Passh could not manage to get considerable formal 
higher education, yet he was a well-read poet. He 
was a man of letters,a self-made person and a self-
respecting genius. He wrote his first poem at the 
age of 15 in 1967 and it was published the same 
year in a magazine of Jallandhar.He also opened a 
small school at 'Uggi' near his own village. He was 
peon,watchman and headmaster of the school all in 
one. 



During Naxalite Movement,Paash was arrested under 
a false charge of murder,in 1970, and blind torture 
was perpeterated on him. His Jail poems speak 
volumes about this inhuman treatment. Again, on 
October 10, 1972, he was arrested from Nakodar 
alongwith a few other activists. In 1974, again, 
Paash was put behind the bars during the Railway 
Strike. 
Paash married Rajinder Kaur in June 1978. On 
January 19, 1982, Paash became the father of a 
daughter whom he named 'WINKLE'. In July,1986, he 
reached America via England.There, he joined 'Anti-
47 Front and edited this paper, for some time. In 
January, 1988, he returned from America to India. 
On March 23, 1988, he was murdered along with his 
friend Sh. Hans Raj beside the tube-well, where, 
unfortunately, he was having his last bath, in his 
village-farm by Militant Activists. 
Paash is no longer a mere name. He has become a 
symbol of smouldering rebellion against the State. 
His poetry spits fire with a scorching glow. He gave 
utterance to his rebellious ideology in his poems and 
thoughts. He fought and wrote against the State, 
virtually walking shoulder to shoulder with the 
caravans of the struggling masses. His life-style, his 
thoughts and deeds can not be seen apart. 
Paash opines: 
"The act of living is the only thing which none else 
can perform in your stead." 
"Life is such an experiment for which you yourself 
have to become the laboratory." 



"Being a Marxist means applying the Marxist Theory 
to real life situations." 
"If poetry is not written in the interest of the 
masses, it must be written, at least, for self-
interest. He who is not sincere to himself, can never 
produce literature which is just and sincere to the 
social strata or masses. 
"I believe that the tottering people can never pen 
down a living poem or story." 
"While writing, you should be truly devoted to your 
inner self." 
"An ideology thurst upon people by force of violence 
does not allow the psyche to evolve, it rather 
distorts the psyche. Such impluses are born of a 
distorted psyche only. Distorted psyches can not 
disseminate and evolve a healthy psyche."  
" I used to gauge worriedly the continuously 
decreasing level of curiosity in the village youths. 
All this preoccupations of mine was my Poetry, Life 
and Work." 
"At first, I fought the reactions of the surroundings 
at a sentimental level, which was full of mental 
anguish. Then I started fighting my body and mind 
at an intellectual level. As a first step to this fight , 
I shifted my residence to Jallandhar (6.9.1974)." 
"Before the advent of Revolutionary Movement in 
Punjabi Literarure,our writers, especially the new 
generation, had fallan a victim to obscurity. This 
obscurity also formed part of life itself. 
The Revolutionary Movement broke the ice and put 
the Rebellious Tradition in punjabi on the march." 



"Politeness is foreign to me. Well, there is a lot of 
depth and craftmanship in my life. I am proud of my 
life-style." 

 

On-Line Edition 

Paash was the pioneer of a new poetic idiom and 
revolutionary tone in punjabi poetry. He carried 
poetry to the countryside where the real india 
lives.His revolutionary ideology is descriptive, and 
not prescriptive. He does not impose his ideas but 
finds them in the multitudes around him. His poetry 
sees through the hearts of men, matter and 
machine.He confronts the State and the non-state 
forces, discourses, and powers, most scathingly. For 
him, words become sharp weapons, chasing and 
removing the murk that meanders in the minds of 
men. 
paash lived a brief life, which culminated in his 
assassination on march 23, 1988, by communal 
bigots in his village Talwandi Salem (Punjab). He is 
often comparecd to Lorka, Nazim Hikmat, Mukti 
Bodh and Dhumil. But he was incomparable both in 
the treatment of form and content of his poems. A 
NO. 0f Books have appeared about him in Punjabi, 
Hindi and English. His poems have been translated 
in most of the Indian Languages. He has, in fact, 
become a metaphor of struggle against power -be it 
Fascisim or the State. 



"Paash-An Anthology" appeared in 1991 but could 
not reach many hands due to some insoluble 
problems of Hari Singh Mohi, the translator. Hari 
Singh Mohi's masterly study and command over 
English is there to be seen in this book. He, himself 
being a poet and traveller of the same revolutionary 
path, feels himself in the ilk of Paash . I have been 
a witness to his sincere efforts, diligence and 
dedication with which he undertook this momentous 
task. The days he was translating Paash were the 
most creative for him as well. To a little extent, I 
was also involved in this task. It was as if we were 
on a campaign, discussing words their meanings; 
etymological and semantic references, folklore and 
revolutionary contexts. Those were the days when 
Mr. Mohi was fully absorbed in this gigantic mission. 
The On-Line Edition, as it appears on this blog, is 
dedicated to the memory of Paash. 
I am sure, lovers of Paash and his poetry will relish 
him in English. 
- Pawan Gulati  
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GRASS 

I am grass 
I will grow over whatever you do or get done 
Although bombard you the university 
Turn every hostel to debris 
Although bulldoze our log cabins 
What will thee do to me ? 
I am grass , I will cover everything 
I ‘ll grow over every heap 
Turn Banga into rubble 
Devastate Sangrur 
Reduce to ashes the district of Ludhiana 
My greenery will do its bit 
Just after two years-ten years 
The passenger will ask the conductor again 
“What is this place? 
Drop me at Barnala 
Where there is a jungle of green grass” 
I am grass, I shall do my job 



I will grow over whatever you do or get done. 
 
 
 
STORMS NEVER KNOW DEFEAT 
The wind, when changed line of march 
They danced and capered heartily 
The people whose tents had been badly shaken 
And they trumpeted 
That trees had then gone silent 
That the tornado had then exhausted itself 
As if they don’t understand 
That enunciations have no impact on tornadoes 
As if they don’t understand 
That the tornadoes don’t issue forth from the trees 
But from that suffocation 
That plays havoc with the fair face of the Earth 
As if they don’t understand 
That the tornado rose 
Out of the worst repression 
Hark! Miscalculating fools! 
Wind hath changed direction 
Wind can’t come come to stop 
Until face of the Earth 
Does not bloom to the full 
Your tents may come down 
Either today or tomorrow 
Wind will blast to this side 
Storms never know defeat. 
 
CONSTITUTION 



This book has expired 
Don’t read it 
Its words have the chill of death 
And each one of its pages is 
As horrid as the last instant of life 
The day this book was drafted 
I was beast 
A slumbering beast 
As I woke 
This book had expired 
By the time I was a human being 
Now if you read it 
You will be a beast 
A slumbering beast. 
 
WAR AND PEACE 
We who didn’t fight 
Aren’t your good sons, O Life 
Although we longed to be good forever 
We wanted to constrict the scope of war 
Just for two loaves and a bit of quilt, 
We kept weaving something like peace 
Into the strands of indignity. 
We gave the name of age to the years stuck in bones 
like arrows 
While every moment roared on our hands like a 
desperate rival . Hiding in a container, we 
continued evading war 
We became very small for the lure to eschew war. 
We often called our tired father an old man eating 
up the grain 



We often called our worried wife the shadow of a 
virgo. 
The sights of auction ever appeared on the horizon, 
And we dared not look into the eyes of our tender 
daughters. 
War was always overhead like the skies 
And we always hesitated to turn our ditches into 
trenches. 
Fear often grew into drudgery on our hands. 
Fear often sat as a turban on our heads. 
Fear often fumed as aesthetics in our minds . 
Fear often changed into amity of the souls. 
Often it revealed itself in the blurting lips. 
O life! We who didn’t fight are thy very foxy sons. 
Begging for peace means to fight the war at the 
level of impudence. 
Peace is to be found nowhere. 
Sans war, we are utterly isolated. 
We are panting while running before ourselves. 
Sans war, we are very handicapped. 
We end up just within a yard. 
Sans war we are no more friends. 
We live by sham sentiments. 
War is the zenith of ardour. 
War is the animation of blood. 
War is the warmth of life. 
War is entertaining tender longing. 
War is the onset of peace. 
War has the tenderness of observing the beauty of a 
loaf. 
War has the aura of smelling wine. 



War is a hand extended for friendship. 
War is a missive loud in the eyes for a sweetheart. 
War is the tender fingers of a child-in-lap on the 
breast of a mother. 
War is the first ‘yes’-like ‘no’ of a girl. 
War is a loving address to oneself. 
War will come to our children as a fine textured 
ball. 
War will bring for our sisters beauteous patterns of 
embroidery. 
War will become the milk in the breasts of our 
wives. 
War will become glasses for the old matron. 
War will bloom into blossoms on the graves of our 
elders. 
Time has, for long, been like an untamed horse 
That has dragged us far away from life. 
Nothing else but war will be reins to this horse. 
Only war will be reins to this horse. 
 
WE WILL WAGE A WAR O COMRADE 
O comrade! We will wage a war for the troubled 
times. 
O comrade! We will wage a war for servile 
aspirations. 
O comrade! We will glean shreds of life . 
Still the hammer drubs the distressed anvil, 
Still are furrows ploughed on the wailing earth. 
“Is this not our cause?”The question pops up, 
And for this cause, we will wage a war O comrade! 
Under the oath of smothered sentiments, 



Under the oath of defunct eyes, 
Under the oath of gnarled palms , 
We will wage a war. 
We will fight 
While Veeru the goatherd still has, but goat-piss to 
drink. 
While the grower hath yet no right to sell the 
blooming mustard blossoms. 
While the spouse of swollen-eyed village school 
mistress 
hath not yet returned from the battle-field. 
While the cops are still obliged to throttle their 
brethren, 
While the clerks have still to scribble letters in gore, 
We will fight as long as there is room to fight in the 
world...... 
If not gun, there will be sword, 
If not sword, there still will be urge to fight , 
If not tactics, there will still be the need to fight. 
And we will fight O comrade! 
We will fight. 
As sans fight, naught is gained. 
We will fight for wherefore have we fought not this 
far. 
We will fight to accept our punition, 
To commemorate those who lay their lives in the 
fight. 
We will fight, O comrade! 
 
I SAY 
Many say--- 



Much more remains to be said, 
Much is there to be determined 
Just as words aren’t all-expressive 
Just as feet can’t measure the journey. 
Many say--- 
Nothing remains to be said now 
Nothing remains to be determined now 
As if words were meaningless 
As if the feet were motionless--- 
And I say 
Don’t talk of journey, or of history--- 
Leave us room for the next step. 
 
IRON 
You ride an iron car 
I own an iron gun 
I have eaten iron 
You simply talk iron 
Iron-when it melteth lets out no steam 
When the crucible-bearers let out steam from their 
hearts, 
It makes the iron melt. 
Molten iron may be given any shape. 
The crucible bears the molten fate of the country. 
And my gun, the strong-rooms of your banks 
And the mountain-bulldozers, 
All are made of iron. 
Every width-from city to deserts, 
Every feeling-from sister to harlot 
Every tie-from master to subordinate 
Every process-from bill to act 



Every history-from exploiters to revolution 
Every step-from forests, basements, huts to 
interrogation-centres, 
All are made of iron. 
Iron has awaited an eternity: 
That the people who depend on iron 
Should stop to commit suicide by eating iron-scrap; 
The wives of the kinless ones 
Who are torn to shreds in machines, 
May not be obliged to undress themselves 
For the masters seated in the arm-chairs. 
But iron had to-and has taken guise of pistols, guns 
and bombs 
Dazed by iron, you may take your daughter for your 
wife 
But I can, with an iron eye, discern 
The enemy in the garb of friends 
Since I have eaten iron, 
You simply talk iron. 
 
INDIA 
India 
The greatest word for my deference 
Whenever used 
Renders all the rest of the diction paltry. 
This word implies 
The sons of the land 
Who even today guess the time 
By shades of trees 
They don’t have any problem 
Save their bread-basket 



And they can chew their own limbs 
When they feel hungry 
Life, to them, is a habit 
And Death means deliverance 
Whenever someone talks of 
“National Integration” of the of the whole of India--
- 
I feel like hurling his cap in the air 
And telling him 
That the purport of India 
Is not aligned with some *Dushyanta 
But with fields 
Where grain is grown 
Where loot is rife. 
 
TWO PLUS TWO IS THREE 
I can prove--- 
That two and two are three. 
The present is a myth. 
Human figure is spoon-like. 
You know--- 
In law-courts, bus-stands and parks, 
Hundred-rupee notes are walking about 
They write diaries, take snaps 
And send reports 
The son is made to mount his mother. 
In law-protection centre 
Dacoits work in farms on daily wages. 
Bombs announce 
The boon of demands. 
The love for one’s people means 



Spying for ‘the enemy-country’ 
And 
All time great treason 
May be awarded the highest status. 
Then--- 
Two and two may be three as well. 
The present may be a myth. 
Human figure may be spoon-like. 
 
THE TIME IS RIPE 
Now the time is ripe--- 
That we confess mutual ties, 
And fight the ideological war 
Outside the mosquito-net 
And each of us face with courage 
The shame of the other’s injustice. 
Now is the time 
To hail as sister 
The girl who became a wife 
Before she was a sweetheart- 
To change the norms of kinship 
And know the friends anew 
To swim across the river of our own blood 
To save the sun from a bad name 
To be ablaze for the whole night. 
 
THE DAY TODAY 
It seems it is not dawn 
It is a smile gone cold on the palm of death 
It is the night’s eye that wept and wept and swelled 
There is nothing sun-like anywhere. 



Nothing has commenced with the cooing of doves. 
The day today has, perhaps, commenced with the 
sigh of Bachna, 
The addict-whose bowlful of moistened poppies 
Was spilled by a cat. 
The day today has, perhaps, grown in the drying 
field of Karmoo’n 
Whose gentle ox at the manger was killed by the 
veterinary bull. 
The day today, like a sour-milk tea 
Is hard to be gulped by Ratni the whore. 
The day today is hobbling about on the notches 
Of the curses of Hari Krishan, the lunatic. 
The day today, like the cast off weeds donned by 
Amro, the charwoman, 
Swims across the outrage of nakedness. 
The day today looks like gore of acorpse 
Or a cancelled ballot-paper. 
Or the short-sighted rural young virgin’s fixed-eyed-
gaze, 
Or the sad old man’s stare at the door-frame eaten 
by white ants, 
Or the incantation made on the cross-roads by a 
barren woman. 
The day today is the unpopular official mourning 
Of a heartless minister, 
Or the cigarette-stub kept in a stinking pocket, 
Or , perhaps, 
The day today is not a day of religious celebration. 
It is a boy’s muttering in sleep. 
The day today is a well-preserved well-nurtured 



tree of horror. 
It is a decked mare of political violence. 
It is a haughty he-goat-call of an enemy in the 
fields. 
The day today will not end with the blowing of the 
conch 
By the priest. 
May be , the day today extends to infinity 
And the birds get tired of waiting for evening flight. 
May be, the day today extends to infinity. 
 
AN APPLICATION FOR STRIKING OFF 
(A reaction to the murder of Indira Gandhi/The Sikh 
massacre thereafter.) 
All the life, I have thought and written against her. 
If the country as a whole mourns her death. 
Strike off my name from the country 
Full well do I know this India 
With an expanse of fields, mines and kilns to the 
blue deep--- 
It was, in truth, an undistinguished nook of her, 
Where for the first 
When a slap alighting on a hireling was reversed. 
It was the time 
When this murder was conspired 
In someone’s unsmooth nameless hands 
No police may find out where this conspiracy was 
hatched 
Since tube-lights shimmer in the capital only 
And India of the fields, mines and kilns is very 
shadowy. 



And in this very cold murk, on growing up, 
Besides living, 
When I first started thinking of this life 
I found myself one of the conspirators of this 
murder 
Whenever walking by the scent of terrible tumult 
I have wished to find out the crooning cricket 
I have found all my world involved in it, 
I have always murdered her 
In the thoughts of everyone I know 
If her murderers are to be punished on the roads in 
this way 
Then I too must pay my due. 
I loathe escape only on the grounds 
That Bhajan Lal Bishnoi knows me not--- 
Whatever name it bears---this Sultanate of goondas-
-- 
I spit on being a denizen of it. 
I am the India pricking the eyes of that cunning 
*pilot. 
Yes, I am the India pricking his eyes. 
If he has any India of his own dynasty, 
He should strike my name off from it straightaway. 
 
THE TRAGEDY OF THE LETTER TO BE CENSORED 
Between you and I 
There is nothing worth censor though 
But when your letter writhes on the palm of 
surliness, 
Much shall be misinterpreted. 
The police-man will misinterpret your faith in God. 



Your grievance for having not met for long 
Will be mistaken for woe 
For discipline giving way 
And the sad reference to the beautiful moments 
That vanished in the clouds of dust behind 
Ashwani Kumar’s Horse 
He will mistake that sad reference 
For a lament for the martyred comrades. 
He will misinterpret your complaining against price-
rise 
As a sign of the changed policy of revolutionaries 
And your sorrow for your soldier-brother 
Killed in Bangladesh, will be interpreted 
As toing the Chinese line. 
You don’t know how I shall ache 
When words are misinterpreted 
Your letter will writhe in-tense-ly 
On the palm of surliness. 
 
TRUTH 
It doesn’t make any difference 
Whether or not you recognize truth 
These aching limbs and truth have lived a life 
And after living for a life, 
Every truth changes into an era 
And this era is traversing now 
Not only the fields and factories 
But also the rank and file of the army. 
Tomorrow, when this era. With a crown of ears 
Receives the march-past on the Red Fort, 
You will then realise the actual meaning of truth. 



Now, you can though call our rebellious race 
The nature of this era; 
What truth is it, 
To say that truth spread in the huts 
Is nothing at all? 
It doesn’t make any difference 
Whether or not you recognise truth. 
 
 
I SALUTE 
I salute 
Man’s constant working hard 
I salute 
Prospective pleasant peak-time 
When love reared hard will come to fruition, 
People will smear their foreheads 
With the blood shed in yore 
On the soils of life. 
 
CHHANNI 
(Channi, Chhanni, O people Channi, 
May God bless you O brother with a ‘banni’(bride) 
---A folk song. 
Chhanni is Chhanni all right 
But O baby, your songs 
Will not be able to find for your brother. 
He will be accursed with 
The distress of his father’s scanty piece of land. 
Skeletal bulls will graze his matriculation 
And the repair of the engine-ever out of order 
Will roll loaves on his broad chest 



The flight of doves tattooed on his thighs 
Will gradually slow down. 
The feed will exhaust from the granary off his 
fondness, 
He will squirm 
The day the ant of opium creeps 
For the first time on his entrails. 
He will slowly smell past whispers in the plaza 
‘He is an addict’. 
Slowly will then change the chit-chat of the plaza 
And those who come to see him 
Will return from the outskirts. 
O baby, your brother will go straight ahead 
Towards the horizon where crocodile-jaws meet 
each other. 
What you think to be day- 
Is the extremity of a thread 
Clutched tight in the hand of hunters- 
Is cunning looseness in the line. 
O baby! Only songs, 
And no time, are ours. 
Had time been ours, 
You wouldn’t have been worried 
To cover your fore-arms sans bangles. 
Time is still a blood-thirsty needle 
Which may prick your finger-tip 
Weaving the shadow of flowers 
But it may not stitch shirt 
Wearing off on your waist. 
Chhanni is Chhanni all right 
But O baby! If you may, 



Don’t engulf your brother’s trepidation 
With your affection. 
Let him reach the knot of the noose. 
Let him straighten with the studded bludgeon 
The hunch of centuries bent on his brow. 
Let him put his hand into the snake-holes 
Wormed into the barns of labour. 
The chain of events may perhaps start 
From the horde of cops that arrives at your well 
Or from the tricolour-light hoisting tuft of the 
turban 
Of the well-off headman, 
Or from the election-lorry 
Shaking the walls like an earthquake--- 
O baby! The chain of events may start from 
anywhere. 
Let your songs smite the fuming chest of slander 
Once again in the plaza 
People will talk about him 
And it will move ahead of him in the dark 
Like a beam of light--- 
Chhanni is Chhanni all right 
But O baby! If you may, if you may, 
Don’t engulf your brother’s trepidation 
With your affection. 
 
GAOL WALLS A BEAUTIFUL PAD 
Whenever I have ignored the tragedy of meaning 
Under the pretext of words 
I have regretted much, 
Many a time I have slipped 



From the earth, standing on which 
I had pledged to stand by it, 
I have been cursed by topless trees 
And often times 
I have accepted Gallows and Paradise 
As my twin wives 
Impregnating whom in the same bed 
My body is sinking deep 
But my figure evolves clearer 
Agreed 
My pen is no creator 
While traversing roads 
I have fallen apart so 
That my crippled body can’t remember 
Which of my limbs has dropped off in Vietnam 
And which of them has dropped off in the desert of 
Africa. 
Whether I am sitting in a Delhi cafe’ 
Or in the Andhra forests 
Time and again I grope my being 
As the moments pass along 
The mother of my six poems 
Eloped with my shadow last Sunday, 
And how far I have come out 
In a bid to grasp my voices 
My features have been reduced to 
The bygone dates of horoscope 
Napoleon, Changez Khan and Alexander 
Have passed through me, one by one, 
Ashoka and Gautam stare amazed at 
*Somnath of naked stone 



When I climb up the Everest and look at 
The broken Taj Mahal 
*Brass Harimander 
And Ajanta in utter ruins, 
I think 
Are the rest five storeys of the qutab 
Enough for suicide? 
But after all 
I have to admit 
That when I had asked Jupiter’s son 
And the disciple of Aristotle 
To stand away, letting the sunlight come to me 
I had only a loin cloth on 
That is why now I have 
Torn to shreds the beautiful writing pads 
And I want to write on the prison walls 
With a bayonet as the pen 
I am busy proving 
That on the other side of the horizon 
There are farms 
There are mountains 
On the slopes of which 
Rays and also pens 
Can take root 
 
WAR - SOME IMPRESSIONS 
These aeroplanes, O children! 
Liars are they 
Never believe them 
Keep on playing at making houses...... 
Frigid moon stares blank 



The parachute descending in fog 
The corpse stuck in strings 
Let me show you--- 
They have appropriated 
Youth of a destitute........ 
Ask the radio 
To say under oath 
If The Earth is mother, then whose mother? 
What shall she be to the Pakistanis ? 
And what shall she be to the Indians? 
Thieves, O thieves ! 
Quarrel somewhere else 
To divide your booty 
Lest the masters of the house are roused 
It is said 
The mob beats black and blue....... 
They don’t listen to the radio 
Nor do they read the news 
Aeroplanes go to the farms as a news 
With their hand tight on the hilt 
They simply laugh it off 
As they know 
That the plough is not mad 
Mad is the cannon 
Stunned Huddling in a dark nook....... 
We are thinking 
There will be The Moon in a moment 
Somewhat broken 
Somewhat torn 
Then we shall tell the children 
This is what is called The Moon........ 



 
THE RELEASE---AN IMPRESSION 
As you come out of the gaol 
You need not learn to toddle again 
The tongue doesn’t lisp 
Nor you need to be breast-fed 
You locate your name 
Among the names in the skies 
The wind testifies 
The plants rejoice--- 
Thus Is begun the act of life again 
The self-same saga of struggle, to amuse the spirit 
The self-same jungle of people to get lost in 
The self-same hope for victory...... 
Thus is begun again 
The act of life . 
(From Gaol) 
MURDERER 
And it has also been proved that 
Not only is the human face like a spoon 
But also some icons with two swords and red eyes 
Are made of wax 
And whom, with a slight heat 
Anyone can mould into any shape whatsoever. 
Treason has but only one penalty. 
I am not a weepy, but a poet, 
How can I keep mum? 
When do I deny that I commit murder? 
I am the murderer of those who murder humanity 
Who murder justice 
Who murder truth. 



Engineers, Doctors, Teachers! 
Look at your peeled off knees 
Which have been peeled off 
Kneeling at some*White or *Blue thresholds. 
Look at your face 
Which is only an image of an entreaty 
An image beseeching for loaves in the offices 
Every six months 
We are an improved type of mendicants 
Yet we are repulsed at every door 
See y our eyes with your own eyesight 
And then find out if they can meet each other 
I can be given the name ‘traitor’ too 
But forsooth, this country is not yet mine 
Nor is it of her youth and peasantry, 
It is of a few ‘men’ only 
And we are not yet men, but animals too docile. 
Not leaches but pet sharks have dug 
Their teeth deep into our bodies. 
Get up, seeing your hearths sans smoke, get up 
Get up, workers and labourers. 
Sitting with red flags on your tents is futile. 
Give it the colour of your blood. 
Strikes are but exercises for affront 
Get up my children, students, youth, get up. 
Look here! I am yet not dead. 
It is another thing that I and my son 
Who was a brother to you too, 
Were honoured with bullets in lieu of justice 
Beside a highway. 
You too must have read about 



The “Great Police Encounter”. 
And you have seen---the political parties 
Barked for a moment for a judicial enquiry 
From a distance like half-dead dogs 
And this land has leaden law 
Which can be melted by fire only 
Not by barking. 
Look at me, I am still alive, 
Why do you hesitate? Let us rise, 
Let us go ahead like canals, 
And break the teeth of these sharks 
And retreat. 
And get up again, and he who 
Protects these sharks to order them 
Let us thrust the barrel of the gun 
Into the mouth of that rotten face. 
 
 
LONGING 
O life! 
Try thou not to amuse me thus 
Very brittle are these 
Toys of years, 
Whichever I touch 
Breaks into pieces 
How may I call, these pieces 
Making faces at me, “An Age”? 
O dear! 
Would that one of the pieces 
Pricked the foot of time and 
Reddened the floor ! 



 
FEET 
I know 
These journeys of love 
Are never traversed on foot 
How inconsiderate am I, my friend, 
I have taught my love to walk on foot. 
I have got my feet admitted to 
The school of thorny bushes. 
Turned into dust, the ancient journeymen 
Console our feet, 
Unfold to us the meaning of feet. 
In the cider-press circle, 
Feet have no meaning. 
The simple meaning of feet 
Is chill 
Is whiplash 
When feet are cut off 
Rebels travel headlong. 
When empire 
Walks on borrowed feet 
The journey is stigmatized. 
When the journey is stigmatized 
By using head instead of feet 
The ruler staggers 
When the movement of the feet 
Becomes sweet music...... 
The feet of those who shackle others 
Are chilled to zero. 
Feet may be sandaled or booted, 
Feet are measures 



Flesh is not to be fed to the others. 
The shoe has a pinch of wisdom 
For the carnivora. 
 
I NEED A FEW WORDS 
I need a few words 
Which may weave a song....... 
Snatch from me the din of the crowd, 
Burn me on the bonefire of my poems, 
Strike though the red-baton of the reign 
On my skull 
But do give me a few words 
Which may weave a song...... 
I don’t need the dialogues of *Amin Saini 
Take *Anand Bakshi, 
Bother yourself about*Laxmikant 
What have I got to do with Indira’s lecture? 
I only need a few words 
Which may weave a song........ 
Thrust *Yamla Jat’s musical gourd into my mouth 
Scribble *Tagore’s National Anthem on my brow 
Glue the novels of*Gulshan Nanda on my chest 
Wherefore shall I read the Zafarnama 
If I have a few words 
Which may weave a song...... 
Load my back with the heavy torso of *Vajpai 
Hang the corpse of*Hemant Basu Around my neck 
Thrust into my....the head of *Lala Jaagat Narayan 
Well I do not mention even *Mao’s name 
But at the least do give me a few words 
Which may weave a song..... 



Let me not refill my pen 
I will even burn my *Loh Kathaa 
I will disown *Chandan even 
If you give me a few words 
Which may weave a song...... 
This song shall I give to those dumb ones 
Who value songs 
But who, in your eyes, do not know how to sing. 
If you have no words, no song 
Let me prattle whatever I do. 
 
BEYOND THE LIMIT........ 
Twelve years are a limit 
We have been keeping the dog-tail in the flute 
For twenty four years 
The *Handicapped people who walked with a stick 
On whose foreheads Mountbatten had written 
The word ‘Independence’ 
We shall those foreheads 
Crush with their own sticks 
Along with this flute we shall throw this tail 
Into the fire 
That is smouldering in the minds 
Of fifty crore masses of this country. 
The tail that could not straighten itself 
How shall it have left the flute 
Worth any music? 
 
LIFE 
There is yet another way to live 
To lie astride ‘mid the roaring traffic 



And to slip 
The heavy wheel of life. 
 
DEATH 
There is yet another way to die 
To unveil the face of death 
And to expose to all 
The treason of life. 
 
MY MOTHER’S EYES 
When a girl said to me, 
‘You are very handsome’ 
I thought, there was something wrong with her eyes 
For me were handsome those 
Who visit my village to beg for votes 
Or to attend an inauguration function. 
One day 
I overheard at *Jattu’s shop 
That their golden crown came to them in booty 
I forsook the village that day. 
I believed ‘If the crowned are the thieves, 
The handsome are some other people ‘...... 
I saw ugliness everywhere in cities, 
In publishing houses, Cafes, 
Offices and Police-houses.... 
And I saw , this river of ugliness 
Oozes from the round mountain of Delhi 
And to worm into that round mountain 
I stepped into ugliness 
I combated ugliness 
And I passed through several bloody years 



And now with scars of war on the face 
I have come to the village for a while. 
And the selfsame girl of forty 
Calls her own son ‘ugly’ 
And I again think-there is something 
Wrong with her eyes. 
 
 
TO NIGHT 
Melancholy millet, is standing with a drooping head 
Stars too are silent 
What has happened to night....? 
O night ! don’t be sad for me 
Thou owe me naught 
Come think not thus. 
How silent are the cattle chewing the cud ! 
And how serene is the warm atmosphere of the 
village ! 
Come-think not thus, O night ! 
Look into my eyes. 
They will never behold that handsome friend 
Of whom the press has spoken today..... 
O night ! where is thy erstwhile mood 
When he came briskly 
Like the water of a hilly brook? 
First we read under the moonlight 
Then we argued like thieves 
And then we quarrelled, 
O night ! thou were happy then 
When we quarrelled 
Why are you sad now 



When we have parted company ? 
O night ! by him who is no more, 
Thou should not feel like this 
I owe thee 
Thou owe me not 
O night ! congratulate me 
I congratulate these farm-lands 
These farm-lands know everything 
Where the human blood spills 
And what the price of blood is 
These farm-lands know everything 
Hence, O night ! 
Look thou into my eyes 
I look into the eyes of future. 
 
AN OPEN LETTER 
O writers of letters to sweethearts ! 
If the tip of your pen is sterile 
Don’t abort sheets of paper 
O the advisers of bringing revolutions 
By looking at stars ! 
Revolution, when it occurs 
Will show the stars to you too. 
O gun-totters ! 
Either turn your guns to the enemy 
Or towards yourselves 
Revolution is no feast, no exhibition 
It is not a river flowing in the plains 
It is a fierce encounter of classes, tendencies 
It is killing, it is dying 
And it is finishing death. 



Today, the corpse of *Waris Shah 
Has grown over the bodies of people 
In the form of cactus 
Tell him that 
This age is not the age of Waris 
This is the age of *Vietnam 
This is an age of struggle for rights in every sphere, 
 
REFUSAL 
Don’t expect of me that a son of the soil, 
I shall talk of your rotten tastes 
In spate of which is swept 
Our children’s lispy song 
And our daughters’ virgin laughter. 
Whenever I speak – I ‘ll speak of 
Want of fertilizers. 
I ‘ll speak of sugarcane shrunken like the bosom 
Of a poor dame. 
I ‘ll speak of kharif lying cornered in the yard 
And I ‘ll speak of the winter at the yard-door. 
Don’t expect of me 
That I ‘ll misname the village girls 
And the kinds of flowers that blossom 
In the winter. 
I ‘ll talk of the cunning moustaches of the 
Secretary of the bank. 
Of the mayor’s tail that reaches the police-house 
And of the whole of the zoo 
I have grown on my chest 
Or of the museum 
I have treasured in my bosom 



Or I’ll speak of just a similar ruffled thing. 
For me, the heart is a betel-like piece of flesh. 
Beauty is a delicacy like the salted loaf of maize 
flour. 
Life is but something to be enjoyed stealthily 
Like the home-made ale. 
Don’t expect of me to smell softly 
The silken fragrance of the wilderness, like a hare 
I have faced everything 
As the oxen at the manger, after the day-long yoke 
I am the journey of this side to the Jatts’ becoming 
mandicants. 
I am the lost eyesight of the old cobbler. 
I am only the memory of the crippled sergeant’s 
right hand. 
I am a scar of one-fourth century on the body of 
time 
And my imagination, it’s like the parched flesh 
In every limb of the blacksmith 
Who keeps impatient with the cruel sky 
For a gust of wind 
In whose hand the plough-share 
Oftentimes, turns into a sword, 
And is often only a pack of fodder. 
I can’t now become for you the bellows of a 
harmonium. 
I am the music dripping from 
The fingers of a menial only who is scouring 
utensils, 
I still have much to say 
On this side of the ideal boundary of aesthetics. 



At present, I ‘ll talk of an earth-engulfing night 
Which resembles the pitch-dark lips of a farm-slave. 
Of the History 
Engraved on the sun-burnt shoulders of my father, 
Or I ‘ll talk of the Geography of the chilblain 
On the feet of my mother. 
.Don’t expect of me that a son of the soil 
I shall talk of your rotten tastes 
In spate of which is swept 
Our children’s lispy song 
And our daughters’ virgin laughter. 
 
SOME TRUTHS 
Neither Time 
Nor Circumstances 
Determine Man’s Destruction 
But he himself, 
Attack and Defence 
Are both done by Man himself 
Whether or not 
Love makes one able 
To live in the world 
But this is certain, 
We live in the world 
By dint of Love. 
When I found no way to salvation, 
I did sit to write 
I want to write’tree’ 
Full well knowing 
That writing became the ‘tree’ 
I want to write ‘water’ 



‘Man’ ‘Man’ I want to write 
Some child’s hand 
Some damsel’s face 
I want to throw the words 
To man with full force 
Full well knowing 
That nothing will happen to man 
We need not such words as rule us 
From their mansions, 
We, the workers, need no gifts from them 
We will decide everything amongst ourselves 
I have no face 
No addressing words 
A mad love of soil is perhaps mine 
Hence does it seem as if 
I would pass over everything whistling like wind 
Friends! Be steadfast to my cause 
Even when I have gone ahead. 
There are thousands who have bread 
Who have moonlit nights, 
Girls, 
And have ‘Wisdom’. 
There are thousands who have a pen 
In their pockets all the time 
And here are we 
Who write a poem. 
(Some Jottings from the diary) 
 
TIME IS NOT A DOG 
If not*The Frontier, read The Tribune, 
If not Calcutta, talk of Docca, 



Bring the clippings of 
*The Organizer and of the *Punjab Kesari 
And tell me 
Whither are these eagles flying? 
Who is dead ? 
Time is not a dog 
That you may drag by the chain 
Whithersoever you like 
You say: Mao says this, Mao says that; 
I ask-‘Who is Mao to say anything ?’ 
Words are not bond-slaves 
Time speaks of its own 
Moments are not dumb. 
You may sit in ‘The Ramble’ 
Or you may take a cup of tea from a hand-cart 
You may utter a truth or a lie- 
It hardly matters 
Even if you jump across the corpse of silence- 
And O governments! 
Ask your police and let me know 
Whether I am imprisoned behind these bars 
Or the cop outside the prison ? 
Truth is not the concubine of All India Radio 
Time is not a dog. 
 
BORDER 
(TO COMMEMORATE *MOGA SHOOT-OUT) 
The heads of towns will be soiled with dust now 
The *B.S.F. trucks will ply 
Like grimy lice........ 
Spring will not smile on*Satvarg flowers this time 



The trampled grass will writhe 
In the college compounds 
Day and night, the wireless at the police station 
Will pollute the air 
Indeed 
Here, there is a border everywhere 
Where our rights end 
And those of the well-off people start 
And on this side, we are free in every sense 
To call names 
To wave punches 
To fight elections 
To kiss the smile of Satvarg flowers 
There is no taboo on this side 
And henceforward is------ 
The clouds of dust in townships 
The crawling trucks of B.S.F. 
Like the grimy lice. 
*Border Security Force. 
 
IT IS MY RIGHT NOW 
I have bought a ticket 
And have seen the drama of your democracy 
Sitting in the amphitheatre 
It is my right now 
To hoot and raise a din 
You too had not given concession 
A single penny in the price of the tickets 
And I, too, shall hold the arm of my instinct 
And shall tear out the couches 
And shall burn down the curtains. 



 
WHEN REBELLION RAGES 
In the dark, pitch dark nights 
When a moment crouches and fears the other 
The light of the attic 
Dumps out of the windows and commits suicide 
When rebellion rages 
In the wombs of peaceful nights 
Light or no light, 
I can be murdered. 
 
WORDS, ART AND POETRY 
You perhaps didn’t know 
The sympathizer of these widowed-moments 
He who could not be imprisoned in the pyramids 
You call the royal seals of edicts the art of 
poetry..... 
The words; that dance in the valley of kings, 
That measure the area of the navel 
Of the sweetheart 
That roll like tennis-balls on the tables, 
That grow on the barren land of theatres 
Are not poetry. 
You thought 
Words are dry leaves blown by wind, 
That the exhaust fans of Delhi 
Will write the poetry of the age 
With their shameless smelly air 
But words—they neither fear nor die 
They have never allowed the bloody—earth to 
ferment 



Whatever is taboo in the murk of the day 
They perform it in the glimmer of night 
The words in Tagore or *Ghalib’s beard 
Are not poetry 
They are straws...... 
If you are highly proud 
Of your art, of your philosophy, 
Open your gold-bound classics 
Where does your Shakespeare place 
The joke of death in the laughter of life? 
What does your Beethoven call 
The rhythm of abusing mothers and sisters? 
Those who sing of the bosom of sweetheart, 
Which song have they composed 
For the mother’s milk 
And one’s dedication to that milk? 
 
TO PAPER TIGERS 
You are neither North nor South 
Neither arrow nor sword 
You are two holes 
In this water-logged mud-wall 
Through which the devil behind the wall 
Seeks his defence........... 
You are a grain of grams 
That dropped in a field of wheat 
And soil has to settle accounts with you also 
You are not worth a kick for us 
Perhaps 
You have some misconception about your being 
Let me tell you what you are. 



You are the seeds of acacia tree 
Or a broken hamper, 
That can carry nothing in it 
With the air-gun that you always keep hung 
On your shoulder 
You can not kill anyone 
You can be a plaintiff for *7/51. 
 
THROUGH SELF-INSECURITY 
If security of the country means only this 
That conscientiousness should become 
A condition for life, 
The presence of any other word than ’yes’ in the 
Pupil of the eye should be obscene, 
And mind should keep prostrate before evil 
moments, 
Then the security of the country is a danger to us. 
 
FACE TO FACE WITH THE FOUGHT-OUT PRESENT 
I am much afraid of newspapers these days 
There must be in them somewhere the news 
That nothing has happened whatever 
You may not know, perhaps, or you may also know 
How terrible it is ‘happening nothing whatever’ 
The constant panting of sight 
And things lying mum, like a frigid woman- 
Even the gossip in the village-conclave looks like 
A sleeping serpent gripping the tree 
That yearns to dance. 
I am afraid-what nonsense might be thinking the 
world 



That looks deprived like empty chairs! 
Alas! That after centuries 
Bread, work and crematorium may think 
That we are made for these- 
I am at a loss to know how to tell the shy dawns, 
Organized nights and modest evenings 
That we have not come to receive a 
Salute from them 
And where is equal usefulness 
That may keep swaying at a yard 
From the arms spread for a hearty embrace..... 
These days even the accidents occur 
Like a panting old man who climbs the stairs 
That lead to a whore’s brothel 
Why is not there anything such 
As ‘he’ meets ’her’ for the first time 
How far will this country-blessed by saints 
Go running before a horned grave! 
After all, when shall we come back to 
The houses occurring like incidents, 
We the people exiled from the very sound of life 
And when shall we sit around a bonfire 
Listening to what the wayward fire says... ... 
Sooner or later, we must leave blotches 
Of kisses on the cheeks of ‘the weather’ 
And the whole earth will be a strange newspaper 
Which will bring news of 
Many things happening, sooner or later. 
 
TO THE REBELS OF SRI LANKA 
O my Lankan fellow traveller, O militant brave 



fighter! 
I-a petty Indian-am present in your court. 
Your protest is also true, my plea is also true 
Neither are you a stranger to me, 
Nor do I refuse you aught. 
The present sent to you from my country (India) 
To blow you to pieces and to wreck your dreams 
Is a rarity for neither you nor I 
It is traditional, friend, a thief will stand by a thief. 
You also feel fiery, my blood is also seething 
And if you have taken up arms, 
When am I keeping mum? 
O my Lankan brother, we all live through the same 
agony. 
I am excruciated by *Ram and you by *Ravan 
When the exploited folk come to there awareness, 
They least enjoy themselves being exploited. 
The monkeys by nationality, 
When they come to know the truth, 
They hardly ever know the difference between Ram 
and Ravan 
I myself am behind the bars, I can’t send anything 
to you 
You must yourselves wed freedom and nurture it 
with your blood. 
When these ironmongers strafe you with bombs, 
You will fight, my comrades will fight with you too. 
O Lankan hero! Let us make an agreement today 
To fight the battle of justice, to celebrate *Dussehra 
daily, 
Never to let the *Sita of rights be tyrannized by 



anyone 
To cut off *Ravana’s head, whether one or they are 
ten. 
(In brief) (JALLANDHAR GAOL) 
 
TO AHMED SALIM 
(A Bangla Desh Poet) 
(To Prisoners Of War) 
O pen cultivator, O my Ahmed Salim 
You who kissed the lock-up and became a brother to 
me, 
I am, too, a poet of prisons, I too love masses. 
You are pierced with *Pindi-arrows I with those 
of*Delhi 
That is why, on your arrest, I cried out 
I was happy that your poem had come of age. 
In my own homeland, too, many a *Decca was 
aflame 
Here, too, *Yahiya Khan was spitting in disguise 
I was amazed to see the crying imposters 
Who were wailing at your going behind the bars- 
With their back to the house on fire, 
They threw sand near their own house 
I was aggrieved they were spitting on your face- 
I don’t want murderers forgiven anywhere 
I don’t consider exploitation ’Justified’ anywhere 
I say, “To change the exploiters is no salvation”. 
Indian-Pakistani ‘Jews’ have similar ledgers 
I say, “Independence is not a handful of grains 
That may be given as alms, or may be bought with 
money. 



It is a crop which the people rear with their own 
blood 
It is not a billet-doux that a pigeon may bring”. 
Let me show you the whole in the heart of Andhra 
Should you love to see this goddess doling out 
liberty, 
Come and see the sizzling *Moga of my Punjab- 
Those who bewailed in sympathy when you were 
apprehended 
Raised they much hullabaloo against Yahiya Khan’s 
cruelty 
In the jails-the embodiments of democracy 
Let me make you sniff the smell of rotting youth 
Neither have ever we won, nor Pak has lost any war 
It was the sinful gluttony that danced like puppets 
We are yet neither enemies nor akin to anyone. 
We are yet bellies and not complete men. 
Ahmed Salim! Why don’t you speak for those 
Who have been trussed in the decrees of despots 
Away from families, writhed and left this world 
Even today, they lie trussed and writhe in India 
I don’t ask you not to melt in love 
I don’t ask you to confront tyranny 
I say you must know the tyranny from the roots 
You must not only spit on kissing leaves and return 
Let us tell our bellies to fight for our hands 
To be a complete body and to fight for our ilk 
Having made them prisoners of war, 
We shall punish them aptly 
As yet, friends! Let us fight for our body. 
(Abstract of a long poem) 



 
O MY COUNTRY 
We have been devoured 
In the belly of the dust-laden dusks 
We have been printed 
With the fingers engraved on the flattened dung-
cakes 
O my country being trampled under the feet of 
democracy, 
Do not fret for us. 
Agreed, the query is a big one- 
Why we could not become patriots 
During all these twenty years of drought, 
But the soil has eaten up 
The strength of millions of arms 
And fruits have eaten up 
The peasants’ share of energy, 
The plants of our self-esteem, 
Which had to shade your parching deserts 
Have been browsed by bulls breeding in the offices. 
O my country, what could have been done 
In this small span of twenty-six years 
When the dose of devastating wars was thrust into 
Our jaws thrice 
And after every other year 
Our power to sell ourselves was prescribed? 
O my country! What could have been done 
During such odd times 
That in the body’s season of blossoms 
Sand should cascade from our minds..... 
O my country being trampled under the feet of 



‘democracy’ 
How far can we know your woes? 
We have still to know 
The difference between man and beast. 
Nabbing the lice in our shirts 
We are breeding the benevolence of that Almighty 
In our chest 
Lost is the sacred thing called ‘ideal’ 
In the crowd of our daily worries 
We are being blown about 
Like the dry leaves in gales.... 
We have quietly grown like hay amid your shoulders 
And burning bright under the skies 
Spread in the form of bitter smoke 
And if now this smoke engulfs 
The philosophy of the Vedas 
And the teachings of the Rishis 
We are not to blame.... 
O my country! You could not do aught 
And stray hordes browsed 
The history we sowed 
And drank water from our ponds. 
O my country! Whenever we think about you now, 
We feel as if you were the daughter 
Of an impertinent addict 
And about your bond with us we feel 
As if love had died in the very seeing 
And was not lucky enough to have a meeting. 
We have been devoured in the belly of the dust-
laden dusks 
We have been printed 



With the fingers engraved on the flattened dung-
cakes. 
O my country being trampled under the feet of 
‘democracy’! 
Do not fret for us. 
 
AFFILIATION 
We want nothing superfluous 
Just like our muscular biceps, 
Just like stripes on the oxen’s back left by the 
whiplash, 
Just like our terrified, shrunken future in the 
pronotes of debt. 
We want something real like 
Life, equality, or anything else like this. 
Just as the sun, wind and clouds 
Accompany us unfailingly at home and in fields. 
In the same way, 
We want to see the rings, beliefs and joys along 
with us. 
O despots! We want to see everything real. 
We don’t want anything such as the evidence of a 
police tout 
In case of illicit distillation 
Or the honesty of the village registrar 
Or as the oath of a commission-agent. 
We want on our palms just such a truth 
As viscosity in a jaggery trough 
As nicotine in a hubble- bubble 
As there is something cream-like 
On the lips of a sweatheart at the rendezvous. 



We don’t want to read the books atop police sticks. 
We don’t want 
To sing the song of art to the footfalls of the army-
boots. 
We want to touch with longing finger-tips 
The little music in trees. 
To lick the salt in the tear-gas-smoke 
Or to taste one’s blood with one’s own tongue 
Can’t be a recreation to anyone 
But 
We want nothing superfluous 
And we want to see everything in reality, 
Life, socialism or anything whatever. 
 
STEAM AND SMOKE 
There is difference as much 
Between limbs and colours 
As is there 
Between one’s own triviality and realization 
Whichever accursed ray of sun-light 
Goes astray in the layers of time 
And every accursed ray of sun-light 
Becomes a testament 
And then dies ere its time. 
The sun has to rise again tomorrow 
I won’t be able to save myself 
Just for the sake of dying once again. 
I, generally, have to keep 
My words strung in arrow— 
Because the enemies are standing 
On that side of every frontier 



Illicit relations breed 
In the womb of my shadow. 
(i can call myself an exile ere every ray of sun-light) 
And I, knowingly, everyday 
Kiss the gallows of sorrows suffered to date. 
Prepare the ground for the renunciation of 
tomorrow. 
You have thrown the stub of the cigarette from your 
hands— 
The sparks thereof may set aflame the settlement 
Instead of being trampled down. 
Would that the scratches of your nails on my chest 
Were able to get themselves called 
Anything else but scars! 
How may one differentiate 
Between steam and smoke? 
 
SPRING AND PERSONS 
Everyone wants flowers, only flowers, 
Or one is amused with fragrant leaves 
In the spring season. 
We who have gone astray, 
Let us search for a shameless song 
From within the stacks of hay 
And from within the ashes of the burnt-up *Churi-
Saloz(a weed) 
When our songs, audaciously, 
Look at flowers eye to eye 
Won’t the proud splendour of the spring go to 
pieces? 
But at present, the Spring is only a murderer. 



Everyone wants flowers, only flowers. 
 
AFTER THE EMERGENCY WAS CLAMPED 
Except that someone is dead 
There is nothing true in this mysterious death. 
All the rest is rumour- 
The rumour-lust, Or the lull of the in-setting. 
There will be morning now, or the muffled festivity. 
There will be a desolation, 
Like that of the cotton-fields--- 
Which was there, even when the dead was alive, 
Which squeaked here in the hinges 
Of our doors, as they opened and closed. 
There is nothing true in this mysterious death 
Except that graves are not inclined to change their 
nature 
And man remains crooked out of flurry, 
With joy and fear clasped amid his thighs 
Like the latter half sway of the retreating swing, 
The prayer for an interruption-free completion 
Pours molten-led into ears. 
And the fear, that in the long run, Thursday will be 
vanquished 
By the first drum-beat of Friday 
Is suggestive to some to become murderers. 
Yet not only the musketeer is to blame for this 
murder 
But also we, the antimony of whose eyes 
Became a curfew for our tears. 
Anyway, except that he is dead, 
All the rest is rumour, the rumour-lust. 



 
YOU DON’T KNOW 
You don’t know, what is my place as a poet 
That as in a warmed up song and dance 
Drops a cadaver-hungry dog. 
You wonder what I go on writing 
For a dreaded party till the dead of night with the 
lights on 
You don’t know how I approach poetry— 
As a rural beauty with an outmoded suit 
Climbs into a city-shop with a baffled mind; 
I seek from poetry 
A bottle of nail-polish for you 
A variegated embroidery-thread for your younger 
sister 
And a caustic lotion for your father’s cataract. 
Poetry regards such demands as mischief 
And every month sends to me in the nights her 
watchdogs--- 
With canes and smooth-butted rifles--- 
Who take with them my favourite books 
My childhood-photo lying in the almirah 
And the shriek of my first love 
Hurt in the fall from the ladder of the house 
And strewn in sad hues 
You don’t know how cops feign ignorance 
Although they know me well. 
Now an insolent claw , while , searching, 
Pounces at my contract with the moon-lit nights. 
You don’t know how the wound on my spinal chord 
Starts stinging after they leave. 



You don’t know what that dreaded party does. 
A drowsy document of love 
Flutters there on the slumbering earth, 
It is a continuity of 
Standing against the constantly scraping wind, 
With a bare breast 
There are men-like weapons 
And weapons like men 
Actually, they are neither men nor weapons 
There is the crackle of 
The concord between men and weapons 
Actually, there are people 
Like the sands , of the path that leads to the yonder 
well 
Which were trodden for centuries 
By house-wives who, carrying the midday fare, 
Kept on thinking that, perhaps, one day, 
There will be a road 
But the tractor-driver plying on the road 
Will be aware neither of the house-wives 
Nor of the sands lying below the tar— 
They need bicycles 
And if not bread, anything to eat in its stead 
Or the death-like tea 
And I have not aught 
Except the poems like Calotropis Procera 
Which, though look like mangoes, can’t be eaten. 
You don’t know why, like a beaten jackal 
I have fled from that editor of the foreign Daily 
Whose un-gnarled hands were extra smooth— 
Like a buffalo’s nostrils licked clean, 



But his shorn beard, like a red-hot bar 
Was about to pierce my eyes which were like the 
First dawn of independence 
He had well-folded rolls of clouds in his bag 
And a stinking puddle of drool in his camera. 
I had seen in the dickey of his fat 
A pot-full of those who had been bankrupt 
In the very childhood 
But as often as I reached him with my hand, 
I was interrupted, now by the health minister 
And then by the I.G. of Haryana 
You do not know how impossible it was 
To save myself from the verbosity 
Of his undiplomatic politics 
Hissing like a python 
And to bring myself 
A ‘whole’ for you............ 
When that editor and thousands like him 
Came riding their clumsy torso, 
The green splendour of grass 
On the village pathways dies away, 
These are, in fact, like moths of light 
Who assault the nostrils of children 
Reading in the lamp-light 
Like a smoke cloud of crudeness 
My words to burn instead of kerosene in that lamp 
I know no better use of poetry 
And you don’t know 
What is my place, as a poet. 
 
BELOW THE WHITE BANNERS 



I softly caught the dawns from the skies 
And placed them on the earth 
How could I know that the days I brought down 
Will be weeks, months and years for someone 
And thus, in the world, 
A despicable series of murders will start breathing, 
Masses will wake-and they will have to 
Salute to the hooters like subordinates do 
Day-books will be opened-and with the eyes shut, 
The hot and thick blood will be thought about 
The sweetheart will write the billet-doux- 
On the ashes of hearths 
Which will be read by recess sans frenzy 
With the finger in the mouth , 
All the day, the children will ignite fire-works 
From the distance of ten years, 
Mistaking the slaughter-houses for the victory-fort, 
And at last emotional clouds 
Will be ablaze without any noise 
A burning plane will fly over the heads of all 
And the sailors, sans uniform, employed in cold war 
Returning to the trenches, will think 
‘Perhaps, one day, out of the banners, 
White pigeons, too, will fly..... 
And coughing in the smoke of the burning plane 
I shall think of letting the dawns drop on the earth 
With a thud 
Only if possible, I should try to abrade with 
Pointy words.- the hunter banners 
That have clenched the pigeons 
Akin to the bosom of my cherished one. 



 
THE HOST OF SPARROW 
The host of sparrows will fly to nowhere 
Only here somewhere, 
They will mow grass from the embankment. 
They will carry loaves sans butter to the fields 
And will cool the faces singed by heat-wave 
With the dirty scarves wet with water 
The host of sparrows will fly to nowhere 
Only here somewhere, hidden from the eye, 
They will weep in solitude 
And will sing the dirges of accursed youthfulness 
The host of sparrows will have no inkling 
When, from nowhere, suddenly 
A net of iron-beaks will spread 
Over the piece of space meant for them 
And their dream of a lone flight 
Will be afraid of their deer-like eyes 
The host of sparrows are worried for naught. 
After the palanquin is seen off, 
Father will get the dislocated door bricked again 
And having torn the dolls 
He will get his sweat-eaten shirt patched. 
The host of sparrows will fly to no country, 
All their lives 
They will suffer the fir-like quills of millet 
And the menstrual blood-on their white waist-cloth- 
Will laugh at them. 
 
YESTERDAY 
Nothing, whatever, happened to our village 



yesterday. 
Probably, ’the day before yesterday’ had a 
misbegotten pregnancy 
That it threw an ado of sun-rays on the dunghills. 
The dung sweeping girls 
Had to be rebuked only by their parents 
When they brought it home out of sheer pity 
Otherwise ‘yesterday’ was awaited by none- 
The chain of the bicycle of the milkman was so old 
that 
It scratched the silken teats of brown buffaloes, 
Or the iron-heel worn out and come-off an ox-foot 
Pricked the bare foot of a ploughman, 
Or was crushed under a public carrier 
A dog running after the scent of a midday meal 
The children kept playing with the pebbles 
The daughter of the head-nan standing on the roof 
Went on combing her hair for long- 
Nothing, whatever, happened th our village 
yesterday. 
Yesterday, too, we had mouths –and not faces 
Yesterday, too, thought as before, that only heart 
thinks. 
Yesterday, too, God remained imprisoned in the 
blue of the sky. 
Yesterday, too, He was marked absent 
In the stockade of the disappointed shepherd. 
Yesterday, too, we believed that Krishna 
Must be Sudama’s friend 
Why, otherwise, did he(the king)drink his(Sudama’s) 
feet-wash? 



Yesterday, too, we looked forward to the advent of 
Krishna. 
Nothing, whatever, happened in our village 
yesterday. 
Who had been waiting for yesterday? 
More than yesterday, we desired some quality 
tobacco 
What if the temple-bell had not rung twice? 
 
THEY EXPECT 
The black shroud of the world becomes wrinkled 
When the courtyard resounds with the cock’s 
crowing 
Songs come out of the nests 
And scrape in the air the indelible faces of martyrs, 
The most pleasant odyssey of dust. 
With the first glow of light 
Portraits stretch out in such a way 
On the constrained four walls of a ‘Martyrs’ 
Memorial Hill’ 
Chuckles disinterestedly the figure of portraits. 
Whenever you bow to others 
Or you shake them by the hand, 
A ruptured smile from their lips circum-ambulates 
you 
When you read books, 
The letters spread out their action and sermon, 
When swords dance on the caustic chest of 
mankind, 
When the hot-blooded give the rebellion-call, 
Or when the empty stomach turns into a slogan, 



Then the songs of crucifix weep and smile by turns 
You have either a ploughshare or the handle of a 
lathe. 
You have either dawn or dusk in your feet. 
Your part and parcel, your martyrs 
Have great expectations of you. 
(From an old torn note-book) 
 
TO ROTTEN FLOWERS 
We are only village-dwellers 
You are the residents of cities with roads, 
Wherefore do you crawl? 
Our diversion is some shop or some parcher’s oven 
You who have clubs and cinemas 
Why do you get old sooner than we? 
Our ultimate recourse is the soil of ‘Kala Mehar’ 
Or the charm of *Tulsi Seed, 
You are said to be talking of moon 
Why do you die sooner than we? 
We may have to eat our heart 
Yet we do not assimilate you with your colourful 
banners- 
You eat drink and laugh at Death 
Why then do you make this chivalry? 
You see now, 
These chewers of a dry bread and an onion have 
arrived 
To swallow the roads and rooms of your city 
They will swallow even your dining tables and trays. 
When our bread was pounced at, 
When we were denigerated, 



We –the unlettered ruralites, we were dumb, 
What was your lingula doing in the cafe? 
What had gone wrong with you-the men of letters? 
We do not disparage your ambition. 
Respectfully, 
We shall prop you along with your existentialism 
On the edge of our spear 
And then we shall despatch you to the moon. 
We are simple village-folk 
We have neither ‘Apolo’ nor ‘Luna’. 
 
 
TALE OF A GRASS-LIKE MAN 
Grazing the camels, 
Your Sarwan brother has been swallowed by camels 
O sister, 
He will never come to see you. 
I longed a lot to make your mother-in-law 
Take the hoarded ghee out 
To fling the bowl with the ghee-less sugar 
Into her forehead 
But the tail of evil camels is strange 
Neither are they seen themselves 
Nor does one see the dust 
One only hears the sound of browsing dentures 
When they are gulping the song of the herdsmen. 
I thought 
For the camels 
Enough was the greenery spread in my eyes 
But when they ate up my hands 
Your unseeing limbs and father could not make out 



Why I could not carry the *Vehingy 
And like an unused shroud 
Your childish playfulness 
Hangs on the acasia on the outskirts of the villege 
O sister! 
The stubborn camels are trampling 
The hard-preserved corn-fields. 
 
O MY NIGHTINGALE! 
Time is very vile, O my nightingale! 
Come out of the orchards 
And look at the phantoms 
Wandering on the roads 
Start barking or crying 
Nobody will get cured 
On hearing your song now. 
After all this was the very song 
That froze like due on the branches of trees 
And cringing before a fragment of the sun 
Flew like a vapour. 
Time is very vile, O my nightingale! 
It has bitten the hands of the clock. 
Bitten the walls and pissed on the flower-pots. 
Who knows what it might have done 
If the government officials had not strapped it 
To the wickets of bungalows, 
O my nightingale! 
Different are our chores now. 
We have now lost every bet that stood for life 
I, instead of man, now wish to be a horse 
The saddle irks much on the human built. 



The bit gives a hell to my jaws. 
My human feet give no foot-fall 
Like the prosody of a ghazal. 
Time is very vile, O my nightingale......! 
 
WHAT SORTS OF LOVE IS IT, O MY FRIENDS? 
On seeing, *mid stench, the algae on the walls 
And a cobweb hanging from the roof 
I miss so badly the face of my sweetheart. 
What sort of love is it, O friends? 
The poet is a murderer, the peasant is a robber 
The Indian Penal Code avers- 
Let the wheat rot in the cornfield 
Let not poems become history 
Throttle words 
This argument was interesting till yesterday 
Let us have a new cover 
On this tri-colour binding- 
But climbing the Everest 
Does not seem interesting to me now 
Having been reconciled with the times 
I wish not to drag through life 
My chums! 
Let me join his massacre. 
 
DON’T BE SURPRISED 
Are you surprised? 
And do you ask me the reason behind my 
determination? 
I need not say now- 
Why is someone scorched in the deserts? 



And wherefore does one take up an adze 
To dig up a canal across the mountains? 
Come sans dread and like a jilt 
Give us the reward of our love. 
Look I have kept awake for 216 hours 
Beholding your captivating beauty 
And I have touched a live electric wire 
And I have thrown my syrup-coated limbs 
On the burrow of ants 
You might think I shall cower now 
We are not beggars 
We are fond of dying casually 
We look eye to eye 
We don’t fall at the feet of the sweetheart 
Don’t be surprised 
I need not say 
That the season is round the corner 
When the trees fond of getting beheaded start 
blossoming 
When the meaning of your Catherine-wheel 
Is also carded away. 
 
 
DETERMINATION 
You always know 
Which door you will push in through 
And come on, let me show you the door 
Through which we are prone to throw you out- 
The story that you have told unchecked, 
From the stone age to the Apolo age 
We-though willy-nilly-have listened to it 



And now, having risen from the selfsame stone age 
We have started telling our own story- 
To which you are not accustomed- 
This is not the same night, full of dreams 
This night is a savage girl who has slain the darkness 
And is going eastwards 
And look! We are going to change 
The sex of this girl 
This is not the intimacy 
That you have been nurturing centuries since 
We shall gauge your inherent hypocrisy 
Through this intimacy 
And the statue we are bound to install in the city 
square 
Is not that of Prem Singh or Khem Singh 
Nor is it that of Ganga Ram nor of Yamuna Dass 
This is the statue 
Which-you think-You slay everyday...... 
 
JAIL 
They sustained the impression 
That they will shut in 
The mischievousness of rebellious moments 
That they will build up walls 
Across the surface of roads 
Years together light and clouds drifted along 
None could halt the revolutions of seasons 
Only swayed on roofs 
The sorrow of those moments 
Which had but to live on the head of arrows. 
 



THE BIRTHDAY 
With its hands on the shoulders of years 
Lingered on the longing to be born 
Even after the nineteenth step 
I could not get the wherewithal to be born 
Under the burden of letters only 
I travelled from name to name 
There was a name of my mother, one of my father 
A few names of friends 
A few those of cities and a few those of roads 
All these names begin with a ‘t’ 
And ‘t’ stands for ‘tradition’ 
But none of the names was ‘life’ 
Which was to begin with an ‘L’ 
But when the thought of being unborn 
Became a pang, 
The twentieth step was ahead 
And I had to fill with music 
The scattered limbs of the letter ’L’ 
The air was laden with atomic dust 
And the sky was full of eyes 
My people were travelling 
The ‘charity’ and ‘sin’ of words 
I hung all the names on my back 
And swam like a water-bag 
In the ocean of my own blood..... 
There was the ‘black-hole’ 
Where I placed my twentieth step. 
And thus I crossed the threshold of 21st year 
Under the weight of ‘b’ 
That begins the word ‘birth’ 



And a ‘life’ 
And all the twenty years 
Take this new born man 
Into their lap and sing lullabies 
Which melt the ‘Happy Birthday to you’ song 
Sung by the co-prisoners 
On the beat on the shackles 
(From Jail) 
 
THE PIECE OF SKIES 
My life is a piece of skies 
That peeps through the ventilator 
And does not bother for the prison-bars and massive 
walls 
They want that I should live by this piece 
And why do they not tell it 
Not to change its colours? 
Look, this piece changes colour every moment 
The beauty of the seasons accompanies every shade 
of it 
Ask this piece, not to keep itself bound with seasons 
To cast off the shadows of seasons from its face 
This piece looks like carrying 
All the firmament on its shoulders. 
 
WELLS 
Wells survive very few in number 
But solitary and deserted, wherever they are, 
They are not secure against darkness 
That climbs down them with the excuse of thirst 
And fills with death 



The eggs of the most gullible birds. 
After their having gone useless for crops 
Wells survive very few in number 
The rich earth has little use for them 
But darkness needs them 
Darkness uses them as a trench 
Against every cooing flight 
Wells are very few, though, now 
In the sleep, ever startled by the echo of the conch 
In the search for hymns lauding death 
And in the bellows singing the past 
Yet there are wells enough 
Mad darkness trumpets yet in them 
The wells that hands raised in prayer build 
The darkness therein is enough 
To gulp man as a whole 
The darkness of these wells, like an angry cobra 
Slurps the blossoming breaths of light in every chest 
Wells connect you with the dead and gone 
Wells addict you to the echo 
And instruct you how to sing proudly of your wounds 
Wells do not will to let you forget 
The act of being in yoke, in eye-lids 
Wells are now a complete philosophy 
They are no longer a device or machine, 
Wells wish each one of their dreadfulness 
To run round stealthily in your minds. 
Wells travel with you in buses 
The gloom therein snatches language from man 
And teaches him to bleat only. 
Wells rustle in your chests 



While returning from the funeral-procession 
You are filled with gratefulness for being alive 
Fighting the last battle of defence 
Piercing everything whatever 
The gloom seeks to pierce through your dazzling 
world 
Along with its hideouts, the gloom has turned 
extremely liquid 
To sleep into the glow of your words 
Against such a liquid gloom 
You cannot fight as before 
A comfortable and cold war of helplessness 
Against such a liquid gloom 
Your comfort-loving being is very insufficient 
While living quite next to such a liquid gloom 
You ill-afford to walk unarmed. 
(Haak-1982) 
 
THE MOST MENACING 
What is most menacing, is not exploitation 
What is most threatening is not police torture 
What is most harrowing is not graft for treason 
To be captured unawares is-deplorable though, 
To be buried in awful silence is-disgusting though, 
Not most dreadful 
Amid the din of trickery 
Even though just, to be mum is, though 
questionable 
To venture on reading in the light of a glow-worm is 
, though wrong 
To while away time, stomaching all is-precarious 



though, still 
Isn’t perilous the most- 
The most threatening is to be full of dead silence- 
The lack of mutiny and to wink at all. 
Deserting houses for work, 
And to houses from work, 
The most perilous is the death of any aspirations, 
The most menacing is the watch that you bear on 
thy wrist 
Which-even though ticking-is static for thy eye 
The most menacing is the man 
Whose eye has forgotten to kiss the world with 
esteem, 
Who falls in love with the blinding mist around 
things, 
Who, neglecting the meaning obvious in form, 
Gets confused in the rigmarole of an aimless rerun. 
The most mean is the moon 
That shows up in the dumb-founded yard. 
But she gives no tingle to your eyes-like a capsicum 
does. 
The vilest is the song, that to reach the ears, 
overpowers a wail, 
That coughs like a knave 
At the doors of the horrified folk. 
The most dangerous is the track 
Where the lamp of the spirit goes out, 
And a splinter of her frigid light 
Pricks the East of thy being. 
What is most menacing is not exploitation 
What is most threatening is not police torture, 



What is most harrowing is not graft for treason. 
 
SOME TRUTHS 
Neither time nor circumstances 
Determine Man’s Destruction 
But he himself. 
Attack and Defence 
Are both done by man himself 
Whether or not 
Love makes one able to live in the world 
But this is certain, 
We live in the world by dint of Love, 
When I found no way to salvation, 
I did sit to write 
I want to write ‘tree’ 
Full well knowing 
That writing became the ‘tree’ 
I want to write ‘water’ 
“Man’ ‘Man’ I want to write 
Some child’s hand 
Some damsel’s face 
I want to throw the words to man 
With full force 
Full well knowing 
That nothing will happen to man 
We need not such guards as rule us 
From their mansions, 
We, the workers, need no gifts from them 
We will decide everything among ourselves 
I have no face, no addressing words, 
A mad love of soil is perhaps mine 



Hence does it seem as if I would pass over 
Everything whistling like wind 
Friends! Be steadfast to my cause 
Even when I have gone ahead 
There are thousands who have bread 
Who have moonlit nights, 
Girls, and have ‘wisdom’ 
There are thousands who have a pen 
In their pockets all the time 
And here are we 
Who write poems- 
(Some Jottings From The Diary) 

 
PATRIOT 
(Dedicated To Dear Chandan) 
An African head 
Bows to Che-Guevera 
Worship can be offered anywhere........ 
In the space........On the earth 
In Cuba.......In Bengal 
Time in itself is no time. 
Moments are lived, years are spent........ 
The difference between *Bhiwandi and *Srikakulam 
Is made out 
I defiled the sun, I defiled grass, 
The chair, the table 
And that’s why I didn’t take tea 
on the lawn in the sun 
It is India 
Dangling on the globe 



In the form of a tail of Asia 
The shape of a moth 
And which is anxious to be burnt like a moth 
And this is the Punjab.... 
Where there is neither soft grass 
Nor blossoming trees 
*Chetra comes but sans bright colours...... 
The truth of life has often 
Brushed across melancholy evenings 
But every time, before I could disguise in patience 
I have collided with the horizon of every direction 
When the moon is lingering over 
The colourful beaches of Goa 
Or over the live valley of Kashmir 
These are the moments 
When I pride myself much 
On my father-land with the high Himalayas 
That gave birth to us-petty people 
And left us free to live like stones 
And then the insolence called ‘life’ 
Feels dear to me like a pouted beloved 
And I feel ashamed 
That I am shut up like a snail 
Whereas I should expand like an amoeba. 
 
DEMEANING THE MEANING 
Intentionally, you have demeaned the meaning. 
Whom will you blame for the meaningless words? 
These trees ask me what to call the sun- 
That lacks heat-that is not red 
I, look at trees-count the hues of air 



And-the season 
And then I cannot call the sun blameless. 
I make the errant words to sit 
To court the sun. 
You will deem 
I have jumped from the zenith into the nadir. 
The fact is different- 
I have changed the meaning of nadirs 
I have taken air for a swing 
And mountain for an off-shoot 
I have changed for you the meaning of suicide 
My comrade 
Meaning of life will change for you, 
In case you come to know life, 
Just ere death 
Who will believe you? 
Who will forgive you who have 
Demeaned the meaning intentionally? 
 
HANDS 
I can muster my body in my hands 
When my hands yearn for those of my sweetheart 
I long to feel the moon in my hands 
But my hands 
Welcome to feel the iron bars without complaint. 
Besides, in this darkness of lock-up 
My hands, are not hands- 
They are only a slap....... 
Sobs the taboo to shake hands 
When some comrade suddenly appears 
Hands, on their own 



Begin to wave in the form of a punch..... 
When day withdraws 
Night stretches her hands 
No hand can snatch the chain of these hands 
And at times, all the five iron bars of the gate 
Become a very lovely hand- 
A hand of *Tulsi, an elder of my village 
Whose fingers 
So tired after kneading the years 
That while he taught me the alphabets of Urdu 
He spelt *Alaf(first letter of Urdu) like*3(21st letter 
of Punjabi) 
A hand of *Jagiri, the tailor 
Who-whenever he stitched a loin-cloth for me 
Twisted my ears 
As his stitching charges 
And admonished 
Never to enter the pond along with cattle 
And asked whether or not shall I stop playing 
‘janj pulanga’?(a popular game Garkana) 
Although he knew 
I could not be stopped to do these things. 
A hand of barber *Piara 
Who, while trimming my hair 
Kept fearing my *Sikh parents..... 
One that of *Maro, the midwife- 
Whose hand was like a disc- 
Who always sang the blessings 
“O my son-live long!” 
And a hand of *Darshu, the labourer 
Who had puffed in half of the century 



Through the bowl of his pipe..... 
None can snatch 
This chain of hands from me 
Hands, whether in or out of pockets 
In the handcuff or on the butt of a gun 
Hands are hands 
And hands have a mission 
If there are hands 
They are not to be folded 
Nor are they to be used against the enemy 
They are meant for breaking necks too 
If there are hands 
They are meant not only to receive ambrosia from 
Heer(Heroine of a Punjabi Romance) 
They are also to deter the marriage party of *Saida 
They are meant also to break the ribs of *kaidon 
Hands are meant not only to labour 
Hands are also meant to smash exploiting hands. 
Those who disrupt the mission of hands 
Those who insult the beauty of hands 
They are cripples 
Hands are meant to support 
Hands are meant for togetherness. 
 
IN OUR TIMES 
All this had to come to pass in our times 
That Time had to stop like a panting yoke of oxen 
And calendars hanging on mud walls 
Had but to appear as a P.M.’s portrait 
The sun-cracked plasters of mud-walls 
And the hearths yearning for smoke 



Had to be a song of our times 
Growing like the daughter of a pauper 
The plant of the honour of this country 
Had to grow over the shoulders of our ever-
dwindling heights 
The dust of the magnificent nuclear blast 
Had to be blown up from the deserts of our souls 
The blood of the temple of the bread-seeking 
school-teacher 
Had to congeal on the road of my heart or thine. 
On the *Dussehra grounds 
Not for kidnapped *Sita 
But for a can of oil 
Our elders had to enact *Ravana 
Time had to be slighted in our times 
Hitler’s *Daughter having become the mother of the 
fields of life 
Had to pitch the scare-crow of Hitler into our 
foreheads herself 
We had to meet with the shameful mishap 
That the world’s holiest words 
Had to become the supports of throne 
We had to see the leonine head of*Marx 
Bleating in the mazes of *Delhi 
My chums, this perfidy had to take place in our 
times 
Umpteen times, encounters took place on concrete 
bridges 
The edges of the axes of repression 
But could not be blunted 
My pals, our wish for a solitary life is just a ring of 



brass 
That is wearing off every moment 
It will neither become the memento of the 
paramour 
Nor shall it be sold for money in hard times. 
My comrades, lest the history of our times be but 
this 
That we had mistaken slow-death for life 
That our times had been measured 
Not by watches but by the rotting bones 
This has to be the pride of our times 
That they settled hatred 
From the agitated oceans of the time 
That they pierced the octopus of the fake love 
They swam across and stood upright 
On the threshold of beauty 
This shall be the pride of our times 
This has to be the pride of our times. 
 
I ASK 
I ask the sun flying in the blue 
Does this mean that events go on trampling 
The conscience of a whole man 
Like a mad elephant? 
That every question is only 
The fault of a busy man? 
Why is the old joke 
Repeated every time? 
Why is it said, ‘we are alive’? 
Think a little- 
How many of us have only relation 



With a thing called ‘life’? 
What type of Godly blessing is it 
That comes to wheat-weeding chilblained hands 
And the flabby heap of flesh 
Astride the bench in the market simultaneously? 
Why, after all, a howling silence 
Has settled on the faces 
Engulfed in the noise of the bells of the oxen 
And the gushing out pump-sets? 
Who fries and eats up the muscles of the biceps 
With the chopped longings feeding the chaff cutter? 
Why does the peasant of my village 
Implore a common policeman? 
Why are the shrieks of a tortured man 
Called ‘poem’ every time? 
I ask the sun flying in the blue. 
....................................................... 
Nay, I am not alive now only to see 
How you will kill me. 
Who could count 
On which modes of torture 
You have written my name? 
Nay, I am not alive now only to see 
How majestic the sunset is in her village 
Nor do I know 
How she passes the night of the full moon. 
 
.................................... 
I am master of no face 
No address 
Perhaps only a mad love of earth is mine 



That is why it seems 
I would whisper past everything, like the breeze. 
Friends, 
Even after I tread across 
Don’t let go of my cause 
 
.................................... 
War will pass through our blood and bones 
Like a dry gale 
Leaving its print on everything 
And making us anxiously yearning for rain . 
The face of our nation will be apparent 
With the agony of war 
The wounds of war will teach us 
To appreciate the blooming flowers. 
WE shall learn to kiss with zest 
WE shall kiss our being 
With the purity of the skies 
Then will start a war anew 
For pleasant weathers 
When the hard-bred attachments will 
Form the earth of life 
The blood spilled of yore 
Will be picked and smeared on foreheads. 
 
AN APPLICATION FOR BAPTISM 
O Pope! I have an only son 
And my poor son is no more. 
After you roared in that way 
Men have disappeared from far and wide 
Now there are only women or vegetarian bipeds 



Who earn bread for them 
O Pope! You are the master of all virtue 
Even a minor wrinkle on your brow 
Turns the families into a herd 
Everyone tramples the other 
And thrusts his neck into a third 
O Pope! I have but one neck 
That of my child- 
And my husband is no more. 
I shall worship the icon you preach 
I shall sing the hymns you commend 
I shall call other sects shallow 
O Pope! I have saved an only tongue 
That of my child- 
And my husband is no more 
I have been very foolish till now 
Whatever was the religion of my family 
I never thought of it 
Irreligiously I have been mistaking family for religion 
Going by hearsay, I have been calling my husband-
God 
The smile and the frown of the members of the 
family 
Have been my heaven and hell. 
O Pope! I was, perhaps, the dropping of the black 
ages 
Your victory-call for religion 
Has clean-swept the fog of untruth from my mind 
I, the mortal, shall not see any truth of my own 
I shall acknowledge your truth the only truth...... 
What am I, a helpless woman for your life-laying 



disciples? 
I have been, at any age, less beautiful than your 
sword 
I have been, in any mood, less lustrous than your 
lustre 
I was never there, O Pope! Only you are there. 
O Pope! I have an only son 
What even if I had seven? 
They could do you no harm whatever 
Your gun-powder has a divine smell 
Your gun-powder fills the night with colour 
Your gun-powder shows the way to the astray 
I shall pour reverence to tour theist bullet. 
O Pope! I have an only son 
And my poor husband is no more. 
(From Haak-17) 
 
TO THE CONSTABLE 
I have left behind sisters weeping oceans 
Father’s beard quivering with some nameless awe, 
and an innocent mother-fainting and praying for 
well-being 
None will tether my speechless cattle in the shade 
from the manger. 
None will serve them water 
And in woe 
At my home for many days 
None will kindle the hearth 
Tell me O’ cop, 
Do I look much too threatening even to you? 
O’ my kin! 



Do you see nothing as your own 
In my scraped off skin and my bleeding mouth? 
You may boast zealously in the enemy-lines 
Your drowsy eyes and the forehead stunned, 
Your torn knicker-bockers and in their pocket 
Deep-set poisonous stink of tobacco 
Are giving you away. 
If there is aught uncommon between us, 
It’s this uniform, 
But the agonies of your family 
Are the same as those of mine. 
When your father too 
Throws down the pack of clover, 
His taut veins also want only this- 
The evil should be nipped now, any moment. 
O brother! When your children cannot get school-
expenses, 
Your better-half also feels pierced in the bosom. 
When the bribe drunk by you scorches your 
conscience, 
You, too, want to throttle the regime 
That ate up in a few years your sandalwood body, 
Your sage-like attitude, 
And the monsoon-like pleasant comfort of the 
family. 
You may, though, beneath the uniform 
Keep standing away from me 
But the world inside you is walking with me hand in 
hand. 
We who kept kneading like flour 
The uncared-for wayward sick childhood, 



We could not become a menace for anybody 
And those who kept being sold and wasted 
For our comfort’s sake, 
Who did not pose any threat to any one, 
Though you have become a baton 
In the hands of the enemy, 
Tell me with your hand on belly, 
What other threat is there to the folk like us? 
We are threat only to those 
Who have threats and threats to face in the world. 
Keep the abuse of your mouth preserved 
For your valuable ire-, 
I am no plain-clothed son of chair, 
I am one of the thousands of the dust-laden faces 
Shaping the destiny of this unfortunate country. 
Any of the rivers of my country is smaller 
Than the squirt of sweat from my brow. 
No scripture of any faith, whatever, 
Is sacred more than the mum of my bruised lips. 
The history of the agony of we people exploited 
Is more intense than the tricolour you salute 
With your heels together 
And every wound of our soul 
Is larger than the wheel in the midst thereof. 
My friend, even as I lie trampled 
Under your nailed boots, 
I am loftier far than Mount Everest. 
Your cowardly officer has miss-stated about me 
That I am a fatal arch-enemy of this regime. 
No, I have not yet shown enmity even a bit 
As yet, I bow under domestic hardships. 



As yet, I fill up the blanks of action with my pen. 
As yet, I am only a trembling link 
Between labourers and the land-owners. 
As yet, even though you are my right-hand man, 
You seem to be a stranger. 
As yet, I have to change the razors of the barbers 
into daggers, 
As yet, I have to write the ode to the sword 
On the ladle of the mason, 
As yet, I have to run the poisoned awl of the cobbler 
Into the womb that bears dazzling slogans. 
And I have to wave the bouncing rumbling adze of 
Dhumma, 
The carpenter higher than the flag of this devil. 
As yet, the functionaries have to get 
The gratuity at the wedding rites- 
For having scoured utensils used by wedding guests- 
As yet, Khushia-the scavenger has to kindle the 
hubble-bubble 
With the smouldering soft thigh-bone 
Of a vulture in the chair. 
The day I become the rainbow having the seven 
colours, 
None of my assaults on the enemy will go futile. 
Then will not the stinking spittle from the flagged 
car 
Sparkle on my face full of love of life. 
... ... ... ... ... ... 
I cannot reach alone that lighthouse, 
I also need you, 
You too must reach there. 



We are a caravan of pungent fragrant odours of life 
Which have reared this Eden 
We are the lovers of a song-like life 
And our passion also comprises the song of your 
sadness. 
Tell me O’ cop! 
Do I look much too threatening even to you? 
I have left behind............. 
 
CHASING THE FLYING HAWKS 
The hawks have flown away taking in their beaks 
Our longing to live peacefully for a while. 
Friends, now let us leave to chase the flying 
hawks...... 
Who knows when 
Red-turbaned critics may step in here 
And start lauding the poem 
Ere the Ever-expanding building of police house 
Reaches your village, your family 
And the trembling leaf of your self esteem 
Is tagged in the rapier-mouthed scribe’s log book. 
Friends now let us leave to chase the flying 
hawks........ 
This loan incurred for the marriages of sisters 
Will not be paid back in this life 
Even after gathering every drop of blood sprinkled 
in the fields. 
There will not be colour enough 
To paint the face of a quiet, smiling person 
And besides 
Even if we keep counting at nights all our lives 



We won’t be able to count the stars 
Because all this is impossible 
Then friends, now let us leave 
To chase the flying hawks........... 
If you have enjoyed the odour of jiggery solidifying 
And have seen the moist smoothed soil gleaming 
In the moonlight 
All of you must do something about 
The ravenous ballot paper salivating over the 
greenery 
Of our wells. 
Those who have seen the maize-bobbins drying on 
the roofs 
And have not seen the shrinking rates in the market 
They can never realize how there is an enmity 
Between the ruling dame of Delhi 
And the bare-footed beautiful girl of a village. 
Walking through the tunnel-like life 
When returns our own voice unto us 
And the dreams-like the bruised ear of the old ox- 
Keep pricking the eyes 
When the street-mud sticks 
To the most beautiful years of life, 
What only remains to be done is 
To leave to chase the flying hawks......... 
 
TO COMRADE -1 
O gelid cauldron, 
I salute to you and the times 
Seething in you ! 
O tumbling bird 



I salute to you and the sky 
Frozen inside you! 
O ascetic of the blazing wildwood 
I salute both 
Your dampish celibacy 
And your pallid God! 
I salute, the child, standing pouted in the fair 
Who has made it a point to get the variegated clay 
horse 
And the discordant trumpet of the rhinoceros. 
I salute the strong hand 
Smoothing the young moustaches as a matter of 
habit, 
Dear comrade, I bow to the crematory 
We live through every moment, 
Comrade! This bourgeoisie-you know- 
Has matured like wine, 
And we, like a piece of meat. 
Comrade! Even today, the middle classes are get 
away. 
They have escaped from bedlam, not from struggle. 
They are culprits and ideology follows them- 
Sometimes like kith and kin 
Or else like police. 
Excuse me, comrade, it would ill-become 
To abuse one’s own echo. 
It is a bloody co-incident, comrade, 
That we had read together 
Great Angels’ ’Family, Personal Property And State’. 
That day, you spat on crumbling ownership, 
Said Farewell to the family 



And went away to fight the State 
And I, Fighting the state-like termite 
Falling from the rafters of my house 
Kept on trying to save the word ‘family’ lose its 
meaning. 
It is a bloody coincident, comrade, 
That reading the great Angels 
When we read about the importance of ‘possibility’- 
You silently went contemplating over 
The contribution of tools in the growth of 
Language and brain- 
Out of the room, where night and dawn, poles 
apart, 
Were grappling to be one like adolescent lovers! 
Everything was, though, theoretically right 
Right it was-your leaving me alone 
To read about ‘Possibility’ 
Your jumping into struggle 
And my backing out 
You cannot understand, Comrade, 
Everything was right. 
 
TO COMRADE-2 
The forests we devised in our childhood by planting 
straw 
Have grown dense spreading over our reveries 
And report of your gun-shots has reached me often 
times, 
From those forests, I have been listening to it 
Combining it with mother’s dumb sighs 
But the unfortunate gun-shot report 



Has never suited well 
Our sissy’s mad songs. 
Comrade, This sissy has turned out counter-
revolutionary 
Sheer class enemy 
She places her pebbles under my enlightening 
books, 
Despite all admonition, she is anxious 
More about her song-n-dance than the future of 
society. 
Just think a little how unbearable it is 
Her calling Lenin ‘bald kidnapper’ 
And mistaking accused Sharma-the police inspector 
for Mao! 
After you left, I went nowhere 
I have seen, growing meaningless, the unfortunate 
‘home’ 
That you far-sightedly left abandoned and 
moribund. 
After you left comrade, I have been practising 
To take the ‘crumbling of homes’ 
For ‘expanding of homes’ 
And I have been falling like rains over shrinking 
roofs 
And in widening courtyards. 
Throughout life, I have been running about 
With the yearning of a person who knows 
That he shall be blind the very next moment. 
Comrade, it is a little convenient 
To call such a person ‘athlete’ or ‘truant’ 
But coming and going is not at all 



The manifesto of every race, 
 
TO COMRADE-3 
Comrade, you think of State as a manager of five 
Roman bricks 
Where you perceive a four horned bull 
Growing fatter day by day. 
Look at me-the vagabond document of ideology 
‘Court’ is no more a word or definition for me. 
Every day of court-presence grows through me 
Like a bamboo-needle, 
I might yet have been confident of my being human, 
Had I not heard the whistling of the darkness 
In a sound as strange as a message from the outer 
space: 
“P.....a.....a.....s.....h.....versus.....S.....t.....a....
.t.....e..... 
Comrade, can you believe that after hearing that 
sound 
There may be neither any Paash, nor any State. 
Would that I had not known-the utterly terrific 
unconcern 
That was on the face of Naib-court, paging through 
the files 
Would that I had no idea of the snooze 
In which the judges swim before and after lunch. 
Only those can understand my mind 
Who have been to the village named Talwan, 
In Doaba, surviving after riots, 
Where I wished to devise a Chandigarh. 
Dear comrade, now are useless for me 



Your secret night-schools 
Below the hot plate of the earth 
I have gazed at Machiavelli’s pyre aflame 
I have seen state fighting with the help of people 
Now for people, now against them, 
I have seen Aristotle and Stalin 
Fighting battles centuries long 
Just to define what type of animal man is. 
Comrade, if you forget the animal and notice, 
Even the sky itself does not know many things 
Which are known only to man’s blood 
The shadow of gun drowns in man’s blood 
Just as drown the drunken songs of a tired farmer 
In the dusk of the sun-down. 
And the earths, the stars, the oceans, energy, the 
waves, the moon 
Arguing for argument’s sake- 
Man’s chivalrous blood ‘midst their empty din 
Is the audience with patience par excellence. 
Comrade, your Stalin was very outspoken. 
He did not know that the substitute of real history 
Lies in man’s blood. 
What he called real history was only one of the 
blades of 
The fin of ‘Possibility’ that came in the focus. 
Comrade what do you say about the claim to have 
arrested time 
By catching a day by the neck? 
And which of the ‘T’s of ‘State’ do you like, 
comrade? 
Comrade, do you feel any relationship among 



Plato’s Republic, Aristotle’s Ideal State and The Axe 
Of Comintern? 
Stuck is Trotsky’s temple 
What if man’s hot blood spills over the cold floor? 
And Comrade! What do you feel about 
The pretext of betterment of race? 
This four-horned bull has always licked greenery 
From the human soul. 
This evil spirit has been haunting the soul of man 
All through the ages. 
I have seen, trying to bring this evil spirit round, 
The ascetics, who are gradually enamoured with the 
penance 
And forget the wish to harness, like the erstwhile 
life. 
I don’t believe, comrade, 
That this soul, addicted to be an evil spirit 
Will hence ever see the rebirth 
I don’t believe, comrade, that you, too, will not 
make it a pastime 
Trying to bring this evil spirit round. 
Comrade, what will happen on the day 
When we shall have to think- 
Of the yearning to seize the State Power- 
Just as an old couple, out of their defeated limbs, 
Seeks to capture the moon 
That disappeared on the dawn of their nuptial night? 
 
TO COMRADE-4 
Comrade, you don’t know 
What you have done to word 



What harm had the feelings within them done to 
them? 
Wherefore did you destine them 
For the bureaucratic go-betweens? 
Comrade, why did they serve 
To promote class-hatred? 
You have learnt to trim words 
So they may be handy for you 
Just as one meets the revenue clerk 
For the retrieval of a boundary. 
You have never thought of them as eggs 
With chicks moving in them 
As sunlight mixed with gray noon wet in rainy season 
I have suffered words, with their sharp edges 
I have given them shelter in my blood 
While they were running from the fury of a season. 
I am not Guru Gobind Singh 
Having seen them off attired in the armour of 
poetry 
I have wept and wept and wept 
When the words, beaten by your oration, 
Get scorched in the sun of resolutions, 
The shadow of my poetry, 
Fighting their death, 
Loses the sophistication of her build. 
The bow with which I could pierce the siege of 
Titanic hordes 
Having broken her arrows, 
Comrade, why is it so for you? 
Comrade, you have learnt to despise the defeated. 
You don’t even know those 



Who only couldn’t win. 
 
TO COMRADE-5 
Comrade, do you get the newspaper sometimes? 
Never rely on this mercenary news. 
She, who was drowned in the village pond last year 
Was not mother, 
It was only a brick that came off from the blue roof 
Mother, while trying to swi....in Gorky’s Novel 
Had escaped the police, on the first raid. 
Still she either ogles at the novel sometimes 
Or she starts melting like her own blessing 
And recently the poet reported to have joined 
The conservative party was not I, 
But the lilac beside the boundary wall 
From which evil spirits had learnt 
To mount and dismount in police out-fit 
Long before that news was published, 
When the words were being overpowered by nightly 
darkness 
And the snakes of murk were coiling round the 
names 
I had slipped away stealthily. 
In man’s din, with the left-over meaning of the 
word ‘Poetry’ 
When my own foot-steps were listening to me 
Like love songs, 
I had carefully placed that moribund meaning in the 
crow’s hatchery. 
By the by, I have often deplored the news with 
Sadhu Singh and Zirvi 



They say the paralysis of the news does not allow 
them to 
Walk on their own; 
The news laid claim to the crutches of their death 
to reach me. 
Had they relied on them, 
They would have mourned my death many times. 
Every time when I read of a raid, I tell mother; 
‘It wasn’t you, it was your namesake another 
warrior’. 
Mother doesn’t know of the grammatical details 
Shivering in the chill-innocence of age 
She mistakes proper noun for common noun 
And the common noun for collective noun. 
She thinks whenever a name is shot at 
Some class or some essence is murdered. 
Comrade, mother is the same crazy mother 
Both of us and the news couldn’t change her 
Even today, whenever you come home 
She will beat you with something 
Or with the whole of the house 
For having reached so late, and later 
She would thrust her shrivelled breast 
Into your mouth. 
 
TO COMRADE-6 
Despite home and news 
I am before you, Comrade, 
As if a niche glancing through 
The debris of a crumbled house 
As if a word had survived a burnt billet-doux 



Just as turns back in a coffin 
The corpse of a man 
Who had left to earn in foreign lands 
Just as one perceives the waist-band 
Of a son-long lost-in a box 
Just as one thinks of virginity at the time of 
abortion 
Or just as, without singing the song 
One feels its substance floating on the lips, 
Somewhat in the same way 
I have hither escaped the police of the worldly-wise 
By dint of my cunning-middle-class-trickery. 
Oh, Comrade, where is thy red pistol? 
Try it on my bourgeoise melancholy 
A poet as I am, 
Every corner in my bosom is the west 
That engulfs every out-spoken sun, 
Just the same, 
When sometimes the sun of the class-hatred is out-
spoken, 
It disappears stealthily 
And I feel like ringing out the time-torn smile. 
Momentarily, I feel like seeing 
That saintly Diamond of Newton 
Come and throw the candle ablaze 
Into the open drawer of my mind 
And burn to ashes all the rumours in my mind 
Ere they become some theory. 
There is tremendous peril in their un burnt state 
A poet as I am, 
Sans a reason melts the mind 



Otherwise, 
What is the evening setting down the dumb stones? 
What is the jarring music of the bricks in the ass’s 
saddle? 
What is the gray sun-shine lingering on the leaves 
That survived autumn? 
Or by the by, what is this, charming world 
On the lap of mother earth? 
Just like the arena in the eyes of a defeated 
wrestler 
That un-wanted swims before my desert-like eyes. 
Just think of it, what is it Comrade? 
By the way, what is it? 
 
WHERE POETRY ENDS 
In the prime of your life trudging behind the plough 
You serve the purpose of your hocks, 
And hang soft dreams along the sweaty shirt on the 
hedge. 
Who can seal your mouth? 
You will trumpet having taken a drought of wine, 
You will deprive words of their nakedness, 
You will step into the tale of king and queen 
To drive ahead with a stick 
The daughter of the king who is weighed against 
flowers, 
Who sets conditions to do impossibilities 
In lieu of wedding circumambulations. 
My friends, how shall I relate 
The tree of problems is centuries old 
And the gusts of politics are fondling with its leaves 



And all the rest has been left to the brains of men 
With axes and hoes. 
By the by, one of the moot points is also: 
Why is a flying rocket accompanied by lentil? 
And also, why does the image of a still-born heifer 
show up 
At the time of a night-emission? 
Forgive me my village-chums 
This lad at school who pens down poems 
Cannot solve your problems. 
To have been to jail as many as five times 
Or to relate one’s having been beaten by police 
On the stages of the distant cities 
Is just like a dried up pond for your world-aflame. 
Poetry to you is just like benches of opposition 
parties 
Who always yell-fire! Fire!! 
And always bow to the ban on playing with fire. 
Forgive me my village-chums 
My poem cannot solve your problems. 
My friends, the nature of problems is a little such 
As poetry is totally insufficient 
And you tread far, far out in search of sharp things. 
The nature of problems is a little such 
As makes your patience slap your timid face 
And you start 
From where the poetry ends.... 
 
I NOW TAKE LEAVE OF YOU 
I now take leave of you 
My sweetheart, I now take leave of you. 



I longed to write a poem you could read all your 
life. 
In that poem, 
There would be a mention of fragrant coriander, 
There would be a mention of rustling sugarcane 
plantations, 
And there would be a mention of tender cheekiness 
Of the tendrils. 
There would be mention in that poem 
Of the mists dripping from the trees 
And the foams singing on the milk in the buckets 
And all else that I had found in your figure 
There would be a mention of all that 
In that poem the gnarls of my hands would smile 
The muscles of my thighs would swim 
And the glow of warmth would rise 
Out of the soft shawl of the hair of my chest 
In that poem, there would be a lot, my sweetheart, 
For you, for me, and for all the relationships of life, 
But it is utterly disagreeable 
To make out this complicated map of the world. 
And even though had I written such an auspicious 
poem, 
It would perish in no time 
Leaving you and I wailing on the breast 
My sweetheart, the poem has become very 
effeminate 
When the arms have grown nails so fast 
And now, before every kind of poem, 
Armed-fight is a must 
In war, everything is easily made out 



As writing your own name or that of your enemy.... 
And in this state, 
To compare the roundness of the lips prone to kiss 
me 
With the shape of earth 
Or to equate your swaggering gait with the swell of 
the sea 
Would appear a jest 
Hence I did nothing of the kind, 
I could not make it possible to alien 
Your yearning to fondle my child in my yard 
And the entirety of war- 
And I now take leave of you. 
My sweetheart, we shall bear in mind 
That our village-knolls 
That glow like a smithy during day 
Burst out with the fragrance of flowers at night 
And it is exhilarating to call heavens names 
While lying on the juicy millet in the moonlight 
Yes, we must bear it in mind, since 
When heart goes bankrupt 
It is extremely soothing to recall things 
At this moment of farewell 
I wish to express my gratitude to all the phenomena 
That used to shelter our tryst like a tent 
And to all those nameless places 
That were rendered beauteous by our meeting 
there. 
I express my gratitude to- 
The wind that crowned-the wind as light as you are- 
The wind that was full of songs 



The wind that kept me amused while I awaited you, 
The silken grass grown over the water-course 
That ever fondly became a soft bed for thy flowing 
feet, 
The cotton-balls dropped from cotton plants 
That never uttered a bit of protest 
And always with a smile offered themselves 
As a soft bed for us. 
The watch-boys around the sugarcane fields 
Who kept us alert from the passer-by 
Full-grown wheat that used to hide us when we lay- 
If not when we sat, 
I thank, the tiny mustard flowers 
That often let me have the privilege 
To flick off pollen from your locks. 
I am a man, made up of countless small components 
And I owe lots of thanks to all those things 
That saved me from disintegration. 
It is as instinctive to fall in love 
As to prepare oneself for a fight while brooking 
repression, 
Or just as someone lying in a shack, 
After receiving a bullet under cover, 
Envisions the day the wound will heal. 
O sweetheart, to fall in love and to be capable to 
fight 
Is the same as to bring oneself to have faith in life 
To flourish on the earth like sunshine 
And again to be clasped in the hug , 
To blast like the gun-powder 
And to reverberate all the points of the compass- 



That is the only way to live. 
Those whom life has made mercenaries 
Won’t ever learn how to live and love. 
It is highly chivalrous, O sweetheart, 
To be able to fathom the bond of bodies- 
Never to draw a line halfway through joy and 
rancour. 
To be all adoration for the expanse of life, 
To meet and then to part after surmounting the 
threat- 
I now take leave of you, 
You ought to forget how I bred you to youth in my 
pupils- 
How my gaze did her best to trim your lineaments 
to shape, 
How my kisses lent a grandeur to your face and how 
much- 
How my clasps moulded wax-like your body into 
shape- 
O my sweetheart, you ought to forget all this detail-
except, 
That I had a great yearning to live- 
That I wished to drink life to the very lees. 
O my sweetheart, you must live on my behalf too- 
You must live on my behalf too. 
 
WHERE POETRY DOES NOT END 
O boys, once upon a time 
I too was like you. 
Despite minor thefts, 
I was not taken as a thief. 



At every step I offered lame excuses 
Yet was not I called a liar. 
I was not considered to be naked 
Although daily I returned in tatters, 
It was I-ever to be blamed 
For the crooked spindle of 
The spinning wheel of Poonah-the hag 
But my name never found its way 
To the log books of the police house. 
The low boundary of the domestic kitchen, 
Or the bag of cotton-seed 
Or the cavity of the staircase of the neighbours 
Was a sufficient hiding-place for me. 
On pricking the butterflies with a needle, I used to 
dance. 
I drove golden sparrows with the rein of thread 
But I was never called violent. 
In fact-I was like you in to-to 
Then it happened so 
That I no longer remained like you. 
I was taught that it is a sin to tell lies. 
Education is the third eye of man. 
It is a sin to steal. 
God is one. 
Men are all equal. 
I just cringed to see 
The queer affinity of all these sentences. 
I felt 
As if the beginning of a terrific plot against me 
Was round the corner. 
Out of fear, 



I withdrew my hand from your clasp 
And disappointed, I ran and ran 
And was caught in the briars of books- 
The pitch-black letters went down and down my 
body 
Like sharp thorns- 
As if I were a rabbit, hiding in the bushes being 
pursued 
By hounds of examinations. 
I was a bit confused when I came to know 
That over-here, there is only East or West 
Nothing , whatsoever, rises anywhere, nor does it 
set. 
When I came to know that 
God does not come by the night to fill our melons 
with sugar, 
Nor does He come to open cotton-buds 
Like beaks of nestlings. 
When I came to know that, instead of being like a 
loaf, 
The earth is like a ball. 
The blue of the sky is vacuum and not God. 
When I came to know that, instead of being man’s 
third eye, 
Education is only the squint of his two eyes- 
And I came to know of the countless unsavoury 
facts- 
Something within me dropped with a thud, 
And at the sound of the thud, I beheld my intestines 
Pierced with the splinters of a strange poem 
With the glow of colour and creed, 



Then, boys, you and I were greatly diverse- 
Then I was taken for a thief. 
While looking at these magnificent bungalows and 
bazaars 
With a longing eye, 
Even though I was writhing in an excruciating pain 
of torture 
Yet was I called a hypocrite  
My poor thread-bare was seen 
As a symbol of my nakedness 
I was pricked with accusations 
Even though I spoke the least about myself, 
When I wished a review of falsehood, theft, 
benevolent God 
And notions of equality of man, 
This my thinking was labelled as ’Violence’ 
The basement-like upper storeys of the chums 
Dense fog-like mind of my jo 
And the pitch-dark cane-fields could not give me 
cover 
I who used to hide behind the lower boundary of 
The domestic kitchen or the bag of cotton-seed 
Or in the cavity of staircase of the neighbours 
I was now before them 
Naked like un-inaugurated bridges, 
Un-drunk wine, or un-fondled breasts. 
Then they came-the flag-bearers of the truths, 
They wielded in their hands the chaff-cutter of 
establishment, 
Only then I came to know the fact of facts 
That a chaff-cutter is just like a banner. 



O boys, 
You trust me not 
If I say 
That only a cloth chaff-cutter can prune the echo 
Inside the human chest. 
If I say 
That every fact is a pruned sob, 
If I say 
That every year, next to the fifteenth, is the cloud 
of vapour 
Arising from the crematorium. 
O boys 
Now I am not the one like you. 
I am a free rodent clenched in the claws of an 
eagle. 
I am an eye, pricked with dusk . 
I am a stranger, sitting at the locked gate of history. 
I am an inauspicious last date of all the twelve 
months. 
Which is neither the beginning nor the end of 
anything. 
My voice is not poetry but a downpour on the night-
soil 
Neither a blessing nor admonition,  
My words even though washing yet they are 
spreading stench....  
The fact is, boys,  
This terrible torture has frightened me,  
So much so, that climbing the hills, too, these days,  
Feels like coming down from a long declivity  
Floating on the surface of the sea is like  



A gradual act of drowning.  
What a torture it is, that you should be looking at 
girls, flowers, birds,  
And the infinite empty space should tingle your eyes 
like capsicum.  
I’ve gone weary through and through  
While trudging through this machine-like chaos,  
Where relationships have crashed with their blind 
speed  
Against their essence.  
I -who wanted to become a sheer man-  
What is this I have been made?  
And now I wish to jump into some model-school-
rickshaw  
Plying on the road,  
And sucking the toffee, I should gaze  
At this haphazard scattered world  
With the eyes of innocence,  
And should start believing anew-all those universal 
truths  
As if they were wholly true......  

 

EPILOGUE 

We might not have been born 

We might not have fought 

We might have sat and meditated on “Hemkunt” 

But when steam arose from the waters of Satluj- 

But when Quazi Nazar-Ul-Islam was dumb-founded- 

When Jim Carter was found in the hands of girls 



And James Bond in the hands of boys, 

I articulated-“Sant !(Sandhu) let us go down the Earth- 

The burden of sins is on the increase 

And we have come down now, 

Here take our Zafarnama, 

Give us our share of the sword, 

Here is our belly......... 


