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fhe Communists

The communists are not the simple men to be taken simply,
I mean, they are hardcore ideologues,

I mean, thinktanks

Doing the chintan baithaka,

Thinking, meeting and thinking,

Thinking as to how to spread Marxist ideology

After distributing pamphlets,

The photos of Marx, Lenin, Stalin and Mao,

The People’s Paper,

Spewing venom

In the form of the speeches delivered basing on the haves and have-nots.

You are poor as they have kept you, as they have exploited you,
Your labour they are materializing into,

The factory is yours

As the labour belongs to you

And it cannot run if you are not there,

The owner is just a capitalist,

Lock the factory out,

Ask him to compromise with your union leader

And the unionist will not work,

But he will take his salary.

The people from the Red Brigade, I mean the Red Fort,

The Reds Reddening it all,

Seeing Marx in all,

History, culture, class, society, ethics, morality,

Sociology, economics,

The same Mark and Marxist literature

In history, political science, philosophy, economics and literature,
Giving the same stereotype philosophy

As how to divide and rule

And the comrades the sepoys, judges, councillors, counsellors, reporters,
Delegates, clerks, writers, resource persons and seminarians,

Do communism and enjoy the bliss of paradise.

Go not to office, do unionism, staying away from, strengthen the organization,

The mother organization,
Do politics at the grassroots level,
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Connect man to man, make a human chain,

Village to village, do a village to village padayatra,

But spread communism,

Even though have to support love marriages,

Let them love and marry,

As the young and the lovers will be better comrades if help and oblige you.

The communists are but the marked fellow, disciplined and organized,
Ready to overthrow,

Hatching a plot, planning for fall,

Heckling and harassing and ragging

To make him quit the throne

And flee away,

Hard-hearted Marxists, Leninists and Stalinists,

Making you mad,

Dividing your family.

Reading the People’s Paper sleep they,
Reading the People’s Paper awake they,
Sleep they in the Party Office,

Awake they in the Party Office,

A shrewd party man,

Always doing party and politics,

Doing petty politics, hatching a plot.

The Red Brigade, the Red Bastion, the Red Fort,
Their heritage,

The Reds gone berserk, went on a rampage,
Vandalising all,

The comrades and cadres,

Handing power to workers and labourers

And doing politics through the transfer of power.

The cadres are but recruited comrades,
Regimenting and registering them with badges
As for volunteers and delegates

And the Marxists lecturing,

Camp, live and picknick

And be schooled in,

The zonal and local secretaries holding in,
Levying upon the govt employees

And through subscriptions.
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how Long Will The Hero Go Beating The Villain?

It appears almost ludicrous to see the hero beating the villain in public
And the poor and helpless villain getting a good beating

Into the hands of the hero,

Who is an expert of judo, karate, boxing and kung-fu,

The martial arts and fighting skills.

Just for a girl, as for love at first sight, at first glance, he can do marvels,
Can kick and fight with,

The hero fighting with so many,

From the slums turning into a capitalist,

A big man,

How can it be?

The poor villain is often presented in a bad light,
But the reality is this that the hero not a hero,
But a villain

And the villain a hero in real life,

Which but you know not,

I know it not.

They show it falsely and misguide the emotional public,
Which is men like me,

They dodge and turn away from them

And these lead to violence and spilling of blood,
Youngsters like to behave in that way.

But the truth far from,

A superstar can spoil the life of a girl for an extra-marital affair,
While the other may be found in a live-in relationship,

While the other may keep two wives,

While the other will run away with the wife of another,

The big boss word may be just a linguistic jargon,

I do not know it who is whose boss?

The villain who indulges in murder and violence do not do it really,
But the simple minds will catch it

Without feeling about the consequences,

The fire arms will lure them

And to smoke, drink and dance common,
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But everything has got a limit.

The side heroine too is a beautiful girl,

But she has not got the part

And this is for which she suffers and bears the brunt.

(]
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Do Not Know What To Tell You

Modernism, the story of it, how to tell you,
Who is modern?

Who modernistic?

Who post-modern?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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[Bee The Flowers

I see the flowers and feel about
What is it that to pride over,
What is it to speak in terms of
Ego and flattery

As I am not the type of person
You are looking for?

Had innocence been there a flower
And had I painted it,

It would have been my great asset,
Which but you too know it not;

Had ignorance been my poetry,

It would, would have better.

There are many like me

But the world knows them not,

There are many talented like me

But strut and walk on tiptoe they not;
I have many a thing to say

But they have not.

If I think it that I know it all,
How can it be,

You say it to me,

As I myself know not,

There is many a thing to me,
Which but I know not,

Which but you say it tome?

What it had not been, I call that my own,

Where I had not to be and say it

That deserve 1

And if this can be our ethics and sense of morality
Then what to say to you?

There are many beautiful

Which bloom and fade away in the forest tract
But we know not,

Come not to feel about their fragrance
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And wild beauty,
Even a child has its simple innocence to teach to
Which but you know not, I too know it not.[
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Eelf-Image

Poetry in the age of electronic print media,
How will the poems be tomorrow,

Will the computer literates dominate the scene
With their . and blogs?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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fAe Dance School Boys & Girls

When I see them coming from the drama practical,
Taking of their exam and returning back,

I mean the learners,

Dressed and made up

O

And after seeing them, forget I my poetry

And start thinking about their performing art,
Trough dancing

They saying it all

With their poses and postures in movement,
Expressions of sorrow and happiness,
Expressing through signs and symbols,
Rhythmic movement and break-up of limbs.

Just like puppets, the old puppet dances of India
And the artistes making it happen

Through a thread,

Where that art and tradition?

Just like the Ramayana and the Mahabharata artistes
They enacting

The episodes as per their strength,

The love-romances of Krishna.

I see the dance school boys and girls coming from
After taking their practical exam

And the make-up men

Have tried to add the grace.

But what have the artistes got,

All those who have kept up the tradition
By being a courtier, a bai, a nautch girl
Or a devadasi, say you?

The arts ruined into the hands of the fanatics and conservatives,
Bad name was attached to,

The company too prevailed upon

And the nautch girls turned into replicas.
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Do Not Know Who Is What? O

I do not know it

Who modern, modernistic, post-modern,
Call yourself

Whatever you have to call.
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iwhat Is Love? (The Red Rose And Its Petals Splashed
With The Dews)

They often ask me, but what to say to them,
As love is love,

As have you,

As have I.

Love is love,

You feeling within,

I feeling within,

Love or you, love for me.

Love is no doubt pure and undefiled,
Sacred and sacrosanct,

But we let it not to be,

As weaken we the strength of it.

Love is a thing of the heart
But who loves the heart,
As we like to love the body,
Not the soul.

See the red rose,

But touch it not,

Pluck it not,

Let it be a rose, red rose.

If the roses are not,
No joys will be there in life,
No pleasures,

No smiles.
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&quot;Will You Divorce Me? , &quot; Asked She With
Tears

Will you divorce me? ,
Asked she
With tears into the eyes of hers.

So innocently,

So weepingly

Wiping out the tears with her hands.

My God,

Where to go,

My God, how will she bear this heartbreak?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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&quot;Will You Divorce Me? , &quot;Asked She With
Tears

Will you divorce me? ,
Asked she
With tears into the eyes of hers.

So innocently,

So weepingly

Wiping out the tears with her hands.

My God,

Where to go,

My God, ho will she bear this heartbreak?
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/ Ek Burkhawalli She Pyar-Mohabbat/ Ek Pyaarbhari
Mulaakaat/ Chori-Chori, Chupke-Chupke, Ek
Burkhawalli She Muhabbat

Chori-chori, chupke-chupke
Ek burkhawalli she mulaakaat
Aur phir hui muhabbat.

Raat ka aalam tha,

Chand jo kahi cchupa huya thaa,

Par meri chandni jo mere shamne
Khadi, kucch kahati huin

Aur mein bhi jo huya chandni ke sang,
Ek pyaarbhari mulaakaat.

Eise mein wo tera aana, wo tera milana,
Mein bhi jo kho gaya,

Tum bhi jo kho gayin,

Ek gumshuda ki talsh theen

Aur hum jo shimat gaye,

Mein tujh mein

Aur tu mujh she.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



/Kissa Black Money Kaa, Gabbar Singh Aur Mungerilal/
Gabbar Singh, Kahan Hai Tumhara Black Money,
Nikaal Tu, I Mungerilala Speaking

Gabbar Singh,
Kahan hai
Tumhara kaladhan
Aur kala shona,
Black money,
Nikaal tu

Varna maar dunga?

Gabbar Singh,

Where is

Your smuggled goods

And gold,

Black money,

Bring you out

Otherwise shall shoot you?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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“why Does He Read So Much, Remain Lost In His
Studies? ”

“"Why does he read so much,

Keep himself busy with,

Reading and writing and thinking,
Himself talking, himself whispering,
Does he have no time to tlak with me,
To see me,

Smile and laugh with me, ”

The rustic maid thought it within,

Full of youth, love and blood.

Again thought she within,
“Why has he brought me,
Marrried and brought me
If had to read,

Read and write

Why did he bring me from,
Went to see,

Saw and liked,

Liked and loved me,

I shall not,

Shall not leave him? ”

"I keep waiting for him

And he comes to naught,
Instead of remains lost in

His studies,

No time to talk to,

Smile with,

Only the ooks,

Is the book all?

Let the time come,

I slhall teach him

By pushing the books and papers
Into the earthern oven

And the story will finish it itself.”

Saying this, the rustic maid started weeping,
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Weeping and flinging

The papers

Of the scholar,

Quarrelling with and gathering people

In the countryside home

And weeping,

Weeping and pushing into the earthen over,
Finally bringing an end to his scholarship.

The problem was,

“"Why does he not smile on seeing me,
Why does he not talk with

Instead of keeping company of the books,
If had to, why did he marry

And bring me home? ”

“Leave the books,

Your researches and paper-writing,
Love me.

Why does not smile

On marking me?

Are the books dear to him,

Not me? ”

Bijay Kant Dubey
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“why Does He Read So Much? , ” Enquired She About
Curiously

n”

“"Why does he read so much?,
The rustic beloved thought it within
As, if he goes on reading

In such a way

Without heeding her,

He will go mad

And the people are saying too

As it has been heard,

He is planning to go to

Vilayat,

I mean the overseas

And if he moves to foreign,

A deshi not, Vilayati rival wife

Will come with him,

So, why not to destroy his papers
So that he will abandon on the idea
Of going to foreign

And he will love me?

The rustic and shepherd wife
Having hurled the papers,
Flung and thrown

Started she weeping

And complaining against
And of returning back to
Her parent’s home

Rather being here,

A simple and innocent wife.
Quite ignorant of,

A rustic beloved,

Asking for love,

Not for scholarly absorption.

Why does he read,

What does he want to get,
Why does not smile

On seeing me,
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What has it become to him,
He himself reads and smiles,
Has some ghost haunted him,
What's the matter,

Has he become forgetful of,
Will he forget me

After going to the city

And becoming a big man,
Does he want to go to foreign,
Will he come with a second foreigner wife,
Only God knows it?
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2018 Is Almost Over, But What To Say On The Year
End?

This you know it,

I too know it

And again a new year will come
And again will it go way

And as thus it will keep

But forget you not to say,

Happy new year,

Happy new year to you,

The greeting to greet with

And we shall dance surely

On the new year eve,

Shall meet you, do the hand shake
So warmly!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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2nd October, Gandhi Jayanti

Gandhi, in your memory
How lost are we,
Gandi an idea, an image!
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A Bagpiper Of The Songs Of Harmony

A bagpiper of the songs of harmony
From the East

Is he Stephen Gill

Playing melodiously

The harmonies

Breaking into musical notes,
Engulfing the area

Through its tuning

And rhythm,

The rhythm of music,

The rhythm of harmony
Breaking the melodies

Into the sweetest tunes

Of music

Felt during calm composure.
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A Bathing Girl's Photos Keeps He

A bathing girl's photos
Keeps he

Poet

To turn it

Scenic and landscapic.
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A Bearing Letter

I see you from far

And think of meeting you,
Sitting on the seashore darkly
And feeling about you.

How are you,

Wherever are you, live you happily,
Your photo I can see

But what to say to you,

How to get the message sent across?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Beautiful Girl

A beautiful girl is

A beautiful poem, a beautiful short story, a beautiful play, a beautiful sketch,
A beautiful memoir, a beautiful narrative,

Beautiful beautiful,

I beautiful, you beautiful

The world beautiful,

Why not to make it more and more beautiful?

A beautiful short story lengthened is a novel,

A beautiful poem lengthened is a book of poetry,

A beautiful treatise in the fine arts

As the same girl as a dancer is a poem in poses and postures,
Sketched, drawn and painted as for painting,

Snapped for photography,

Made and moulded through art work and craftsmanship
Sculptures and figurines

Decorating the temple entrances, outer walls and the pillars
As nautch girls, creatures semi-divhe, yoga-yoginis and raginis,
Devadasis and sevadasis turned stone and fossils,

Whether put into lively or they themselves

Or is it art merely,

Romantic, not realistic,

Nothing to do with society and reality,

I do not know?

A beautiful maiden seek I to draw and paint, give colours to
So that she will speak forth

What it is in her mind and heart,

Soul and deep within,

A beautiful girl as a beautiful poem, a beautiful short story, a beautiful playlet,
A beautiful novella, a beautiful book of memoir,

A beautiful album of photos

And I capturing the moments of life,

Art and culture, art, architecture and sculpture,

Art and painting, art, culture and society

And the moments spent with

In reading them, in studying.

Your love story I shall write it in a book of poetry,
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Your story of life in a novel,

Your story of life will be the subject of my drama of life

Which I am writing it now,

Your story of life will be my book of memoir, sketch and reflection

On life, times, moments shared with and lived together, imagined, unimagined,
You just take to, understand them, my biography or autobiography.

Beauty beauty, truth truth, goodness goodness,
Beauty is truth and truth goodness,

Truth beauty and beauty goodness

And what it is good is beautiful and true,
There is nothing to doubt and contradict

As it is already accepted,

Good good, bad bad,

Had been, will remain so in the near future
And hence I beautiful, you beautiful,

We all beautiful,

Why not to build a better and beautiful world,
Expelling the bad within?

O, what was I saying, as deviated and digressed I from my topic,
Causing chaos and confusion among my listeners,

As they may be thinking it,

The resource person himself knows not the topic in details
That he is guest-lecturing,

What to say more about the questionnaire hour,

In the vortex of, as fears he as for,

A volley of questions thrown upon

And he in the midst of a midstream, a storm gathering,
Trying to steer across,

The thunder man, the rain and shower man!

A singer showing through the sound-tracks, rhythms of speech and intonation,
The high and low pitches of sounds,

Said lyrically, stylistically or internally

In a sing-song voice,

Coming from the heart directly

With so much so sensitivity and emotionalism,

Sentiment and emotion of life and living,

The thinking mind in retrospection,

What this life has given,

What this life has taken!
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A beautiful girl is a beautiful actor, performing and enacting

And taking part in the drama, the drama of life,

Imitated, copied and parted,

Just the roles she is doing

Through her make-up, dress-up,

Taking the help of the costume and fashion and apparel designing experts
As they tell of attire through ages, inscribed on walls or kept in locked boxes
And worn by peoples from generation to generation

As the taste goes changing from time to time.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Beautiful Girl, A Beautiful Tale

The girl is so beautiful

That fail I to forget her,

A beauty so lovely and harming
And so attractive.

As such, as such that want I to impress a kiss
On the fair and lovely cheeks of hers,
A girl so fairly white and beautiful.

Even if she went away, I couldn’t, couldn’t her,
A girl standing before not,

Passing through and eyeing,

So lovely and attractive to see

And glance at,

Never seen,

Never assessed.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Beautiful Heart

The girl is very beautiful,
May turn into a poem,

A love lyric,

A love song, a sad song,

A sketch or a reflection,

A dream is she,

A flower in flesh and blood,
Sensuous and sensual.

A story or an image,

A painting or a photograph,

If paint you her,

Picture you,

Snap the photo of hers,

She may turn into

An album of photographs,

A dairy full of her word-pictures,
Her talks and images,

Like you, but see her with love,
Not with disdain.

An essay is she, an aesthetic paragraph,
A picture in a frame,

If not,

One from the album of the heart,

A terracotta figurine or a sculpture,
Amorous and erotic,

Passionate and artistic,

Historical and antique,

A one-act play

With the dialogues dramatizing hers.

A beautiful heart,

A loveful and passionate heart,

Lovely and affectionate,

Describe I,

Depict I,

A beauty so lovely, young and passionate,
Lovely and attractive,
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Charming and good
To be my poem,
A beautiful heart
In a beautiful soul.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

33



A Beautiful Life, You Are Destroying With Warfare

A beautiful life you are destroying it
In warfare and militancy,

Arms and ammunition,

Mortar fires, rockets and shells,

A beautiful life.

Think of in the aftermath of
The loss of lives and heavy casualties,
Just think it,

Who will serve the wounded?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Beauty To See Or A Red Rose?

Who is she, she standing before,
That unknown girl,
A red rose or a girl in flesh and blood?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Beloved Just Like The Moon, A Beloved Just Like
The Moon Had I, Had I Dreamt

A beloved just like, just like the moon had I,
Had I dreamt,

Dreamt I

And you are exactly so, exactly so,

Just like,

Just like the fair and fine moon,

Seen the misty and dewy wintry nights,

A white rose in essence.

A maiden milky white and beautiful,
Exquisitely beautiful,

The white sheet of the carpet spread over
The landscape

And it is drizzling,

Fairies dancing all around,

The moon orbs silvery and fine.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Beloved Like A Blooming Red Lily

A beloved like a red lily,

Pink red, but deeply pink-coloured,
Blooming,

So fascinating and charming,
Attractive and beautiful,

Lovely and dreamy.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Bhangedi

A bhangedi, an Indian bhangedi,
Hemp-taker,

Grinding the leaves and taking the roll
With sugar

And smiling to his full

Without rhyme or reason

And his mind delving far, flying into the skies
With the stars,

Not on earth,

The eyes abnormally red

And he talking nonsense.

Everything but dulled to the core,
The brain not working

But he calling it Shiva's buti, a herbal thing.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Big Statue Of Mother Kali, Pitch-Dark

A huge and magnificent statue of the Mother
You come and go seeing,
Have you, have you seen Her, if not go and see? [

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Bihari Chor, A Bihari Goond, All Wanting To Be
Ministers

A Bihari chor,

A goon with an unlicensed pistol,
A lathiman,

All wanting to be leaders not,
But ministers

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Bihari Fool Asking His Daughter

A Bihari fool,

Dressed in clumsy white dhoti and kurta,
With a tikki,

A clamp of hair

Hanging from the crown of the head,

A blunt fool indeed,

Never a classical Sanskrit scholar
Questioning and inquiring his innocent daughter,
'Why did you,

Did you smile on seeing a boy? '

And his wife too joining the tirade.

Too much of conservatism is not good
Which but a sign of backwardness and underdevelopment,

Illiteracy and superstition.
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A Bihari Patania Lala

A Bihari Patania Lala,

Dark-compexioned and with the specs

Over the face

Himself fathering a child,

But keeping his beautiful and young daughter
Inside under strict vigil.

One from Bihar state,
Rough and rural,
Patania, I mean of Patna
A Lala,

A clerical caste man.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Bihari Professor Of English Which Applies To
Jharkhand Too/ A Rustic After Becoming A Varsity
Teacher Of English In Bihar By Luck

A Bihari rustic

Who would not have thought

Of becoming a professor

Joined he a private college

Of the the rural area

Then came to a district town college
As for experience

And then joined the newly-opened
P.G. Deptt. of the new university
To call himself a big professor
And a research guide

Though was not a researcher

But became he.
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A Black Bird Cuckoo

A black bird cuckoo,

But sings it so sweetly,

So melodiously

Breaking the notes

From the bowers of cool shades.
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A Black Girl, Half-Schooled & Half-Educated, Thinks
She Herself

A black girl,

Half-educated and half-schooled,
She thinks herself

No less than

A magistrate,

A second class not,

But first class magistrate.

Her father was not,

But she thinks herself
A magistrate

As she is the single one
Educated and schooled
In her family.

Cooks she not food,

Nor helps her mother,

Nor does she any household work,
But poses she as a teacher,

A film heroine,

A drama girl, a theatre artiste.

The black girl

Who after seeing light for the first time
Thinks she herself no less

Than a film heroine,

A cine star,

A beautician,

A fashion designer.

Wicked from her within,

She is not good,

But bad at heart,

That black and ugly girl,
Half-educated and half-schooled,
An officer for her foolish parents.
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A Blank Paper, A Blank Paper Is My Life

A blank paper,

Blank paper

Is my life,

The more wanted I to

The more got it not written,
The more wanted i to

Got it not, not written,

A blank paper,

Blank paper is

My life.
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A Blooming Lotus

Whenever I see, you appear to be a blooming lotus,
A lotus blooming

With the pearly dews splashed over

And with,

The morning changing into the dawn

Breaking forth

And the cranes and storks flying

Away into the landscapes

Seem to be lurking around.

A blooming lotus, I close the eyes and feel you,
How serene and sedate are you,

How lovely and dreamy!

Standing close by you,

I see, see the lotuses

White and pink,

Bluish but rarerd

Lest somebody snatch the sweet smiles

From your lips.
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A Bluish Lily

A bluish lily,
White-blue,
Blue-white,
Looking inkish
With the dews
Splashed on
And the petals
Soaked in.
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A Bobbed Girl As A Indian English Poetess Welcome,
But Not An Old Poet On The Stage

They welcomed and greeted her

To the stage

As she was mod, bobbed and looking ultra-modern,
The curls were hanging over the face

And she was smiling.

But when the time came for the old and good poet,
The audience started shouting,
Even the teachers were not interested in,

They were looking the girl stealthily.
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A Bottle Of Daru, Is This All?

A bottle of daru,
Daru,
Is this all?

Daru piyo aur khus raho,
Take daru and make merry.

Daruman,
O Daruman,

Daruman not, Darumaster!
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A Bouquet Of Plastic Flowers

Sometimes plastic flowers

Outwit us

With their beauty, hue and shape
Failing the originals

Fresh from the garden.
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A Bout And A Scuffle Between The Scholar Poet And
His Foolish Son

The poet is calling himself a scholar

Keeping his son a fool,

Walking erect,

Strutting and walking on tip-toe

With a book intot he hands of his

For publication

But the son a loafer

Moving in the company of rowdies and idle-seekers.

And the poet repenting in his old age,
Why did he take to poetry-wtriting,
Why did he not school his son,

Was he not selfish,

Was he not proud,

Standing silent to do a self-assessment?

Poetry took out everything
And gave it not anything,
Poetry for poetry’s sake.

Sometimes not, frequently quarrel

They with each other,

The son dragging the poet father by collar,
Asking him to give money

For pleasure, comfort and outing,

Modern life and living

And its galla company

And facilities.

The wife too provoking to take the revenge
As for keeping lliterate,

Getting schooled

Rather than schooling others,

Himself read and kept company of the high
But taught not his own son,

But taught he others.
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When the illiterate and foolish boy,

Blunt and bogus and worst

Whatever remark you about him,

A thoughtless and pleasure-seeking fellow
He never took the ideas and thoughts,
Went on living in his style,

Eat, drink and be merry,

And keep roaming,

He never, never took the words

Of his father,

Held the poet father by collar,

The poet came to the ground

Realizing the ground realities of life,

How different is bare reality from colourful imagery!

Bring money from

Wherever you can and give to him

As much as you can

And he will keep emptying the banked money,
Moving and enjoying life,

Touring and traveling

In the company of his like-minded friends,
Seeing gala dreams,

Having cold drinks,

Watching films,

Talking of fashion and apparel designing,
Romantic notions and ideas and dreams,

A dreamer he dreaming,

Rambling aon arambler motorcycle

With the necklace, bracelet, ar studs,

Goggles and rich-friendly items,

Who buys the hightest priced and latest items?

Riding the motorcycle the poet wanting to go

And the notorious, father-anti son,

As per the villainy of his mother,

Puncturing the tyre of the scholar poet father

And he must bear the consequences of reading himself
And keeping his son foolish,

What has he got after teaching others,

Of how much help will be they

In his old and dying time,
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The wife asking him through the bad son?
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A Brahmin I Kissing A Dalit Girl, Think I, Why Did I
After?

A Brahmin
Pundit I
Lamenting
After

Having kissed
A Dalit beauty,
Oh, why did I,
Did I do

After all?

Chandalika,
Tu mere mana mandir mein,
Chandalika,

You in my heart temple.
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A Breakheart Describe I

This has become a trend to love one girl
Before switching over to another.
Love and discard, cut off the relationship abruptly

But pause you and think of the pressures of breaking.

The drama of love of modern love, fall in love

And detach you after, breaking the heart.

If have to love, love deeply,

Go into the deeps of it rather than putting in trouble.
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A Buddhist Girl From Ladakh

I could not feel her
For years
Which I am feeling it now.

A Buddhist schoolgirl
Taking me

To Tibet, Sikkim, China.
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A Burning Cigar Into The Hands Of The Tender Heart

A burning cigar

Into the hands

Can never turn one

Into a hero,

As the young men think it to be
With a burning cigar

Held into the hands

As it happens in Bombay only.

Oh, that misguided youth
Unemployed and jobless,
How will he keep taking,
Oh, that immature brain,
How will he,

it will be complete black out
Of his heart and the lungs!

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A Casual Poetical History Of Eco-Poetry

Eco-poetry, eco-friendly poetry,
Eco-couscous poetry,

Talk I, talk I
Environmental-friendly poetry,
Ecology-relating poetry,

What is it in environment,
What it ecology?

If the environment is fresh and clean

It will definitely impact ecology

As man and nature are interconnected

So the environment and ecology

So let us be up and doing in this regard

To create a healthy atmosphere to dwell in.

Wordsworth's Tintern Abbey with the three visits
Taking me far for a recollection

With the daffodils and skylarks,

Highlands and reapers,

Lucy songs of love

And finally with his lost love.

Tennyson's brook murmuring, babbling by,

I chatter, I chatter as I flow to join the brimming river,

I hearing the life-song of it

Sitting in between the hills

And it passing by silently with a sweet murmur of its own.

So is the poem Sea Fever of John Masefield

The seamen hearing the call of the sea

And going to join the ships at sail

Into the vast waters full of foam and ripple,

The seas calling and the seamen going to attend to
The call of the unfathomable sea.

in Look, Stranger showing the island imagery
Just asking to wait and watch, see the imagery,
How the island, the sea-waves rising and falling,
Washing the shore and the ships sailing,
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Coming and going with the cargoes and sailors.

nce's love for birds, beasts and flowers,

Elephants, kangaroos, bats, snakes,

Pansies, musk-roses, dahlias, chrysanthemumes,
Poppies, marigolds, gentians,

Love for Etruscan places, Mexico, Bavaria and Sardinia,
Howto analyse it?
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A Catwalk, Are The Cats Walking Or The Designer
Girls?

A catwalk,

Are the cats walking

Or the fashion and apparel designing girls,
Socialites and fashionistas,

The beauticians

Participating in a beauty pageant,

Walking the ramp,

Modern and up-o-date

And well-to-do

For whom life is a pastime?

And the media barons sitting as panelist judges
With the mediamen and the lensmen,

Ready to catch the glam girls in full glitz

In their cameras,

A star-studded event,

The cinema producers and directors too in hunt
For future heroines

And tour destinations

If be any scope for,

Marking the face-cutting and style

Of the participants closely

While the loafers, rowdies and ramblers
Helping the judges

After being the go-between,

The middle men and the brokers,

Trying to show themselves

With the ear-rings and studs

In both the ears,

Bangles on the wrist,

The mobile song wires, I mean the ear phones
Plugged into the ears
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A Cigarette Smoker

A cigarette-smoker

For him

Life is smokes,

Smokes, smokes smoking,

Life filled with ashes and smokes,
Smokes and ashes.
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A Cigarette Smoker's World

Smokes, smokes, smokes,
Only smokes,
Smokes and ashes.

Smokes and ashes, smokes and ashes
And this is,

This is his world,

Only of smokes and ashes.

Smoking to finish it all,

Life is a smoke

And he is smoking to the butt,
The stump to be thrown off.

Smoke, smoke, smoke
And the smokes curling above,
He smoking and it trailing.

Blackening it all,

Lighting up, taking the puffs
And going

Holding in between the fingers.
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A Cigarette, The Trail Of Smokes & Poetry

A cigarette held into he hands

And the mind lost into,

Taking a few puffs,

The cigarette glowing red,

The ashes shaken into the ash-tray
On the table,

Poems coming to.

The cigarette shortening

To a stump, a stub

To be thrown out

And after that the child’s tryst
With smoking

To begin with

But the health hazards

Later to confront the poet.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Cigarette-Smoker's View Of The World

The world as

Only smokes, smokes
Swirling, swirling and going,
The cigarette lit,

Embers lighting,

Smokes circling around,
Fuming and going off.

A few puffs taken,

Inhaled and exhaled,
Smokes coming out

Of the mouth and the nose,
Sometimes the burning butt
Taken inside

To keep the embers lighting,
The lips closed

And taken out to enjoy

The momentum.

Smokes, smokes,

Smokes,

Smokes, only smokes

Filling the site,

The windscreen getting blacker,
The wind shield within,

The mica plates

Of the heart,

And he smoking oblivious of that
As for style.

A smoker he

Smoky is his world,
Life and view,

Smoke, smoke, smoke,
Only smoke

And nothing

In his life,

A cigarette-smoker he
Smoking cigars
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One after another.

With a cigarette on the lips
He trying to get it lit

After making it touch

The burning cigarette

Of his friend

Who but another smoker
With a cigarette on the lips
He trying to smoke it

Without lighting with a match.

Sometimes on the lips,
Sometimes into the fingers
Held in between,
Sometimes smacking ti,
Taking the puffs,

Puffing and going,

Going and puffing out,
Puffing in.

Burning,

Burning and lighting,
Smoking and shaking,
He trailing the ashes
Into the ash-tray

He taking the delight
Oblivious of,

forgetful of

The hazards of smoking.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Cine Star Or An Artiste

His costume stitched, embroidered and sewn,
The painter's painting of your portrait

Or the photos taken from a camera

And the gardener decorating with flowers
Turn you into a cine star

Otherwise are not.

And you smiled and the portrait is over,
I admiring you and your smiles,
Sparkling and glittering,

The gold embroidered costume too

And you walking on earth

Just like a damsel.
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A City-Girl As An Indian Englsih Poetess

A city-girl as a poetess,

A modern poetess,

Modern not, but ultra-modern and contemporary
And contemporary too not,

Post-modn, modernist,

One from not a metropolitan town,

But a mega city

Of the skyscrapers and the shopping malls
With mannequins,

Multi-complexes and gyms,

Plazas and cafes

Dressed as a beautician

From a parlour,

A model doing a catwalk

Or on the ramp

Talking of foreign tours and travels,
Boyfriends and girlfriends,

Recipes and cuisines.
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A Cluster Of Poems

The Myths of Darkness

The myths

Of darkness

How to lay them

Bare,

The myths

Of life,

The myths

Of the world,

The myths of Creation?

Kali
The Dark Goddess,

Dark, dark black,
Dark is beautiful.

Gandhi-A Re-evaluation/The Relevance of Gandhi

Gandhi may
But will it Gandhigiri?
Gandhism and Gandhian Studies?

Cchau Dance

Gods and goddesses
On earth

Doing lila, divine lila.
MJ

The Pop King

In the suite and boots,
Hat and goggles

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Tip-toeing, hip-hopping.
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A Coal Black Girl

A coal black girl
Thinks she herself
A heroine,

A film actress,

A cine star

Poses she in

Such a way,
Whistles and hums
The songs

As because she is for
The first time

Reading in her house,
The first one to see
The light of education.
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A Coal Black Girl, Black Diamond

A coal black girl, my God,

So much black

The girl is

Just like the night darker

When the fireflies take the canvas,
A diamond she appearing

The earthed coal blocks and chunks
To the miner's amazement.

A coal black beauty

She failing the collyrium-applied eyes,
She is not a shadow merely,

A spirit,

But my soul, my hidden love,
Extra-marital secret affair.
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A Coal Black Sweeper Girl Posing Like A Magistrate On
Chairir

A coal black sweeper girl
Poses she like a film heroine,
Sings she a song,

Dresses and does the make up
In style,

Comments and taunts others.

Not a second class, but a first class

Magistrate on chair

Near her hut,

She sits on it,

Teaches the poor boys and girls

Outside her home to show it to the passers-by.

Sometimes makes she them stand out in the sun,
Beats black and blue,

Punishes ruthlessly,

Makes them kneel down,

Hold the ears and stand

And the people go seeing.

A graduate she thinks herself

Which man not, God too cannot,
Mulk Raj Anand's Bakha too cannot,
If on chair,

He will be no less than an IAS officer,
Maybe he not,

But Bakha's son.

Wearing the goggles, she thinks of
Herself a heroine,

Not inferior to a film actress,

A singer

She clears her throat in the bathroom,
A dancer on occasions.

A graduate for the first time in her family,
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The coal black girl thinks she herself
A poetess writing poems,

Stealing from school magazines,
Taking the lambs into her lap
Writing in her diary.

It is not her fault, but hers is the first generation
Which is seeing the light,

Getting education,

Strutting and walking on tip-toe

And tight-lipped,

The sweeper magistrate,

Not a second class, but a first class saheb,
English not, but brown saheb.
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A Communist Is A Comrade Or A Cadre In Disguise

A communist is but a comrade,

A cadre,

A regimented cadre,

A levy-giving hardcore fellow,

Blind to one’s ideology,

Moving along the party line strictly.

Party, party, party, party and politics,
The keyword,

The hub and the periphery

Round which moves this life of his,
Party, party, party and politics

And he politicking all, the time.

To poke and provoke the poor,

To pin the rich,

To make the factories locked,

The work of a communist,

The leader a superman,

My mother-father, your mother-father, the doer of all.
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A Conservative Guardian Can Only Do Honour Killing

None but a conservative guardian can kill his daughter
As for putting family honour at stake,

But can we forget so easily

The filial love,

Can we turn so satanic,

Cold to logic and reason

By being brutal, bloody and bestial?
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A Cup Of Coffee And Your Love Just Want I, Blonde!

A cup of coffee and a loveful talk

Just want I, blonde,

Your golden face glistening,

Beauty apparent,

The golden and glistening locks hanging over
the sideways

And you siding them stylistically

And your nasal pronunciation,

This much want I,

My love!

The golden brown locks and the sideway curls,
Hanging over and slipping by

And thereafter you siding them with your hand,
I just see them, see them,

Blonde, my belle!

Your love-letter, I sipping coffee

And thinking about

The one which you wrote to me,

But your wording very linguistic and stylistic,
Yea, the rhythm of speech and intonation,

I love you really.
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A Dance Is A Gesture Poem

One dances

To the tune of words
Gestured orally,
Sounds muted in,

But performed through
The gestures.
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A Dance Is A Poem Gestured Through

A dance is a poem
Gestured through

The body language

And its signs and symbols,
Expressed through

The dance,

The body movement

In consonance with

The rhythm of language.
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A Darpiya

A darpiya, Indian daru taken
And fallen flat on the ground,
Counting the stars,
Grumbling and fumbling,
Abusing and shouting,
Singing ansd talking.

Indian daru and Indian darpiya, daru-drunk
And having taken country liquor,

Lies he fallen ya,

Into the bushes unable to stand,

Under the open talking to the stars

And sometimes near the drains.
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A Daru Man, Sells He Not, But Takes/ Empties The
Bottle, See The Eyes And Say It, How The Intoxication

He is a daru man
As keep he the bottle of daru
With him

Sells not, but takes
And that too in full,
Fallen flat on ground

And you calling him

And he hearing you not,
Lifting him

And he unable to sit on feet

Clinging to you,

Hanging on

And it is you caring for him,
Bringing home

See the marvels of daru,
Indian native country liquor,
A non-branded stuff

But intoxication is granted

As a drink of it may take you,
Take you to heaven
And you never to return from

Laving your family in great distress.
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A Daruman (He Is A Daruman, Sells Not, Takes Too)

A daruman

Of daru, by daru and for daru
Always entertaining to have a drink,
A bottle of daru

Into the hands of his.

A daruman

Deals he not in, but takes too
When it remains

Unsold.

A daruman,

Only for daru,

Eat, drink and be merry.
Made in daru,

Made for,

Made in India.
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A Daruman, He Is For Daru And Daru For Him, Made
For Each Other

A daruman

He is for daru

And daru for him,

Made for each other,

A romantic love story

As he cannot without daru
And daru too cannot be sold.
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A Darumen’s Party On The Eve Of The New Year
(Daru Piyo (Drink) And Celebrate It)

Daru, daru, daru,
a daruman’s party
on the eve of the new year.

Daru, daru, daru,
a daruman’s party is the new year
coming.

The drunkards, I mean piyakkads in rustic and jocular Hindi,
have gathered in
and the pavement people selling.

Daru, daru, daru,
no life without daru,
they not taking daru, but daru them.

Daru is all, life is not,
family too not, the house too left out
in search of pleasure through intoxicant things.

Foreign liquor they may somehow sometimes,
for the special occasion and if not possible,
the local country liquor will do it.

I mean desi daru, native wine, local wine,
food is not in the stomach,
but daru is.

When unable to get this daru too, he taking
bhang, hemlock paste,
smoking ganja, marijuana through an earthenware.

Taking toddy, palm juice, soured and stale
if unable to purchase mahua blooms and molasses brewed wine,

stale and rotten boiled rice brewed stuff.

Daru, daru, daru, only daru,
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dying for it,
hunger has lessened in the poor man’s stomach.

Food is not in the addict’s stomach,
can't live without daru
and daru his life.

The daruman has not seen
his face in the mirror, swollen-swollen,
the liver functioning not well, already cautioned.

But still he taking, taking a risk,

making a tryst with his destiny,

writing The Drunkards’ Discovery of India and My Experiments With Drinking.
One who sells too is a daruman, sells and takes, unable to rein in,

one who takes too is a daruman,

both of them daruwallahs, keeping and taking.
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A Daughter So Humble And Poor (Save The Girl Child
And Her Tears)

A daughter so humble and neglected
In India,

The developing countries,

Poor, but serving.
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A Daughter So Sad And Sombre

Why is she so

Sad and sombre,

Can anybody tell me

The reason for her sadness
She wears upon?

A daughter

So sad and sombre,

Why is she sad,

Can anybody tell me

The reason of her sadness?
What has happened to her,
Can anybody

What it ails her,

My daughter?
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A Day Ago

A day ago he had been there, but the day after he was not,
His slippers near the grilled iron gate,

But he was not,

Gone and gone away.
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A Definition Of Communism (The Reds Reddening It
All)

Communism is a government of the comrades, by the comrades, for the
comrades,

Comrades and cadres, cadres and comrades,
With the red flags, banners, festoons and hoardings.
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A Disco Dancer

Disco dancer,

You dancing to the tune
Of the disc,

A disco dancer

Singing,

I am a disco dancer,

A disco dancer,

The world a disco song.
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A Distraught Syrian Daughter, What War Has Given,
What War Has Taken From Us All?

Do not shell, do not bombard
The Syrian daughter,

My daughter,

My little afraid of,

How will she

A little heart, a little soul
Lost into the wilderness

And mess of bombardment
And shelling.

Do not bombard,

Do not,

My small Syrian daughter
How will she sustain,
Survive

A small girl,

A soul and a heart,

How will she,

How will she live?

To destroy Syria in such a way,

To devastate lives,

How to take to,

Never can imagine in such a way,

What war has given what war has taken away
From all of us,

What crusades and religious wars,

What religious madness

And fanaticism,

What have orthodoxy and bigotry?
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A Document Of Poetry

A document of poetry, a pamphlet of poetry, call I
As for the brochure design,

The longer-longer poems,

Docketing letters and their issuance not,

But of the poems.

Whose poems, who should have
And who is docketing them,
Releasing as a poetic testament,
How should it be poetry,

How the documents of it?

No peon there to enter into,

No clerk to give the reference number and the date
As for keeping the record

With regard to the issuance of the letter

And the caption included under which.

There is none, none to record all that,
To docket it all,

Letters not, the poems

And the statements put forward for,
No peon to post them

Or to go with the peon book

To be initialled.

No curator of the poetic archives to manage all these,
The manuscripts,

The letters and correspondences of the poet,

The mementoes and memorabilia,

The photograph albums.

A statement of poetry,

Poetry full of statements,

A document of poesy,

Full of documentation, sample poems,

Representing and docketing the contents in ledger-book,
As it a written document,

Not a booklet-like pamphlet,
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Nor statements given or put in writing,
May have the elements naturally,
But not from the title point of view.

(]
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A Doll-Like Japanese Beauty

Catching my dreams
Taking me to far off
Tokyo,

Japan,

A Japanese

Doll-like.
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A Dramagirl, A Dreamgirl, A Rupkumari, Phoolkumari

Having married a dramagirl

For whom life is but a stage of a theatre
And man and woman artistes

And this life a play,

What have I done,

My doom I have brought in?

Having married a dreamgirl,

One living in dreams,

What ruin have I brought in,

A Phoolkumari, a flower-princess,
A Rupkumari, a face-princess,
She will not cook food.

My God, what have I done in bringing her,

A cine star in my house,

A theatre girl,

A make-up girl

As my wife

And now she is hissing

Like Nagakanya, a cobra-princess,

Vishkanya, a poison-girl of some kingly court?
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A Dream Girl Want I

A dream girl want I

To see the dreams of life together with,
Dream girl, dream girl,

A portrait of an artist,

The song of my life.
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A Dreamer Of American Dreams, , Disturb Me Not
Please

A dreamer of American dreams am I,

Go I dreaming into the sunny fields and fallows,

Marking the pastoral beauties and singing the lyrics,

Unknown paths leading me to,

Woodlands in bloom

And I in the lap of Nature lost in observing mystery and beauty
Murmuring by.
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A Drunk Santhal Girl

A drunk Santhal girl

I loved and liked her,

But feared to bring her home
As could have been opposed,
Socially boycotted.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Drunken Kiss Was It After All! I Was Drunk, She
Was Drunk And In Drunkenness Kissed We

Having taken wine, I kissed the bar tender
At the ale shop,

Yea, the poor and humble bar tender

Who too had been drunk

And I too had been drunk,

Both of us drunk

And in drunkenness it happened

As thus,

But we did not mind it.

I too had been drunk,

She too had been drunk

And as thus kissed we each other

In drunkenness

As both of us under the impact of liquor,
Foeign not, country liquor,

Native wine,

Smelling foul.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Failed Lover Of A Middle Classey Bengali Girl

A failed lover of a middle class Bengali girl
Hypocritical and egoistic,

Poking the fire into a blaze,

Speaking sweetly

By mixing sugar and molasses,

But pinning and perforating from underneath
Think I blankly

About the skies crashing over,

Relationships breaking.

Had it been the shepherd girl, it would,

Would have been good

Rather than this middle classy critical Bengali wife
Setting the house on fire,

Provoking and instigating

After putting one after another.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fanatic

A fanatic is but a fundamentalist,

Conservative and old,

Odd and outmoded,

Unable to suit and fit in,

An old-timer representative of his age and times

The father of a terrorist which but not the fault of the son,
But of the old and conservative father,
Blind to his religion and faith,

Unable to live in harmony and co-existence.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fanatic Will Remain A Fanatic

A fanatic will remain

A fanatic,

As you can never mend his ways,
Never change his thinking-line

A fanatic a fanatic

Fanatical,

Religiously blind,

Cold to reason and logic,

Mad after religiousness madness.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fanatic Will Remain A Fanatic Whatever Do You,
However Treat You

My theory says,

A fanatic will remain a fanatic
Fanatical

Whatever do you for him,
However treat you him,

A fanatic a fanatic

Fanatical,

Cannot reform his ways.

The son of

A conservative dad,

From a conservative society
He cannot reform his ways,
The thinking of his,

A fanatic's son

And a grandson of

The conservative grandpa.

The arithmetic is simple,
Mark the chemistry

The grandpa a conservative
0Odd and old,

The father a fanatic
Out-dated and out-moded
And his son a terrorist

A right extremist,

Did you understand?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fanatic's Son Will Be A Fanatic

A fanatic's son will be a fanatic
As he can never undergo changes
Whatever say you in this regard.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fanatic's Son Will Be A Fanatic, You Cannot Change
His Gene

A fanatic's son will be a fanatic,
You cannot change that,
Cannot change

His gene and genetics,

A fanatic's son

Will be a fanatic

Fanatical,

A conservative's son

A conservative,

He will never change

Nor can can you

However try you to change him
A fanatic will remain a fanatic
Fanatical

Unto the end

As he can never be a liberal,

A humanist.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fanatic's Son You Cannot Change, Even Th
Education From Oxford And Cambridge

A fanatic's son you cannot change
His thinking

As he is fanatical genetically

And fanaticism inherited from,

In his lineage and heredity.

Even Oxford and Cambridge,
The education of it cannot

But a fanatic.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fashion Designer I, Saying, It's My Style

A fashion designer
Want I to be,

But don't worry,

I shall become

On my own
Resources.

A torn jeans,

Patched and darned is ready,
To be worn by me

With the goggles,

If not available

Then the toy glasses will do
And my boots,

Don't bother you.

No tension for this,

Take you not,

My eldest brother's

Old and hanging boots,
Abandoned so long,

I am ready to wear it,

A fashion designer,

In the shirt of my grandfather
And the pants of my brother.

A fashion designer I,
It's my style.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Few Things Of The Bjp Like Not/ Failures Of The Bjp
From Its Commitment

Black money, black money,

All black, but you white,

Provoked or unprovoked firing on the borders,
Tension escalating unnecessarily,

Allegedly after a flurry of accusations and allegations
And provocative speeches

Diverting attention from socio-economic

And developmental problems,

Who Dalit, who non-Dalit,

What whose work becoming the contractor of that,
Pan-nationalism,

Too much devotion,

Betraying the public mandate

Given in utter confidence and faith.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Field Full Of Sunflowers

Yellow and crowned
With the violet

At the middle

The sunflower,

The sunflower

Big and bulging

Cast towards the sun,
The rising sun,

The strong sun

The yellow, yellow
Violet crowned sunflowers.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Field Of Lotuses, White Lotuses

Colouring and discolouring,
Looking sometimes pale white,
Sometimes greenish white
Colouring and discolouring

In sunlight, so tender and soft
The lotuses blooming

By the railway tracks.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Film Actor Is But A Drama Company Man

A film actor is but a drama company man,
A coloured playboy,

A plastic reel boy,

A dyed and painted man.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Flower Is To See, Not To Kiss Or Smell

A flower is for to see, feel the warmth of,

Not to smell or kiss it,

A thing of joy for ever,

A dream unbelievable,

An art-piece unparalleled,

Full of so much fancy, colour and imagination.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Flower, A Flower

A flower

So sweet,

So beautiful,

So tender,

So innocent,

So lovely to look at
A flower

So natural.

A flower
So soft,
So sweet,

So lovely!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Flower-Like Girl

A girl like a flower
She is standing before me.

I do not know it
How to greet her!

Thank You, God
For your gift of her.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 115



A Foreign Flower (Haiku)

Just like a flower
Of the foreign land
Saw I the foreigner girl at the airport.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Foreigner Beauty (In Search Of A Foreigner Love)

A foreigner girl,

Golden-haired and glistening

In the sun

And the moonlight,

Herself no less than,

So much beautiful, so lovely

That averts it not the gaze

The more want I to, the more it glues to.

Speaking beautifully,

A language of her own,

Taking me to Europe and America

For a tour and travel

And on seeing her, feel I,

Oh, had I a foreigner blonde

As my beloved

I would have definitely plucked the stars
To put into the hair of hers,

Oh, had I a foreigner wifel

God, give me a foreigner wife
In my next birth,
God, forget You it not

From giving!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Foreigner Belle Standing Before, I Want To Ask,
What's Your Name?

A foreigner belle,

Blonde

Standing before

From across the overseas,
I want to enquire about,
What's your name?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Foreigner Girl

A foreigner girl

Coming and approaching,

Approaching and going,

Passing off

Before she is inquired of,

Hey, what's your name,

where do you come from,

What's your nationality,

How the manner and gesture of yours?

Hey, do you love me,
Do you love me,
Whether you like or not

But I love you most?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Fraud Indian Sadhu With Ganja, Ladki And Sevadasi
(Not A Yogi, But A Bhogi)

An Indian sadhu

With ganja, ladki and prem
Rounding about the ashrama
With a chillum,

Smoking in ganja,

Talking to sevadasis

To be enlightened.

Not a yogi, but a bhogi,

Telling of,

Misleading it all,

The girl in the ashrama,

Misled and drawn to

And the people whispering about
Guru-shisya prem.

Enticing the girl

Whose hands saw he,

He eloped with

To be along with the disciple,
To smoke in ganja

And to make a living

From his hermitage.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Gallery Of Portraits (Haikus)

Walt Whitman

Whitman like Tennyson

Plucking the leaves of grass

And singing with the wind passing over.
Wordsworth

A Nature poet

Growing in the lap, midst of,

Full of amazing and baffling things.
Shelley

The rebel poet and the revolutionary
In spirit, the idealist

Revolting and rebellious from his within.
Keats

A poet of beauty

Which is truth, goodness

Giving joy forever.

Coleridge

Weird Coleridge of the three witches
Of Macbeth,

Christabel and Kubla Khan.

Mare

Walter de la Mare of Martha

Telling her stories

In the hazel glen.

Hughes

Ted Hughes of human wrath and violence,
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Shoot and Kill,
So hard-hearted and ruthless.

Dickens
An orphan boy telling
The story of his life

In an autobiographical vein.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Gallery Of Portraits In Poetry (Indian English Poets)

Indian English poetry

There is nothing as Indian English poetry
Though some have called it

As is there anything

Like British English,

King’s or Queen’s Standard,

Not even the local one

And what it pains us is this

It is nowhere spoken in India,

Nor does it have a feeder dialect

To vitalize it

And even it is, it is but written English,
Grammatical English,

Solve the grammar exercises

And try to be correct,

Speak you not,

Even if you, you will keep mugging,
Haltingly, full of hitch and obstruction?

Indian English poetry has a history of its own,
It is but a part of India Studies,

Indian culture,

Indology, Asiatic researches, Oriental studies,
Sanskrit studies,

But rather deriving from,

It has differently

In the negation of Indian art and culture,
Thought and philosophy,

Indian themes and delineation,

To Western theories and texts,

But fails to be of that order

And submission,

Standard and presentation,

Somewhere weaker no doubt.

There is nothing as Indian English language,

If it is not spoken anywhere
How to call it Indian English,
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A misnomer is it,

Is there anything like

Zimbabwean English, South African variety,
There is nothing,

Nothing like this,

Indian English is nowhere,

Nowhere practiced.

Which is but Bihari English,
Bengali English,

Oriya English,
Assamese English,
Punjabi English,
Haryanvi English,
Delhite English,
Kashmiri English,
Himachali English,
Hindustani English,
Pakistani English,
Maharashtrian English,
Gujarati English,
Rajasthani English.

Which is but Naga English,
Sikkimese English,

Lepcha English, Bhutia English,
Nepali English,

Manipuri English,
Arunchali English,

Mizo English,

Santhali English,

Munda English,

Sindhi English,

Marwari English.

The speakers of English

Here in India

Come from different

Linguistic groups,

Indo-Aryan, Dravidian,
Austro-Asiatic and Tibeto-Chinese
Affiliations
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And that is why

The Anglo-Indians switched
Over to local languages,
Barring the foreign elements
So strong

On the people of

Pondicherry and Goa,

Telling of Portugal and France.

Even the Bhojupurains
Speaking in English,

The rough and tough people,
Clumsy and uncouth,

The indentured labourers

And their sons and daughters
In Mauritius, Kenya and others,
The predecessors of ul,

Coming to Gorakhpur,

Tracing the roots,

So are Magadhi, Angika and Maithili speakers
Of Bihar,

The Hindi dialects.

The Mad & Maniac Poet

Poetic frenzy took to

Michael Madhusudan Dutt

And he like an Englishman started thinking
And behaving,

A poet under the draughts of

English education and culture,
European way of life

As did Gandhi emulate the English,

So did he write,

The Captive Ladie,

But fame did not come to him as usual
And he turned to Bengali,

Really, a great poet

Who had talent,

But the times had not been his.

Savitri And the Age After
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Rather than calling the pre-independence period
Or the post-independence period

Of Indian English poetry,

I would like to call it

The age of Savitri and the age after,
Aurobindo’s Savitri,

The golden age of epics

A return to Vedism, Upanishadism and Puranism,
The ashrama trend,

Vedic literature

Whose fragrance is it

In Jayanta Mahapatra too

But in a different way.

There Were Poets Before

There were poets before Nissim and his friends
Whom we know them not

And remember we not,

As we call him

The father of modernism in Indian English poetry,
Modernism is not at all related to poetry,

It comes from all the streams,

Fashion, apparel, time, manner and etiquette,
Understanding and comprehension,
Experience, hearing and learning,

Tour and travel,

Mutual exchanges.

P. Lal Has Not Done Justice

has not done justice

To the poets of the beginning,
Those at the start of modernism
In Indian English poetry,

Just in the fifties,

Adi , ni and others.

Writers Workshop, Calcutta founded in 1958

Is but a factory of poets,
just published them
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Taking the charges,
Served literature

As for talent search

As well as damaged it too.

To Khushwant Singh, it was just

Like the vanity publication

And many papers reviewed them not
Taking to be a commoners’ press
And publication.

Kamala Das

A sadhvi or a yogan

In the ashrama,
Rajneeshite.

Freudian,

Lawrentine

Or one of Vatsyayana?

Who she is,

A poetess of love

Or sex and bodily lover,
One of flesh,

Confessing relationships
Erotic and sensual?

Kamala Das not a yogi, but a bhogi,
Just like a fraud and fake

Indian babji

Taking ganja

In the ashrama

With his disciple love.

Kamala Das too is the same,

One of Lawrentine guru-shisya prem,
A Rajneeshite disciple

Talking of sambhoga to samadhi,
Sex to bliss,

A modern-age yogan

In the rudraksha rosary.
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She is not a Mira, but a Radha,
A Radha,

Mad after duplicate Krishna,
False and fraud Krishna,

A love woman,

A hysteric gone mad

And her works of kaam-vasana.

Purshottam Lal

Purshottam Lal is first of all

A promoter

Rather than a poet,

A romantic not,

But a faded and jaded romantic,
Even in the negation of Aurobindo
Seems to be drawn to metaphysics,
A poet of a mediocre merit,

But famous

Or has evolved in course of time
As others have,

But emboldening his stature

Just as a translator

Of the Mahabharata.

Nissim Ezekiel

Nissim Ezekiel, a poet of Bombay
Like his Bombayan friends,

He is of Bombay,

Writing about Bombay,

A Maharashtrian Jew

His mind and heart lies it in Israel,
Suffers from the quest for identity,

How far Indian is his Indian English poetry,
Devoid of Indian thought, culture and tradition,

Myth, mysticism and spirituality,

Religion, ethics, religion and philosophy,

He treads a path of his own,
A modern man
From the city spaces,

That too from metros and mega cities
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Telling about city-life and living,
Townsliving, art and culture,
Manners and ethics,

Not the rural countryside

Where dwells it the soul of India
Into the nondescript, far-off villages
Of hamlets and thorps

Clustered and littered around

Over a vast stretch of land.

The Poetry of Nissim

Nissim as a poet and his poetry,
Poetic themes of his,

What to say it,

Nissim is a poet of

Pleasantries and good manners,
Doublespeak and irony,

Just cutting with his tactics,

A poet of please and thank you,
Bye and goodbye,

On saying please,

I love you, I like you,

How are you? , I am fine, how you,
So nice of you,

See you again,

An Englishman in India,

If not, a London returned,

Wanting to date,

But the heart a Jewish heart,

Papa wills cold,

Wanting to see a film in the cinema hall
With the beloved,

To write love-letters to her

Under the pretext of meeting

Or exchanging books,

Out in the a park,

Meeting with and talking to

And reading

The Elizabethan lyrics and metaphysical,
Forget me not,

Your name
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I am writing on the sea-beach,
Going to see his coy mistress
And awaking he not with the rising sun.

The Drawbacks of Nissim

Though he lived in India,

But lived as a minority man
Without understanding India,
Indian culture,

The history of the land,

Its thought and philosophy,
Religion and spirituality,
Morality and ethics,

Cosmology ad theology,

A Jew was he

Jewish ditto

Without smacking in the aroma
Coming from the Vedas, the Upanishads
And the Puranas,

Right or wrong,

Mythical or reasonable,

At least we could have heard
His comments.

Nissim suffers from the quest for identity,
An Indian in India

Under question,

Whether a foreigner or Indian,

Just like Dom,

But the theme of Indianness

Bails him out

And he is a poet of

The urban space,

The city-bred culture and ethics,
City-dwelling and culture,

Birthday gift, marriage party, tea party,
Outing, love-marriage,

Picnic and honeymoon,

The talks of his.

Nissim is of the Gandhian freedom fighter
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A follower of satya, ahimsha and swaraj,
Going on the ways,

In the khadi cap, dhoti, kurta

And with a bamboo lathi in hand,
Drawing pension after independence,
Decorating the dais,

Of Gujarati English,

Saying hi-hello to Miss Pushpa,
Giggling and grinning with

Ad chuckling,

Doing bye-bye to Pushpa

At the airport,

A foreign returnee he

Giving tips to her in departing for
The overseas.

Nissim

Doing the drama

With a scorpion bite,

Gathering people

And showing to,

Making a fuss out of

Ad the critics after,

The whole of India

And the academics,

Just the scorpion bite

The thing of discussion,

The thing of poetic debate and deliberation,
deliberating,

The others too into the footsteps of his.

Jayanta Mahapatra

Jayanta Mahapatra is the first poet

To have received the Sahitya Akdemi award
For his book, Relationship

Which is but a fragment of

Whitman’s Leaves of Grass

To show connection with

Odisha and the Odias,

The Ganga and Kalinga dynasties.
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The sea and the Konark Sun Temple,

The sea beach and the Jagannath Puri Temple,
The Khandagiri caves,

Dhavalgiri,

The River Daya,

The Chilika Lake,

He remembers them in his poetry.

There are different aspects of his poetry
And for it his poetry is complex,

Flimsy, photographic,

Imagistic and picturesque,

But not descriptive at all,

Abstract and terse,

Difficult to mean them.

A poet of Odisha, its topography and demography,

Scenes and sites

He is a poet of the place,
A poet of silence,

Of the sea-beach,
Summer-noons,

Lonely countryside,

The veiled woman.

A poet feministic,

Realist,

Eco-centric,

Image-maker,

He clings to the roots of nativity
As well as his base of subject,
We mean physics,

Dealing with light and darkness,
The origin of the universe.

Nothingness, angst and bewilderment,
Skepticism and atheism,
Existentialism

Engage the poetic space

Of the poet

And he lapses in dreams,

Landscapic and vacant,
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A dreamer and a visionary.

The space and its vacuum,
Endless skies

The realm of his reflection,
Light breaking at dawn
And retreating at twilight,
Strike the poetic mind

And he loses in.

A Reading of Keki alla

Keki alla the Parsi poet

From Lahore,

Displaced and dislocated,
Searching for roots,

Finding place

In the IPS

Of the U.P.,

Mostly the Uttarakhand region,
A DIG promoted

To switch over

To the RAW

To membership

Of the Minorities Commission
After retirement.

A Sahitya Akademi award winner,

A Padma Shri,

Daruwalla

Is a poet of the brave heart

Dealing with tragedy and drama talk mainly,
Painting violence, wrath, human anger,
Malice, envy,

Vengeance, jealousy;

Curfew-clamped towns with

The shoot at sight orders,

Riots and tension brewing;

The flood-hit areas

Under water,

Submerged or drowned,

Muddy waters swirling
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And inundating,
Flowing above the danger level.

A poet of the night of the jackal,
The wolf howling,

Bloody, brutal and bestial,

He returning

When it is dark

With the hunter,

One of the kite, vulture and hawk,
The Towers of Silence,

He thinking of the laws of nature,
Wild and mystical,

Calm and ruffling,

He marking the tiger

With the rifle in hands.

A poet verbose and bombastic,

He is wordy and textured,

Old, archaic and obsolete,
Unsentimental

And unemotional,

Hard and tougher,

Deriving and drawing from

The RAW visits and studies

Even going to Iran,

Searching the roots of Zoroastrianism
And the stuffs of international relations
Which the RAW men have to undertake
For diplomacy and reading.

's Friends

‘s friends,

The birds of a feather flock together,

The same first poem writers

Or the first book authors,

The ramshackle poets not,

But poetasters, rhymers, non-poets and commoners
Are the poets of modern Indian poetry in English,
Getting prizes one by one

And the branded critics recommending them.
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After finding none as the buyers and takers of their poetry,
Poetry not exactly, but the verses,

They founded Writers’ workshop, Calcutta

To publish themselves

Or those who contacted them

Or got the favour with

Rather than representing the whole of India,
Represented they a coterie,

A section of acquaintances,

The Bombayans, the Calcuttans

And the Madrasis,

A factory of Indian English poets and poetesses
Leaving as the burden of the anonymous critics
Rather than historiographing them,
Biographing in who’s who?

Whom Did He Not Publish?

Whom did he not publish,
published Kamala, Pritish,
Daruwalla, Jayanta,

Adil, Katrak,

Vikram,

Whose books did he not bring out,
Those of Shiv ,

Lawrence Bentleman?

Dom Moraes

A woman-lover, a wine-drinker and a chain-smoker
Dom thought of himself

An Englishman,

But was an Indian,

A Goan Christian,

Though he tried to be

A Dylan Thomas,

But could he be,

A journo he was.

Adil Jussawalla
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Adil Jussawalla

After publishing Land’s End and Missing Person
Went he missing

And resurfaced after

A thirty-five year break,

With his new launches

The Right Kind of Dog and Trying to Say Goodbye.

A Parsi poet, he is of

Broken statements,

What he wrote about,

The half-said words and sentences,
Broken rhythms of earlier verse
Just brought in confusion

And we failed to mean

All that in his verses.

Arvind Krishna Mehrotra

Arvind though in the white glistening beards
Long and flowing

Is not the Tagore,

But it looks to be,

One from Lahore

And the English Deptt. of Allahabad Univ.,
A poet surreal,

A writer of a few,

Inclusive of tidbits, chit-chats

And the trifle

Though he had been a contestant

For the Professor of Poetry

For Oxford,

Which he perhaps deserved it not

Though got the lobbies with

To be in the picture.

Hurriedly Called We
In a hurry, a haste,
A huff,

Called we them
Modern Indian English poets,
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But they were not,

Are not even,

As India had been in search of,
Just to represent

The literary taste in India

And the feedback to be returned
To the West,

They are but ’s findings,

‘s not,

But ,

The Editor of the Illustrated Weekly of India.

Reading bad verses

Submitted by the Indians,

The mind eroded it, corroded it
And the moderns were not so
As they are,

These are the poets of today
Evolved and developed

From there

Otherwise could not have been
The poets of India.

Modern Poetry

Modern poetry is the poetry of exile and alienation,
Angst and bewilderment,

Dislocation and displacement,

Annihilation and deconstruction,

Malaise and crisis.

Without reading Eliot, Yeats, Auden,
Spender, MacNeice,

We cannot talk of modernity and modernism
In Indian English poetry.

Modern Indian English Poets
Modern Indian English poets
Just make a mockery of

Indian hunger,
Want and scarcity of foodstuffs,
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The mud-housemen,
Slum-dwellers and cottagers.

Isms In modern Poetry

There are several isms and tendencies
In modern English poetry

Which Indian English poetry cannot escape it
As they derive and draw from

The mainstream

And keep track of

Imagism, surrealism, symbolism,
Decadentism and lyricism

And poetry-movements

And the ‘ies’,

The thirties, the forties and the fifties,
Running as thus.

Has Poetry Died With asarathy’s Anthology of Ten Indian English Poets

Has poetry died with the publication of R Parthasarathy’s
Ten Indian English Poets,

Will there be no more poets after

Which is but a wrong notion

And what it hurts me is this that

asarathy writes about himself

In the same,

None but he himself

About his own poetry?

Is Indian English Poetry A One-book Ph.D.?
Indian English poetry is a one-book Ph.D.,
Where to get material from,

The books not available,

The poets unrecognized,

Whose whereabouts unknown?

Rabindrananth Tagore’s Gitanjali

Is one-book Ph.D.,

asarathy’s Rough Passage,

Vivekananda’s In Search of God & Other Poems,
Intermixing their poetry with prose.
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Anglo-Indian Poetry, Indo-English Poetry, Indian Poetry In English Or Indian
English Poetry?

Is it Anglo-Indian poetry to Indo-English poetry,
Indian poetry in English or Indian English poetry,
This is how Indian English poetry has evolved

All through the ages,

It was European

Then turned it anglicized of Indianized

Now the theme of Indianness bails it out

For the translation

Contemporary Indian English Poetry today

There are different types of poets into

The realm of Indian English poetry,

One is of the Writers Workshop, Calcutta publications,
Another of the independently published authors,
Another of the media-propped and lucky draws,
Another of the book houses,

But one should keep it in mind

That Vikram Seth’s first book was

Also rejected in the West

And it was by s press.

Strange Is It That You're Talking About English Poetry From The Northeast

Strange is it to hear about

That you're talking about

English poetry from the northeast,
You say it,

Is there anything like

Indian English poetry

And if it is not

Then how to talk of

English poetry from the northeast,
Poetry not in oral dialects,

But written English,

From Nagaland, Assam, Sikkim,
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Manipur, Mizoram, Meghalaya,
Tripura?

Now I can see it

That the academics from academia
Will manoeuvre and manipulate it

The level

To be poets and poetesses

If not

Then poetasters, rhymers, petty poets
Writing doggerel

To come to light

Through politics or poetry

As the so-called Indian litterati

Are editing literary journals

To be poets, critics, reviewers,
Research guides, university professors
And external examiners for the Ph.D.

The Seven Sisterly States, if You Are From The Northeast

If you are from Nagaland, sing of it,

The land of the nags,

Its tradition and modernity,

If from Manipur, tell us

About the myth and mystery of it,

If from Sikkim, tell us

About the land of Buddha and Buddhism,
The art, culture and language of it,

If from Assam, tell us about

The Karbis, the Bodos and others,

The Bihu songs and dances,
Kamrupa-Kamakhya,

If from Mizoram, about ancient tradition
And the shift to Christianity

And also the Burmese borders,

If from Arunachal the land of the rising sun,
The monastery and the passes

Leading to China,

If from Meghalaya, the clouds glistening
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And the rains.

There Is Nothing As English Poetry From The Northeast

There is nothing as English poetry
From the northeast,

Actually, the academics

After marking the authority absent
And literary vacuum prevailing,
The students and teachers are trying
Their best to be poets

Of India fame

Through the branding

Northeast English poetry,

But one should mark it

Fame is not all,

Awards is not all,

Think of those who are scholars
But without recognition,

Without name and fame,

Without any awards in their bag.

Indian English Poetry—A Re-assessment & Revaluation

Indian English poetry, as the history and origin of it,
Shows it

Is but a study in

Slender anthologies and minor voices,

The first poem writers,

The first book authors

And those who are going to write.

The trend continues in,

Of contributing a few

And contributing it,

One calling oneself a poet or poetess
Of state-level not,

But India-level,

An editor introducing

The acquaintances of his.

The critic too a no-man
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And the verse practitioner too a no-man

And Indian English poetry

A study in no-men,

Even those who do researches

On Indian English poetry

Start calling themselves poets and poetesses,
Is it not a repudiation of morality and ethics?

Indian English Poetry Itself

Indian English poetry itself

Is a study in

Self-styled poets and poetesses
Proclaiming writers,

Say, who is not,

Sri Aurobindo’s books arrived

From his Pondicherry Ashrama,
Vivekananda’s Ramkrishna Mission,
‘s from his Writers Workshop?

Even Arun Kolatkar, Adil Jussawalla,
Dilip Chitre and Arvind Krishna Mehrotra
Enjoined

As for clearing house, Pune,

A joint collaborative venture

Of self-styled poets,

As there had been no takers

Or buyers of their theories then.

What you see Nissim Ezekiel today

He was not,

Today we extol him,

But know it not the base

As his was of one of

The Elizabethans and the Metaphysicals,

Thomas Wyatt, Edmund Spenser and Shakespeare,
Marvell and Donne

And this is about his love poetry.

While in the latter written later on

He plays with irony and humour,
Tries to smile,
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Laugh,

Gesture,

Mock at and burst into
Guffaws and laughters,
Chuckling and grinning
Insider not,

But outsider.

Do You Know That?

Do you know

That vas Iyengar, and,
They too are writers of verse,
But we read them not,

Which but we should have.

Only Nissim Ezekiel, Kamala Das, Jayanta Mahapatra,
They cannot form the course of our studies,

We need to include the poets

Of the forties and the fifties,

A few more from the Pondicherry School

Can also be studied

Together with Aurobindo,

Which but do we not.

There Was A Time

There was a time when the researchers
Like it not to do their theses

On evolving Indian English poetry

And even by the way

Some did their works on Indian themes,
The English departmental teachers

Old and sober,

Schooled in classical and British texts
Used to frown upon

As for something Indian

And frankly speaking, the dull and bogus professors
Used to take up Indian English.

To day it is a matter of funding,
People taking money for major and minor projects
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From the UGC

As it has pressurized the teachers

For the Ph.D. programmes

And publications,

Seminars and symposia

And workshops

Relevant under the Career Advancement Scheme.

English Is Here

English is here

Of the Purdahwalli, the ghumtawalli,
The burkhawalli

And if this be the picture,

How to call oneself modern,

An Englishman?

Medievalism cost heavy

Upon us

And we paid the price

For intra-conspiracies and rifts,

The invaders looted and plundered India
All that was good in India.

The woman under the veil

Like the missing person

Saying it not her name

Or the name of her husband,

Just the tattoo saying it,

Backward, uneducated and below the poverty level.

There Were No Takers Or Buyers of Indian English Verse

There were no takers or buyers
Of Indian English verse then,

O takers of them,

No buyers of their theories,
People had not been in knowledge
That there existed one

Like Nissim Ezekiel or .

But when the UGC made it essential
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To introduce the Indian poets

And the Ph.D. a must for promotion,

The teachers started exploring possibilities,
For .,

Not on British literature.

But on Indian matters,

Be it the first class or third-class matter,
But the Ph.D. essential

Not for knowledge,

But for career advancement,

Do it somehow.

From the eighties the departments

Have started to read,

Before that it used to be sporadically

As we are today,

Indian English poetry,

Kamla Das, Kamala Das, Nissim Ezekiel, Nissim Ezekiel.

Decline of Poetry In The Modern Age

With the advancement of science and technology
In the modern age,

The age of information technology,

Some say it,

Poetry has declined in the modern age.

The Trend of Today

The poets of today, I mean the contemporary times
Are involved in mutual-praise and admiration,

One praising another,

One beats one’s own drums,

One writes about oneself.

Any edit the journals just for to be poets,
Just to get articles published

On their poetry,

I know them,

I can name them,
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You call me a poet,
I shall too call you,
Where have we gone to?

Poetry of The Hollow Men, Modern Hollow Men

Poetry of the hollow men,
Modern hollow men,

Read we,

Write we,

The poets as the hollow men,
The readers as the hollow men
All but hollow and shallow
From within,

Modern men the hollow men,
Mechanical and technical.

Science or Poetry?

Science or poetry,

Fact or fiction,

Faith or doubt,

Whom to attach to

As science too not less than?

For a man of physics,
Poetry is in physics,
One for of mathematics
It is in mathematics.

The world is not the creation
Of poetry,
But of science too

And the poet is not all.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Gandhist Doing Politics (For Anna Hazare)

Gandhism is good, but to do politics
Wearing khadi kurta and dhoti

And donning a khadi cap

Not good at all

As Gandhi never said to politics

In their name.

Be a Gandhist, but do it not politics
Under the banner and platform

Of Gandhism

As it is wrong to do Gandhism
Donning the clothes

And calling a follower of his,

A political scion of the icon.

Save the nation from the corrupt politicians
But do not excessive politics,

The drama of it,

Acting and overacting it,

Assess it,

Are you not on the gain,

Getting benefited from your political agenda?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Gift From God

The girl child is a gift from God,
Rare and priceless.

My daughter]
Whom love I most.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Girl Like The Rose

A girl like the rose, so sweet and fragrant, lovely and dazzling,
Never seen before,

Just like a rose, fair, fine and fresh

Standing before,

I could not imagine.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Girl Or A Dream?

Is she...?
Is she a girl or a dream?
Fancy or imagination?

A girl or a dream,
Tell you?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Girl Or An Embodiment Of Satyam, Shivam,
Sundaram?

A girl
Or an embodiment of
Satyam, shivam, sundaram?

A flower
Or a girl,
A celestial damsel?

Satyam is she no doubt,
Shivam too
And sundaram.

Let me,

Let me see the painting in full,
The model

Exactly like one,

Satyam, shivam, sundaram.

Truth, goodness and beauty was she really,
An embodiment of the three,

Whatis satyam is sundaram, shivam.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Glass Of Lassie To Beat The Indian Summer

A glass of lassie
Want I

To beat

The blazing heat
Of Indian summer
Hot and sultry.

Curd with sugar,

Cream and ice

And a little bit

Of pepper and black salt,
A glass of milky cold lassie.

Lassie chahiye,

Lassie chahiye,

The hawker coming and saying,
Lassie,

Lassie,

Cold lassie,

Sweet and sour and spiced,
Half-half.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Go9lden Statue Of Radha And Krishna

A golden statue

Of Radha and Krishna
Historical and old

Into the hands of mine,
What am I,

Am I seeing, God?

Found from the rubble

And debris of

The falling temples,

The temples dilapidating and old
Dating back to an age

Gone by

Of yore.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Golden And Ancient Statue Of Radha And Krishna

A statue of Radha and Krishna,

Golden and archaeological,

Historical and museumlogical,

Unearthed from the rubble of the falling temples,
The ruins if the dilapidated terracotta temples,
What to say about them?

A statue of yore, olden and beautiful,
But blackly as for lying under the rubble
Of the fallen temples,

The dilapidated and broken temples,
How to view them,

Lying for centuries,

How to view the statue Divine?

Radha with Krishna

Seated on a lotus

With a flute

And the lotus petals spread over
How to view them,

How to behold and see the statue
a thing historical,

Archaeological and museumlogical?

But I do not know why the statue is blackly
Whether the artisans painted black

Or coated so

With the paint over

Or it grew black

As for lying under the earth?

The statue golden of yore,
Antique and age-old,
Ancient and centuries-old,
How to behold it,

How to see it,

Take into the hold of mine?
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Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Golden And Glistening Love

A golden and glistening love
Standing before me,

Putting me in a perplexity,

Should I write poetry

Or go after her,

A girl rarely golden and glistening,
What the heroine will look

Before her?

The girl is so beautiful

That one will stop writing
Novels, poems and short stories
To find her

As there is no love

Greater than getting a beautiful beloved.

You take away my manuscripts,
But let me see her,
A girl never seen before.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Golden Statue Of Radha And Krishna (Haiku)

A golden statue of Radha and Krishna
Which I have found from the fallen temples
Of terracotta temples, my Anandamurti.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Golden Statue Of Radha-Krishna Cast In Gold
Unearthed From The Ruined Temples

From the debris of the terracotta temples,
Built ages ago and centuries old,

Made from limestone powder and small bricks,
A small of Radha and Krishna arsing out,

The spade falling upon with a clink

And a golden statue

Made from pure gold

But blackly coated appearing on

From the fallen walls of the temples.

A golden but blackly-coated, I do not know, as for what,
For lying intot the earth

Or blackly coated to hide the public gaze,

O, how, how to behold,

O, how, how to keep it

The thing of the museum,

Of the temples olden and histriographical,

Dilapidated and fallen,

O, from the rubble and debris of,

Have I my Radha and Krishnal!

The statue a gift from the Divine,
History, art, clture and tradiiton,
Looking black, but made form pure gold,
Weighing heavy,

Blackly-coated, but golden,

Lying earthed into the foundation wall,
Fallen pillars and colums of the ruined temples,
Dilapidating and falling,

Abandoned and deciphering,

Neglected and ignored,

The small-smal terracotta temples made
From limestone powder and bricks.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Golden, But Blackly Statue Of Radha And Krishna
Emerging From The Fallen Temples

A statue
Of Radha and Krishna
Emerging from the rubble of fallen temples.

The statue is golden,
But coated in black
Or it became so after remaining in under.

The diggers digging
The foundation stone deep into the earth
And the spade with a clink stopping.

The statue emerging from,
A beautiful, but black statue of Radha and Krishna
Seated on a lotus.

Radha flanking him
And he with a flute
Cast in gold, carved in gold.

From the mouldering heap of the debris and rubble,
Broken columns and pillars,
A statue emerging from.

A statue of Radha and Krishna,
Cast in gold
And crafted emerging from with a clink.

Lord Vishnu's incarnation,

Blackly Krishna radiating before,

Giving anandam.

From the rubble and the debris of the fallen temples,
Made from limestone powder and small bricks,

Small-small and old.

The small-small, centuries old temples,
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Dateless and without the history
As a witness and testimony to history, art and culture.

And I awe-struck and aghast to see the statue into hands of mine
A priceless and valuable statue
Of Radha and Krishna.

One of the museum, blackly and antique,
Centuries old and dating back to

To an age gone by.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Good Man

A good man,

In search of a good man

Am I,

Have been searching for long,
Maybe it that this life will spend
In waiting

For him to come.

A good man,

Good and noble from within,

Search 1

As the present-day world needs
Them most urgently,

Is in the dire need of them,

As have been searching desperately.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Got-Up Case With Regard To Contermporary Writing

You call me a poet,

I shall call you

And our hidden strategy and agenda
Let it be a top secret

And lest it be known,

The crows will spoil the things

After crowing around the mynah’s nests
With the eggs.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Grammarian Or A Poet

Do you want to be a grammarian or a poet?
If a grammarian, dwell in grammar

And if a poet, placing the hand on the heart,
Write you your love poetry.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Haikuist

Is he a Japanese,
A Korean
Or a Chinese?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Half-Read Man's Half-Read English, An Englishman's
Alsatian Dog Too Can Growl In English

We the Indians, after knowing a little English, think we ourselves
The great learners of it,

I mean the masters of the language

But we have forgotten it

That the master of the masters

Lies he there

And the reality is this we the learners

Of an acquired language, an alien one,

A link language,

A dictioanry consulting one

But we like the green, but pink-ring-necked parrots
Of the fortune-tellers,

Telling sita-Ram, Sita-Ram,

Send the buti, the herbal material,

Means soaked grams and others

And the illiterate passers-by seeing

In great astonishment

The parrots of the pundit

Taking the Hari-name,

The name of the Lord.

Even the cooks of the Englishmen can speak in English,
The peons of the convent schools,

So, what to pride over?

Generally, the half-read persons keep finding faults with,
With your language and grammar

As they themselves cannot write it.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Handful Of Ashes

A handful,

Handful of ashes

To be immersed in,
Swept into

The river waters
Telling of

What it lived it here,
What saw I it here.

Ashes,

Ashes,

The bodily ashes,

My ashes,

Ashes,

The remains of the body.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 166



A Handful Of Ashes & Coals

Just a handful of ashes and coals
Am I to disintegrate finally,
After the lighting of the fire logs
The body will finish it all.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Handfulof Ashes, Bodily Ashes

A handful,

Handful of ashes

To be immersed in,
Swept into

The river waters
Telling of

What it lived it here,
What saw I it here.

Ashes,

Ashes,

The bodily ashes,

My ashes,

Ashes,

The remains of the body.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Hanuman

A hanuman,

An Indian hanumn,
How he jumps on

The rooftops,

Hangs by the boughs
Of the trees

Plucking fruits

And tasting,

An indian chimpanzee,
Black-mouthed

And white brown-furred
And tailed,

Tease it not,

May slap

Or bite

Or scratch!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Historic Win; A Clear Majority For Modi, But The
Challenges Lie Ahead

India went to the polls,

Fates were sealed into the ballot boxes,
The franchise was exercised,

Voted to power,

When the results were published,

The lotus came surging,

for the first time

The man mattered,

The magic of his personality,

The rhetoric of his vocabulary,

Taking challenges, hurling verbal duals
And the public got lured by

The version of his speech

And the promises made before

As per the wishes to fulfill them

If voted to power.

A dhartiputra, lover of the mother earth
And of India,

thinking of the Ganga-seva and the aarti,
He'll do it, do it definitely,

Fulfill it what he has promised

Without hurting anyone's feelings,

A karmayogi

For whom karma is dharma.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Huge Black Statue Of Kali

A huge dark statue
Of Kali lies it
Before,

O, you

Go not

Without

Seeing Her

A huge dark black statue
Of Kali,

You come and go

After seeing

Her,

The Mother,

The Mother of the world
Into whose Hands

Is life and death.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Jadavpurian

A Jadavpurian

With a beedi in one hand

While Maxim Gorky's Mother in another,
Flanked by a belle

Going together with.

Oh, life could be a love song,
Song, dance and romance,

Under the skies,

None there to obstruct,

You keep talking late into the night

With the beloved

And smoking a beedi,

Lying flat on the ground

And the beloved by your side.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Japanese Girl, How Beautiful Is She! A Doll From
Japan

A Japanese girl,

How beautiful is she!

A doll from Japan

And with her

My heart in Osaka, Tokyo.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Jasmine-Like Beloved

A jasmine-like love

Want I

And dreaming of her,

Want I to pass it by the night

In all her admiration and appreciation.

A jasmine-like love full of fragrance,
Sweetening it all with her presence.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Jazz Poet

For to be a jazz poet
I need to be a jazz musician,
A jazz singer,

A jazz man

Jazzing

With my script,
Instruments,

Ways of living,
Pitches of the voice
Going colloquial,
Prosaic, broken

And harsh,

Breaking and joining,
Joining and breaking.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Journey By Indian Train

My God, the night is dark,

Where am I going,

Whether o.k. or something wrong,
Am I in the right train or not,
Where will it take to,

Where is it going to,

My God?

Will all the passengers alight
From the local train

In the mid-way stations,
The daily commuters,

I in suspense,

On marking them alighting,
Getting down?

When the train left for,

There had been many passengers
And I for getting a seat,

Sat in the train

Without knowing the things,
Going for a long distance,

But as the night descending,
People are alighting?

All the passengers alighted they,
Got down from

And I left all alone

With a few ragged men siting,
Perhaps the pick-pockets

As their activities otherwise,
Taking the name of God,

An escape, a save.

The train rushing down
Oblivious of the fears lurking in,
But the security staff not,

The bogies appearing manless
And the light too burning dimly
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And I too marking all that
Trying to befriend the awkward fellows
As for safety.

The halts lonely in between the stations,
The masters closing the counters

After the ticket sell,

The lights too fainter,

The vagabonds, drunks and abnormals
Moving on

Or without them.

Even the platforms without good toilets,
Full of pick-pockets, goons and thugs,
No place to sit on

And to rest,

The crowds seem to be swapping,
Changing places

And waiting to enter in.

The without tickets on the seats
Sitting not,

But sleeping and acquiring them,
Unwilling to leave or get up

And again trying to go up

And to sit on the high bench

And apart from people jostling

And pushing in the bogey sometimes.

Many in the morning wanting to push coal bags
From the colliery region

Behind the seats,

Some wanting to place the vegetable bags

Into the toilet side,

Some knapsacks placed near the toilet gates
And the toilets stinking.

It seems that a hundred dead rats
Stinking in the toilet,

Giving out the stench,

Smelling foul,

Petrifying and rotting smell,
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Making to feel vomit
With nothing to wash the hands.

Indian trains and their situations
Telling of the poor and over loads
Of the trains

Which keep chugging and whistling,
Entering and exiting,

Always overcrowded and in rush,
The loads lessening it not.

he trains packed with passengers

Increasing, lessening i not,

Telling of the crores of unmanageable people,
Overbearing and reproducing,

The overcrowded trains and hanging onto passengers
Telling of the population explosion,

No birth control,

God the Almighty is giving

And you fathering more,

The mother turning into a skeleton.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Journey By Train

The Indian railway running by the grace of Lord Rama,
Chugging and whistling,

The light is, but the bulbs are not,

A few of them burning dimly,

Sometimes dim light too is not,

Nothing seen in that feeble and frail light

And the train running in darkness

From halt to halt, platform to platform.

Those who had to sit are fallen flat on the stretchers
For the luggage,

On the seats,

Just like the Paglets or Hamlets

And if ask you for a seat,

They will abuse you

As for disturbing sleep.

Running late, making you drop late into the night
And you at a loss

Where to go and where not

At the halt or on the platform,

Passing the night somehow

In a great trouble,

Or as for a doze or napping,

Alighting at a manless halt unknowingly

Or the train is not in time.

Very often the rats stinking in the toilet,

One hundred or one thousand and one rats rotting,
As the common man will say,

Sometimes water is short of

After you have gone,

When pressing the tap,

Water is not coming,

Somehow getting out of the unpredicted situation.

Sometimes not, many a time have I

The without ticket passengers sitting on the seats
And you standing on foot,
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He gossiping and sleeping

And you looking into him,

Sometimes the passengers hanging on to the rod
And going over the head to slip past

Into the packed compartment,

The attaché falling on your head

And the boots of the countryside rough and tough gentleman
Crushing the toes

And the already present incumbent taking the name

Of his mother and father,

As for the jostle and push

In the crowd,

Oh, God, save me, save me

From this Hitler,

The fellow whose toe is crushed whispering!

But the cruel fellow, the blunt boy,

A ruffian of some sort,

I mean the rugged man,

Uncouth and clumsy unmindful of all that,
He has to reach home,

Nothing to worry about others,

He can even push you

If pick a quarrel with the gang man.

Does he a tough rhetoric in a vernacular,

Is this train of your baap, I mean father,

Into English,

But the reality is this that it is

Neither of his father nor that of the poor fellow’s,
But who says to whom,

Who to make the ruffian understand?

The police too coming not even if sometimes, wanting to take the men away
Got into innocently in the ladies’ compartment

And getting down with something, taking that from,

Again at a station, the other policemen getting into

And on seeing them,

The innocent people jumping off

To be into another crowded compartment

And the railway officials too putting in a few
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For the general passengers,
Getting into and down from station to station.

But all the bogies the reserved compartments, the sleeper bogies,
Nothing to identify them boldly,

In some of the second class sleeper bogies, sleep during the daytime
And sit up during the daytime,

How can it be,

How can it be all this?

]

The poor railway with the load of Indian population,

No birth control,

God gives, God will rear,

Man will not,

But I ask them,

Why do you go to hospitals,

Why not to look up to God in thankfulness,

He will come and treat you,

Have you forgotten pregnancy deaths?

The poor Indian railway with a mammoth of crowds,
The people in gargantuan traffic jams,

An Indian population of one crore and more,

Yet to trespass China in census and its statistics,
Chugging somehow,

Whistling and leaving the station

To unload,

But again it gets loaded in the next station.

And coming to the bogies,

A mass of uneducated, half-fed and half-clothed gathering,
Some about bread, cloth and housing,

Some about party and politics,

Some about religion,

Some about corruption and bribery,

Scams and scandals,

Very, very boring to hear them lecturing

But none about how to make it good.

Some rubbing tobacco, some smoking cigars,

Some spitting,
The pantry men supplying food
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But the food costly,
Everything dear and unavailable,
Somewhere someone has vomited.

After the whole-day duty,

Sometimes the crowded evening trains become empty as the commuters
Keep alighting from one by one

And the distance runners in the hope seated well change them not,

But the midway empty bogies full of pickpockets,

Their bizarre talks and activities,

Start intimidating the passenger’s self

And he gets closer to for fear of life and belongings being snatched
And the pickpocket as gentleman assures him

As for nothing to fear

And the poor passenger eats a biscuit of his

And sleeps well

To reach other station than that of his destination,

The police making getting down

And you in full sleep,

Lying fallen flat,

Intoxicated and senseless.

Coming to senses or on seeing the police thrashing the danda,
Saying, where am 1,

The police wanting to bring in correspondents

As for money and news items,

But you wanting to return home,

Unable to write an application correctly

As being drugged.

Poor India’s poor people imagine I on seeing them,
The masses on the platforms

Waiting to board trains,

Alighting and getting into,

So many in humber,

I mean the huge crowds

While the left-overs on the tracks dirtier.

Poor India’s poor pictures see I, imagine I

After seeing the beggars,
The human excreta on railway tracks,
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The lavatories lying closed
Or without water on the platform,
Poorly maintained.

The heroines stylistic, bobbed, hi-fi, in the sunglasses,
On seeing them seated

In the first class compartments,

Write I not,

I write on seeing the poor people,

The poor picture of Humble India,
Ragpickers’ India,

Picking polythene sheets and carry bags
On the tracks,

You say it,

They too are men.

Am I right,

Am I speaking right,

But pity not all,

As the humble poor few,
The naked poor many,
What did I say, say to you,
You just believe me,

Isn't it?

And the Indian railway chugging, coming on to the platform,
Departing for,

Flagged off or whistling itself,

None to show the gateways,

The entrance and the exit

And that is why people getting down

And crossing the tacks,

Risking their lives,

Unmindful of

And the trains coming.

Sometimes the chain being pulled down and the train stops
In the dark near a halt,

The rustics getting down

As their grievances for a stoppage lie it not redressed,
Sometimes the dacoits loot the passengers

And fire upon,
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Dacoit Malkhan Singh banging at the gate
To open it and twirl the mustache
In a dhoti and kurta with a rifle.

Sometimes the pickpockets running with your wrist watch
Holding you stylistically out of the windows,

The branded watch, not the electronic cheaper ones

And after having snatched it,

The pickpocket showing it to you

And you getting angry, but what to do then

And in the meantime the train chugging,

Whistling and going.

Sometimes the signalman with the lantern sleeping at the halt
And the train passing through,

One halt telephoning another halt for information

And they inspecting,

Whether did the station master sleep

Or was it a sabotage

To drug him for a disaster?

Even if feel you sick and ailing on the platform,
There is none to help you,

There is none to come to attend your call,

You weeping alone,

The tears falling down

And the world in the go its own,

Unmindful of all that.

On the platform, people in the queues not for shows
But for to be in the toilets,

Lined and lined,

In rows,

Waiting for

And they coming not,

Taking time,

Even near the toilet doors,

Some standing.

The Indian train running by Rama’s grace

Without any mai-baap chugging,
Whistling and going even without water and light sometimes,
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The officials taking money,
But unmindful of their duties,
Public service to be rendered.

You sitting at the halt and the men at the ticket counter
Closing them,

As for the halt being away from human haunt

And security guards too not there

And you waiting in the dark,

Fearing the pickpockets and thieves,

Asking God the Almighty to help you,

Reading the lines from the Hanuman Chalisa

And the Chandipatha,

Asking Bhababati to be of your help.

You sitting at the halt and the men at the ticket counter
Closing them,

As for the halt being away from human haunt

And security guards too not there

And you waiting in the dark,

Fearing the pickpockets and thieves.

Lord Ram’s country and Lord’s Rama’s train going
Somehow, Ram is with,

Not the people of the country,

Inactive and lazy humber one

And Ramyji’s seated on the seats

And going.

Somewhere the coal bags are pushed under the seats

And the personnel searching for

And the poor and clever ladies traceless

Without any charges

And the saviours will rake something for savouring or for dakshina
As for taking them freely,

Otherwise will not let go.

Sometimes even in the toilet end there can found a knapsack
Full of green vegetables

Being taken to the capital and to cities

And if this be,

How t talk of health and hygiene,
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Sanitation and cleanliness?

You feeling thirsty and alighting at a red-signalled halt
And in the meantime,

The whistling and chugging,

You either running to get hold of the rod

Or left behind repenting,

Why did you get down for water,

Couldn’t you suppress your thirst?

Sometimes the hawker comes and offers you a glass of drink,

Curd and water mixed or lemon and sugar mixed

And drink you in hunger and thirst

And when asked about the price,

You stunned to hear about

The abnormal bill to be given to

Other wise his gang man coming to avenge it,

As he said to you something and heard you heard about lower price.

Coming to the baap’s station, I mean the platform,
I mean the home,

I can only get peace,

The peace of mind,

A sound mind in a sound body

And if the body is in trouble,

No peace will be therein.[]

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Landscape With Imagery

The marshy plot of land, full of green grass, mud and water,
The small-small, white-white cows grazing,

The white-white lilies abloom,

The storks and cranes alighting,

Moving near-near the white cows,

The small-small Indian breed cows.

The lilies fair and white, chiselled with the landscape
Solitary and secluded,

The small-small cows grazing deep into,

The cranes and storks alighting,

Moving nearer,

Going together with

And flapping the wings.

The white-white cows, the white-white lilies, the white-white cranes and storks,
Things looking lovelier

On a green spot, the marshy plot of land!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Landscapic Scenery

The small-small breed Indian white cows grazing,
The white-white lilies in the marshy plot blooming
And the white-white cranes picking cereals and going together with.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Literary Evening Burquawalli Ki Yaad Mein
(Arranged In Saudi Arabia)

A literary evening
In the memory of Burquawalli,
In the nakab, the hijab.

An evening descending,
Buquawalli as my mistress in love
Going, passing through

And the heart in shock and hurts
And the wounds bleeding it again.

I with the palm on the heart
To balm and console,
Reading my shayari

In the memory of her,
Burquawalli as my love,

My mistress.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Little Country Daughter, So Loving And Working,
But Never Complaining Against Her Lot

Half-fed and half-clothed,

Lousy and clumsy,

But affectionate and loving,
Caring and working

The little country daughter,
Keeping the younger brother in her lap
She playing and doing the work,
Helping her mother,

Even being hungry,

Taking food late into the day,
Just the left-overs in her lot,

But still she is happy

In a poor and dirty attire of hers,
A little girl in a frock

Carrying the load of her brother.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Little Daughter, What Have I In Poor India?

A little daughter,

What have I given to her

In Poor India,

A girl child so much
Neglected and ignored,
half-clothed and half-fed,
Herself a small girl child

But taking the small brother
Into the lap of hers

She going her way,

Weeping the muddy floor

At morn and eve, .

Helping her mother

In cooking,

Washing utensils, Jtaking food late
At midday,

The just left-overs in her fate,
A poor girl child

In Poor India

Born with a poor lot.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

191



A Little Learning

A little learning is a dangerous thing, as goes the clichéd saying,
Those who know a little or rise from small levels

Think themselves great

And there is nothing in that greatness,

As they are the petty men and women

Who have nothing

But self-pride and ego with them.

A little learning is the thing talk I, all those schooled half
And the half yet to be learnt,

Never complete, never perfect,

But half, half in wisdom and knowledge

And their attainment,

But feeling great about them

None but they themselves,

Basking in its glory.

I have seen a man, many a woman, all those half-learnt,
Half-schooled, half-scanned calling themselves great,
The well-read, knowledgeable fellows,

All those countrified men,

The rustics as scholars

And the scholars as rustics.

Everything is but His, so way to pride over in a foolish way,

What it is him is not you, what it is in me is not you,

See the wild flowers and feel about it,

Do they ever say about the display of their rioting colours and hues
Quite unknown, quite unseen,

Hidden from the world,

Wide world and its purview,

Do we ever know?

Many fellows have just grown out from what they had been in the past
And have just improvised, availed of opportunity to grab it,

Have manipulated and manouevred to be in power and position
Otherwise would not have,

What you see them today, sitting on chair,

Calling themselves great men

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 192



And feeling great,
Something endurable and contributory.

But I know them as little learning, the men of little learning,
The little-little men,

Half-red and half-schooled

Calling themselves great,

Feeling great, something about,

Befooling and belittling you,

Talking of vainglory,

Doing the self-praise.

The petty-petty local poetasters, rhymers, non-poets and commoners
I have seen them calling great poets

And a few have turned into too

By managing the things,

I have seen the H.S. pass library staff

Turning into varsity librarians

Just by improvising,

The stenos changing over into personal assistants,

I mean a type of the magistrate,

The election department supervisors into election officers,
The block-level supervisors into officers,

My God, how can it be?

My God, what to say about them,

What more do you want to hear from me,

Is this the world of bluff-mastership, bungling and bargaining,
Is it for bargaining?

I have seen a primary schoolteacher and that too a throughout third-class
Purchasing the doctorate degree

And calling himself not Mr., but Dr.,

But which doctor is he, I don’ know it?

I have seen the middle men rising high in life,

The men stooping to conquer,

Stooping and cringing,

I mean the spoons.

I have seen the somehow B.A. pass candidate that through the complimentary
exam.

From the stipend getting, a little-paid homeguard to the deputy superintendent
rank,
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I have seen the honorarium getting supervisors

Turning into the child development gazetted officers,

I have seen the footpath men turning into councilors and legislators,
The sepoys of communism as communist bosses,

The insurance-company agents turning into assistant branch managers
As for business policies

And the companies giving them cars and motorcycles from my own money
He riding them with petrol free, but I walking on foot.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Little-Educated Black Girl

A little-educated

That half-read girl,

Does she no house work,
But instead thinks herself
An officer,

A magistrate

Which his father was not,
But she is

That black girl

Whom the beauty bath soap too cannot
Cleanse forth,

So ugly is she

But thinks within herself
A heroine,

A film actress.

As she is the first

To see light of education

In her home

So struts and walks on tip-toe
She the black girl,

The coal black girl,

Ugly and dark-looking,

Coal black maiden,
Half-read and half-educated
Just like a half-wit

Taunting with

Her jibes and strides.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Loafer, The Making Of An Indian Loafer

The spoilt son of a humble father
He instead of reading,

Writing and going to school,
Keeps bad company

And absenting himself from

A loafer,

An Indian loafer

He starts his tryst with
Tobacco-rubbing and chewing not,
But with cigarette taking,

loafing about and smoking

In the company of,

Smoking and parleying,

Loafing and loafing

The son of a good father,

An inactive and lazy boy

Spoilt,

Living a lavish and luxurious life,
Spending money on narcotics,
Not good food,

But on spirits and intoxicants,
Ready to take to bottles.

A loafer keeps he about loafing,
Loafing and loafing,

Roaming and rambling,

A loafer he

Smoking and driving

A biker he,

A rash and reckless driver
After style and manners

And girls,

In the goggles

Thinking of a hero,

A theatrical not,

But a cinematic one,

With the belt and the handkerchief
Eyeing the girl,

The would heroine of his life,
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A loafer,

An Indian loafer

Talking of outing and tours,

The musical set, the mobile phone
And the watch.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lonely Man In A Lonely World Walking The Ways Of
Life

Lonely man,
Lonely world,
And lonely the ways of life.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lonely Self

A lonely woman,
How lonely
And alone!

Into the streets
And paths of life
And the world.

She treading alone,
Childhood, youth, but shadows
Trailing behind.

A lonely woman
Lonely in life
And the world.

Where was she,
Where did she grow up
And where has she come to?

The questions mesmerizing
Her self,
Questioning in askance.

Her self and womanhood,
Her virginity,
Character.

A lonely woman

Lonely on the paths of life
And the world.

Lonely, all lonely,

A lonely woman

On the paths of life she but alone.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 199



A Lonely Woman

A lonely woman
In a lonely world,
Where will she go
Alone?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lonely Woman Under Lonely Nights

A lonely woman under the lonely nights,
That mad young woman.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Look At Jayanta Mahapatra's Door Of Paper

The poet knocks at the door of the mind,
Thought and idea, knowledge and wisdom
To reach the heart of the matter

And to realize.

Freedom is essential for writing a piece
And mystery is like the mantra,
Silence is the last word,

Time is but a factor.

There is a door in the heart of man
And it never opens
And even if, it leads to vastness

And realization of the self.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Love Letter

Now the love letters are scarce to be found,
But here was a time

When the lovers used to write stealthily

To be dropped and picked anonymously.

Now on the phone it all happens,
Proposed, accepted or rejected directly.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lovely Girl Standing Next To Me In The Library

A lovely girl standing next to me in the library,
Borrowing the book,

Let me see her, see her

A girl never seen,

So beautiful and lovely!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lover Girl Like You, Want I, Did You Listen To? A
Lover Girl Just Like You, Want I, Did You Hear Me? I
Love You, Love You

A lover girl,

A lover girl girl
Just like you,
Just like you
Want I,

A lover girl
Just like you,
Just like you
Want I.

A lover girl,
Lover girl,
Want I,
Want I

Just like you,
I love you,
Love you,
Did you,

Did you say
Something?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lover Of A Muslim Girl Am I

A lover of a Muslim girl am I,
My name is,

I love her really,

Burgawalli,

My Burgawalli,

Your Burgawalli,

The beaytu under

The black veil

Just like the moon

Under the sheet of black clouds,
Butt the moon is moon.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lover Of Heart, I Did Not Find, Did Not Moving To
Americas, Never Did I, Did I In Cuba, Brazil, Columbia

Saw I the jazz,
Blues,

Heard I

The rappers,
But never,
Never did I

A lover,

A lover of heart.

Never did I,

Did I

A lover,

A lover of heart

In Columbia,

Mexico,

Brazil

Ignoring wine, body and cigar.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lover Of Your God-Gifted Face

A lover of your God-gifted face
Am I here,

Just your God-gifted face.
Thank you.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lover Was 1

A desperate and devastated lover was I,

Ruining my all in love,

Seeing my devastation

And in utter despair, dejection and despendence,
Singing the songs of broken,

Which I suffered, but could not say it,

Just went on bearing the pains of love.

The heart broke it like the glass pieces

And while collecting, pricked it

And it bled too,

The heart used to beat abnormally

And it used to ache

But there was none to dress the bleeding wounds of love.

Viewing the red roses, playing with the innocent children,
Walking into the open,

I used to console the broken self of mine,

Putting the hand over the heart

I used to disperse the pains.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lover's Heart

A lover's heart
Only a lover can feel it,
Understand.

A lover's heart

Is it so sensitive and sentimental,

Full of emotional feelings.

The feelings of the heart

Just like the waves splashing and retreating

On the seashore.

I also want to love,
Give my heart to someone.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Lyrist Am I, The Lyrist Of Love/My Love, You Do Not
Know It/ How Much Do I Love You?

Under the moon-lit nights, write I,

My love lyrics,

Dreaming I under the attic of the fair stars
Twinkling

And the fair, full moon

Shining up above.

O

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Mad & Maniac Man (The Disturbed Psyche)

A maniac man
Locking and re-locking
The box.

A lone man
Going on the way
And babbling to himself.

Going on the way,
Doing the self-talk,
A strange tryst with destiny.

Destiny’s lone child,
How disturbed and broken is he,
A man of split personality!

He himself the talker,

He himself the listener,

How emotionally disturbed is he!
A poor fellow laden under

The load of life,

Talking and going on the way all alone.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Mad Girl

A mad girl
Viewing the mad world
Madly.

So madly
But where to go?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Mad Man

A mad man
Going
Madly.

On
The path
Of life.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Mad Man Under The Canopy Of The Night

A mad man under the canopy of the night,
The attic of the open skies

Full of stars and the moon

Shining up above,

The stars twinkling.

But the mad man smiling
By himself in the rags
And talking to himself,
Babbling by, muttering
And murmuring.

A mad man

With the hair grown up
And bearded,

Clumsy and torn,
Muttering to himself.

Under the open skies

Full of stars and the moon,
He babbling by himself,
Muttering and pattering
And smiling.

Talking nonsense,

Calling night as day,

Oblivious of time sometimes,
Smiling and pattering out

In the rags and clumsy clothes.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Mad Poet 1

Shall tell you the story
Of my life someday.

How mad had I been,
How mad had I been after this poesy,

Today this much!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Man For A Man

It was my dream to be a man

But oh, I could not not be!

Sorry to say, I could not be a man
And it's my repentance of the heart
That I could not be.

In course of time I could manage it huge wealth
Turning me into a man much moneyed and propertied

But oh, I could not be a man.

One should learn to be a man first rather than anything
And if you could not be, you are not a man.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Man For A Man (The Sense Of Humanity)

A man for a man,
What can be greater than this,
A man helping a man?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Marxist

A Marxist is a divisive man

Dividing society

Between the have and the have-nots,
Handing the power baton over

To the proletariat,

But the bourgeois lying in wait

To wrest power from.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Master Of Haiku

A haikuist
Adept in
Writing haiku.

The haiku

On his mind,

Heart and soul.

He in haiku

And the haiku in him

Cannot help without.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Middle-Aged Man With The French-Cut Beards, I
Could Not Ask Him

While meeting him,

A middle-aged man

With the French-cut,

A little bit

Beards

On the chin

And that too without any beards,
A clean-shaven personality,

He took me by surprise

With an attache in the hand,
Holding it,

Going,

Shortish, but wheatish and fair
Looking smart and grave

And sober

In the pants and the shirt

A middle-aged man

Nearing sixty

Or sixty,

You take it

Just with a little

On the chin

And the specs

Golden and shining,

Looking smart, grave and sober.

Meeting him at the town square
And passing by,

Meeting accidentally

As the eyes fell upon,

I wanted to say,

Ask him,

Hello, sir, how are you,
Meeting him accidentally,
By chance

Coming upon

such a personality,
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Though wanted I to ask,
But could not,

How are you, sir,

A personality so attractive
And charming,

So impressive and sober,
Good-looking and grave,
Could not,

Could not,

How are you,

How are you, sir?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Minute's Silence, Observe You

Detaching you from

All worldliness,
Commotion and tumult,
job and assignment

And the workload upon,
Meditate, meditate you
Locking yourself,

Fixing the mind,
Forgetting you

All of your

Relations and connections
Just to relax you,

Relax you

From the strain and stress.

A minute's silence,
Just a minute give you
And get you more

In return

Your calm composure,
Strain-free,
Stress-free,

Give you

The brain food

And get you

In return

What it removes

Our worries and anxieties,
What it does away with
The pressure of
Modern life.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Missing Person By Jayanta Mahapatra

Is about an Indian woman

Living a nameless life,

Call her Ghumtawalli, Purdahwalli,
The artiste behind the theatre curtain,
The tattoo on her hands

Telling the name of her lord

Whose name she cannot take.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Misty Winter Morning

The harsh winter with the bleak hopel]
Lashing the houses with cold winds, [
Hidden in mist, fog, chill and frost, [
The sun struggling to come outl]

And the gossamers wet with dews.[]

The pathways still not visible, [ Ol

I cannot see what it lies ahead,

Dare not step outsidel] O

Marking the frost and chill in the air, [
The cold and harsh wind lashing.

The chill in the air, [ ]

The wind blowing hard, U O
People with wrappers and blankets
Yet to beat the coldest winter days, [
When the sun lies it hidden.

The ruffle is in the air, O

The leaves rustling a little,

The mist encompassing around
Everything but chilled and frosty.

I daring to open the window

And on marking it outside, the chill in the air, the misty stillness,
The wind blowing, leaves rustling by,

Close it in

As to stay indoors.
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A Modern Girl As An Indian Englsih Poetess

Lo, see me,

I am an Indian English poetess,
See how dress I,

Do I look beautiful or not?

Do you know

For poetry

I left my husband
And am free now?

Now live I

In the Acharya Rajneesh's ashrama,
A post-modern

Am I.

My first love had been
My Ph.D. guide

Who was also a poet,
I did my Ph.D.

On his poetry.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Modern Girl In The Make-Up, The Face And The
Dress Saying It

A modern girl

In the make-up,
Full make-up

So attractive

And smiling,
Natural and fresh.

But the magic is not

As all that artificiality,
Nothing natural,

Even faded and wrinkled can
Appear to be fresh

In the beauty parlour.

In the mirror seeing her face,
Standing her time before,
Powdering and creaming,
Applying the lipstick

On the lips,

Red powder spots on the cheeks.

A girl powdered and creamed,
Smiling and lovely,

charming and fine,

Natural and beautiful,
Dramatic and artistic,

Have you seen her before?
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A Modern Indian English Poetess In The Goggles

In the goggles you are looking a great poet,
A modern city girl,

Not modern,

But post-modern, post-colonial,

Going beyond modernism and the modernist.
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A Modern Indian Woman Calling Herself A Poetess Of
India Not England

A modern woman calling herself a poetess
Modern, colourful, painted and gay,
Bobbed, hi-fi, modn and contemporary,
Urban and of city space

Calling herself a poetess,

Not of India, but of England,

Looking like a sadhvi with a rudrakhsmala
But is not,

A Rajneeshite,

With the golden specs on the eyes,

Ay, the lens-eyed lady

After applying and attempting

Herbal and other cosmetics

A girl in a beauty contest

Doing a catwalk,

A copycat she

With a red spot on the forehead,

Iron, sea shell and gold bangles

On the wrists,

Reciting poetry

And shaking the golden brown hair

As if were a beauty queen,

Not a poetess.
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A Modern Man

He is a modern,
A busy man,
Keeps he busy with.

Living in a metropolitan town,

On the third or fourth floor of the mansion,
Gets he down by the lift,

Switches on to reach the top.

And as a commuter he goes to his office,
Coming and going,

The time passing in a bus.
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A Modern Poet, Smoking, Pausing, Thinking And
Going

With a cigar held in between the fingers,

He taking the puffs pausing, thinking something,
Trails of smoke arising

And the lines of poetry too coming to

In its train of ideas and images.

How to be modern?
Smoking cigars to be modern and to be a poet,

Emptying one packet after another.
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A Morning With Raga Bhairavi

It is a fine morning
And I passing it
Listening to Raga Bhairavi.

The shehnoi taking me far away
Into the morning
Flashing over

And the world awaking and arising from.
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A Muslim Maiden Ravishingly Beautiful Standing At My
Door

A girl,

Mohammedan girl

Ravishingly beautiful,

White and beautiful

With the Turkic blood,

Afghani

Or Central Asian,

She came,

Came to ask for help

As for familial support,

A beggar girl

And I stunned, surprised

After seeing her

A girl alms-seeking

But so young and lovely

With blood

Oozing out

From her pink or appleyish cheeks,
A portrait so artistic and grand,
Sober and charming

That I could not avert my gaze
From having a look at her,

A maiden young and beautiful,
So lovely and charming

With a face-cutting so cute and exquisite,
Had you been,

You too would have approved of!
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A Naga Village

Into the forest tract,
Atop the hill,

On the highland,

Into the down territory
I see them,

See the Naga village
Indigenous and tribal.

A Naga village

Against a hilly

And wooded background
Is a solitary village

In the midst of the wild greenery.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Naughty Love-Affair (Do You Love Me? Do You Love
Me?)

Do you love me? Do you love me?

'O, what is it that you keep saying,
Do you loe me, love me?

What is it in your love special

That you saying, love me, love me,
Do you love me? , '

Said she the girl teasingly.

Again, again, said he,
'Do you love me, do you love me? '

'O, what is it kept in, do you love me, love me,
How long will you keep saying?

I love you, love you not, I hate you, hate you, '
Said she teasingly.

"No, no, I used to love now hate you,
I hate you,

Hearing your braying,

Do you love me, do you love me? ,
Said she with her full notoriety.

n”

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 235



A Nervous Girl Like You, I Love You, I Love And Like
You

A nervous girl like you, I love you, I like you,
A nervous girl

Doubting and going,

In suspense and fear,
Sentimental and sensitive
And sensuous

And moody

And temperamental,
Believing in her own way,
Doing in her own

A nervous girl

Neurotic and sentimental,
Sensuous and sensitive.
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A New-Indian English Poetess, How Beautiful Am I To
Look At! Give Me A Kiss!

The modern ladies often after name and fame
Can be seen strutting and walking on tip-toe
With the vanity bag hanging and slinging,

In the best possible make-up and the dress-up,
Smiling sweetly, dreaming high,

Expressing dramatically

To be called the new poets of the new age

And if call you not them the poetesses,

They will themselves present as

The poetesses of Indian English poetry.
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A Night Full Of Jasmines

A night full of jasmines,

Champa, chameli, juhi,

Kaamini, seuli, beli,

Gandharaj

And the redolence so sweetening
That want I to pass the night

Under the canopy of the open skies,
With the twinkles of the stars
Soothing to sleep.

A night full of jasmines,
White-white,

Full of strange exotic sweetness
Maddening me,

My love,

Did you call me?
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A Night Full Of Kaaminis

A night full of kaaminis,
Icy-white, small blossoms
Blooming and scattering

With the sweet redolence
Maddening it all,

Maddening us all

A night full of white kaaaminis
Sweetly-scented and blooming
And the petals scattering

All through the night,

My love, what to say about
Life and time?
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A No-Man

A no-man am I,

Where am I going,

What to do and what not,
After which am I really,
What my purpose,
Where am 1,

Say you,

What my position?

My bewilderment, my angst,
My cares and anxiety,

You will not,

Will not understand,

What am I for,

What the purpose of my living?
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A Nondescript Indian Village

A village without the post-office, the current and electricity and the school
In the far flung countryside, what to say about it,

The hamlets and thorps lying in darkness,

The whole village to sleep by the night

Without the light,

An oil lamp too not available

In the mud house

Where the maximum used to sleep on the floor?

Such an India portray I, describe I, such an India of villages,
Thorps and hamlets,

Languishing in darkness,

There is no office to go,

Even the watch is not

Or even it is, a few have,

People asking about time.

Nothing to do, as the day begins
With the routine works,

Nothing fresh and hot to be taken,
Just the stale food

Of the night time to take to,

The cow shed to be cleared,

The farms to be visited.

Nothing to read, nothing to do
Barring the agricultural works
And daily worship to be done
In the morning and the evening
In the homely worship-room
And at midday

The waited for food available.

No shops are there, no houses,

Just the traditional houses

Thatched and mud-built

With a basil plant in the courtyard

And the mud house fixed for the homely deity,
The saviour from

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 241



All ills and evils.
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A Non-Matric B.A. In Reaching Out The Un-Reached
(Open University)

Natwarlal, see you

What it is happening here

Once upon a time you used to issue
Fake and fraud certificates and degrees,
Just emulating them,

But now-a-days the degrees are o.k.,
Registered for and taken really

But through unfair means.

I mean they have the valid degrees

And they have after being students,

But have opened notes and have copied down,

The valid degrees

But written under the tree shade

Of the franchisee centre

Of the brokers,

The varsity got the fees,

The students got themselves enrolled and registered
But the degrees unread.

Open University, open the books, books too not,
Your modules and notes

And copy down,

Come unprepared in the venues
And lie in wait to cheat,

Asking the principal co-ordinator
For loose guard and invigilation
And if this be,

Why to maintain the paraphernalia
Of coming with the police escort
Form the local police station?

I think this is as for keeping the calm and quiet of the public,
This is as for maintaining law and order,

To give the solace

They are here,

There will not be any chaos,
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The guardians hurling stones
With the slips of paper into the halls,
Some come to send the solved answers through.

Open University, open the notes and modules done
And copy down,

Steal in the examination hall,

Academic counsellors, not municipal ward councilors,
Expel them not

Like the oldies,

Or the examinees walking out of the hall,

Some blunt boys of criminal mind

Threatening the invigilators

After the exam is over.

The olden day is almost over,

Look not behind,

Write you yourself, whatever know you,
If caught red-handed,

Reported against will be written

And your result will not be published
And even then examinees used to keep
The slips of paper

Into the boots and socks,

The underwears,

The inner pockets.

Now in Open University, open your notes
And write down

And if they let you not,

Students will not be in the study centre,
It will close down,

Money will not come to counsellors
Engaged

For the term,

The employees and sitting candidates
Do the degrees from.

Many of the schoolteachers after doing their .
And primary schoolteachers .,

Copying in the examination halls

Without any sort of preparation and study
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Call others not to copy,

Lecture about the fall in standard and education,
How can it be,

How dare say it?

As for M.A., they already get 18 marks out of 20 for home assignment
And for the rest 80,

They sit for

And for B.A., they get 25 out of 30 for assignment

And sit for just 80

And instead of bungling and burglary,

They call it questions had been hard,

They did not steal in the exam venue,

They are the serious fellows.

To me, they are no less than thieves and dacoits,
Goons, anti-socials and pick-pockets,

They are no less than scamsters, gangsters and fraudsters,
Even Natwarlal too had not been so fraud and false,
Many took the false degrees form him

And served

By giving less to him,

Drew salary,

Pension, gratuity and provident fund money

And got respect too

But the vigilance department catching it after death.

A non-matric B.A. I can see it now,

There was a time when Prabesika, I mean seven pass students
Used to primary school teachers,

As per British education pattern

And now a boy or a girl having attained the 18 years of age
Can sit for the BPP (Bachelor’s Preparatory Programme)

And can pass easily

Two hundred marks aligned examination

To be admitted to Bachelor’s Degree Programme.

It is better to reach the un-reached in the distance education programme
But the open far more flexible,

The officials calling through the phone,

Open your notes and write

But get admitted to,
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If the number is 0.k., the centre will run
And if not, the post will be gone
And the centre closed down.

There was a time when the village clown used to say
That he will first do his M.A. then his B.A.

Then his I.A.

And the last of all, his Matriculation

And the same thing is happening now-a-days,

First, deserve then desire not,

First, desire then deserve.

Just you call yourself a gold medalist
And they will come to respect

But you must say

Whether you are or not,

This does not matter at all,

You can at least start coaching centres.

The scholars of the olden age used to be pontifical,
Hypocritical and proud,

Putting an air to their personality,

But the modern-day ones comparatively liberal
And open-minded.

Like the chit fund company directors,

The franchisee centres

Just with a table and two chairs,

The salesman and the saleswoman

Making the students do M.A., . and .,

Just the brokers with the identity cards

Hanging from

To show them as press reporters or media managers
With the motorcycles, with the press word written over.
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A Pair Of Blue Eyes

A pair of blue of eyes,

I just want her,

Her blue eyes,

A pair of beautiful blue yes.

I am but lover of her blue eyes,
The dark blue eyes,
The deep blue eyes.
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A Passage To India

er

The personal secretary of the Indian Maharaja
Viewing India

Through the Hindu-Moslem-Christian synthesizing lens
Of harmony, peace and love.
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A Passage To India By Whitman

Is a Ulyssian poem

Telling of discovery and invention
In exaltation

Crossing over to,

Often digressing and deviating
To be into territories

Other than that of America

To India and Indic thought

Laced with Orientalism

And transcendental vision.
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A Pen-Portrait Of Narendra Modi

A Gujarati, so soft and mild-spoken,

A little white-haired and white-bearded
With the specs on the eyes,

Showing maturity

And the advancement of age

With the reflection of wisdom

On the face,

Somewhat sober-sober is our Prime Minister
Succeeding Manmohan Singh,

As for the dreams he has shown,

The hope he has reared in us

With the assurance given,

Acche din aane wale hain,

The good days are yet to come,

Dawn upon,

A nationalist, a social activist, a planner
And a progressive thinker,

A politician

With a strategy of own

Combined with the sense of morality and ethics,
Religion and spirituality,

He has the mission and vision of his own
To build India, construct

As per the dreams seen,

Visions envisaged.
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A Playgirl She Is

She is a playgirl and let her play as this is the age of playing,
Not to be burdened with books and copies,

Not with the heavy sacks on the back

Or the satchel on the shoulders,

A small girl,

How will she carry along?

O, tax not the brain, the mind
Of a little heart, a little soul,
Beat her not,

Try to untax and unburden her
From the load of life!

Hers is an ignorant soul,

An innocent mind and mood,
Defile it not,

Let her play with soil and sand,
With her accompaniments,

Let her joys be with her.

Why to spoil her ignorance and innocence,
Why to spoil her simple heart and soul,
Why to pressurize upon

So mindlessly, so heartlessly,

A girl so pure and undefiled,

Simple and sweet!

She is not a tear fallen from the eyes,
She not the sorrow

As for grieving,

As for to be sad and gloomy,

Morose and despondent.

A playgirl she is,

Simple and sweet, plain and guileless,
Let her play with,

Defile her not with your guile,

A playing girl as she is!
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A Poet After Posting On The Internet

Even if you do not have pen and paper,
You just keep writing this and that

And posting on the Internet,

I am going, eating, drinking, sleeping,
I am sitting and talking

And this will make you turn into a poet
Without investing anything else.
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A Poet He Knows It Not The 21st Of March As World
Poetry Day

A practising poet

He knows it not

The 21st of March

As World Poetry Day.

What date is it today,
The 21st of March,
Write you poetry

To celebrate it?

Poetry is words,
Lines and sentences
Half-said and half-expressed,

Rhyming or broken.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Poet 1

I am a poet
I am not a poet

I am not a poet, but poetry sometimes comes to me, what can I do, it's the
helplessness of mine?
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A Poet Of America And Americanness Am I

A poet of America and Americanness,

The American dream am 1,

Even going across the Atlantic and the Pacific,
Singing of democracy,

Abraham Lincoln and Lincolnism,

A govt of the people, by the people, for the people,
The Statue of Liberty,

Freedom of speech and expression.
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A Poet Of Bleeding Heart & Broken Self

A poet of broken self and bleeding heart am I,

My heart, how many times has it broken like the glass piece,
You do not ask,

As have seen my face in so many images of mine

With a sadness,

A starnge sadness of mine,

Singing the song in memory,

Going on the untrodden paths of life.

I don't think if you have the same as is mine,
Growing up young, falling in love,

Giving heart to another,

Love at first sight,

Love letters written and destroyed in hiding

In tabooed world

Where none but the world stood as a dreaded villain
And I could not hand over those love letters,

Has someone seen,

Feared I most.

Ached it my heart, broke it and repented I,
What did I,

Why did I love and like a girl,

Are there no girls like her,

Why to be after

In my one-sided love,

Forget you your strange meetimg,
Said I to me,

Are there no beauties, no maidens
Like her,

Take heart, take heart, poor self?

But it took time in forgetting her, strange meeting and love at first sight,
To be after,

Giving of my heart and taking of her heart

And in the aftermath of that,

Grew I so much impatient,

My heart ached and ached

And I writhed in pain,
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Broke and broke

And I went about moving

With the palm on my heart

As myself a patient of psycho-neurosis.

Do you know I evolved a strategy of my own,
I started moving into the fields and fallows,
Marking solitude to free myself,

I started moving on the untrodden paths

By being on the bank of the hilly brook

And hearing its music and murmur,

Watching the bauty and mystery of the woods,
The grassy blooms and creepers

And deriving joys and pleasure.

I moving on and stopping by the connect way
Linking the countryside with the town,
Adjacent to it,

Stopping on the midway to see

The setting sun,

Glowing red and setting,

The shepherd girls returning

With their flocks of cattle,

The cattle drinking water from the pond

And going.

While passing on the ways, I marking the hills shining blue,
Shining blue and dazzling,

Strange wayfarers on the lonely ways,

I do not know them,

They too do not,

But going together with

And separating,

I marking the marshy plot of land

With-white lilies, white small-breed cows and white storks.

Whilw passing through a stretch of the woody land,
I giving an ear to bizarre silence therein,

Hearing the voice of the god of the woods,

The warble of the birds

And passing through that loneliness,

Solitude and silence,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 258



As a strange silence pervades in,
Where none but I myself going

Again on my way hjome, I trying to see the flowers,
The roses red and blushing

Into the compound and campus of the people,

I seeing the red roses, consoling myself,

Calling it my love,

Making her listen the story of bleeding heart

And blood-stained love

And returning,

As love is not love,

As love has not remained love.

I talking with my self, saying to and returning home
As the bats have started flying

Like the circus artistes at the nets

And it growing dark,

I marking the eve-time silence, returning home,
Singing of love and heart,

Has not remained love,

Consoling and suppressing the pain

To change myself completely

For a new turn over.

I trying to share with the small-small children
Whose ignorance and innocence

Making me forget my pains,

Lessening them

And in the simple joys of theirs

I too taking life simply

Coming home to find Rajanigandha the fairly white maiden
Giving me a bouquet of flowers,

Under the star-lit skies,

Blooming under the misty nights

With the dews over it

And the moon orbs faling over

And she smiling beautifully,

Telling of life, the go of it

And the world,

O, the fragrant and whitw rajanigandha sticks!
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Love is not love, neither in first love nor in second love,
Neither in first meeting nor in the love-letter,
Nor in to be after

Or in eyeing,

Love is love

If calls someonw with love,

Serves and nurses you,

Gives food to eat, water to drink,

Ready to attend to you

At your call

And there is no love greater than this love.

(]
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A Poet Of Human Love

I am a poet of human heart

And go I singing the songs of human love,
Which it is in you, which it is in me,

A singer of human heart and human love am I,
A poet of my love, your love,

Your love in me and mine in you

And our hearts conversing with.
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A Poet Of Love, Girlish Not, Human; Memories
Haunting Man

The moonlit nights, milky white nights

When the fair and full moon keeps shining up above,
Yea, they do not let me sleep

Similarly as the memories of yours,

Your and my loves talking together with and going.

I see the nights, the milky white sheets spread over,

Strolling withe the sweet thoughts of yours

And your memories calling me from behind.

Your love I have not forgotten, your smiules I still remember them
When it shines the silvery white moon above

And the moon orbs dancing beneath.
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A Poet Of Relationship; Jayanta Mahapatra

A poet of relationship, Jayanta talking about the roots of nativity,
Where was he born,

Where did he grow up,

What the things of personal and impersonal attachment?

The lonely countryside where the wind plays with
Noonday dreams, loos and dry leaves

In utter summer

When the sun burns as a hot ball of fire,
Blazes the earth,

Dust swirls,

The sun burns and blazes,

The flakes of fire fall upon,

Sizzling heat and its fire-embers,

He sits by the peepul tree,

The banyan tree to ruminate and mark,
The mango orchards shading against
Heat and dust,

How life dull and dreary,

Slow and unpassable

When time hangs heavy

In the manless and secluded dark hamlet,
Where nothing to do,

Nothing to accomplish.

Orissa cannot be Orissa if the Oryia history, art and culture,
Thought and tradition are not understaood,
Oriya life, style, philosophy,

Heritage, legacy and the folktales,

The myths of the land,

Oriya geography, cartography and demography
Are not taken into consideration,

Orissa cannot be Orissa if we understand it not
What it marauds the self of it,

What it ails the dark daughters

Be they the devadasis, sevadasis or nautch girls
Devoted and dedicated to the temples

In the name of blind faith and classicism,

But faith remains it not,
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Keeps dwindling and swaying.

A poet of Oriya roots and nativity, trend and tradition,
He is a poet of Orissa, Puri, Bhubaneswar, Cuttack,
The rivers and the mountains of it,

The sea beaches and the tourist centres,

Picnic spots,

Tiger reserves, bird sanctuaries,

Wild life conservation,

He sees the vast seas in their scapes,

Fishermen as the riders to the sea

Going at the call of and daring into

As for the stomach

And the vast multitudes of people lost

In their daily humdrum of life,

Hand to mouth, wage-earning

Apart from the poor and humble daughters
Trafficked and sold,

Entered into flesh trade

Which is but the hunger of the flesh,

None trying to understand

The tears falling from the eyes of those lovely daughters,
So poor and humble and serving.

The rains continuing on and the rites too going on the sea beach
And in the temples,

Prayers are doing the rounds at noonday

While on the other the pyrs are lit,

Somewhere panda-danas going,

Somewhere the asthi-kalashas being immersed into
The holy waters,

The Puri temple stands it thereon

Adjacent to the sea beach,

The sun flashing over the Konark Sun-temple,

The wheel of time revolving,

The time hand ticking,

Cosmic and mechanical,

A world dottefd and punctuated by

Sunrises, dawnbreaks, noondays, twilights,
Sunsets, evefalls, nightfalls and lonely midnights.
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A Poet Of Silence

A poet of silence,
Quietude,
Solitude,

Stillness

Is Jayanta,
Jayanta Mahapatra
Muting down,
Playful

And frolicking,
Piping down the valleys,
Gliding past.
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A Poetic Mind

A poetic mind,
A poetic heart,
A poetic soul.
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A Poetry Reading Session Just For A Cup Of Coffee? /
My Reader (The Writer Demanding A Cup Of Coffee
For His Poetry Reading)

I read the poems before
And you did not offer me even a cup of coffee.

What to say, sir?

I am going.
And what more to say about poetry and poetry-reading?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Poetry Series

A Poetry-Series

The Saga Of The Dark Daughter
The Dark Daughter

(Dark Daughter, Dark The World, Dark You)
X Xk

Dark daughter, dark you,

Dark Kali,

Dark the myths of the Creation
Shrouded in mysteries

And difficult to unraveled.

Dark daughter, what it is dark,
Let it be

As dark is dark,

Can never be changed

The Scheme of Things

As it is not within you,

Nor within my reach,

As these are some questions elemental
And never to be resolved

Or answered

And if these are puzzles or riddles
Of life and the world,

Let it be

As I myself cannot,

You too cannot, so why to disturb the plan of things?
Xk

The daughters mythical

Mystical,

Historical,

Ethnographical,

Primitive,

Dark,

Anthropological,

Physiological,

Native,

Aesthetic,

Artistic,

Symbolical,

Museumological,
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A Politburo Member

He speaks, behaves and delivers the talk in such a way
That you won't believe it

That he is a man speaking to a man,

A gift of the gab,

The pride of his,

Just the rhetoric to click.

A thinktank of applied Marxism,

An ideologue,

A negativist is he,

A criticizer and commentator of all,
Cannot see good in it all,

To turn and twist and to present
His technique.

A master planner, a mastermind of all,
He is a strategist,

A master man of conspiracies and lies,
Even if the things have happened

Or taken place,

He will say that he is not in the know of,
To grab power his hidden agenda.

To upgrade the orderlies and the blind supporters,
Dedicated and devoted comrades,

Picked as cadres and regimented

The strength of his,

What the common leaders at the grassroots say they,
The same will the politburo members say about.

When his government suppresses people’s rights,

He will not say anything about,

But when a democratic government commits an error,
He will shed the crocodile’s tears,

An ismic fellow

He was born in ism

And he will die in ism too.
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A Politburo Member- Ii

A politburo member

Behaves he like a dictator

In making,

An autocrat,

Let him take the reins from,

Sit on chair,

The chameleon witll show the colour.

To crush down democratic movements

Will be the chief priority of his,

To trample down beneath,

To rear politics from the grassroots level,

Doing it all in communistic camaraderie and bonhomie,
Tring to oblige people

Eating, drinking, sleeping and living together with,
Standing by in the times of hardship and sorrow,
A strategy to win over,

Giving cigars and beedis to the villagers

To make friends with.

Seeing colour in all,

Whether a Red or not,

Marking it,

The spies fit for it to detect and defect,
Himself a Hitler or Mussolini
Criticizing them.
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A Poor And Pathetic Picture Of Poverty

Malnutrition as a poor child miserably
Sucking the breast of Poverty the weakling mother.

Mother turning into a skeleton
And the eyes of the child sunken deep into.
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A Poor Drug Addict

Where has he come to
Seeking pleasure

In heroin, brown sugar?

A poor drug addict, I see him
And think,

What had he been?

What has he become?
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A Poor Girl, Holding The Daughter's Hand

A poor girl,
What it is in her destiny,
Who can but say it?
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A Poor Girl, Where Is She Going?

A poor girl, where is she going,

Is she going to end up as a hysteric,
An abnormal babbling,

Returning from the bazaar

Fatigued and tired,

A poor, but humble girl?
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A Poor Refugee Girl

A refugee girl
Going with
Her refugee heart and soul.
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A Poor Village Girl In A Clumsy Frock

I saw the dark daughter

Standing with her small brother,

A poor village girl in a frock

In the nondescript countryside

Rent with the cries

Of poverty, illiteracy and underdevelopment,
Food, hunger and thirst.
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A Portrait Of A Girl

The portrait of an artist,
The girl standing before,
Snap the photos of hers.
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A Portrait Of A Lady, Sarcastic And Sardonic, How
Beautiful And Lovely Am I!

A portrait of a lady,

A hi-profile girl

Looking grave-grave and laden,
Proud and elegant.

A portrait of a lady,

A modern lady

Placed and positioned well
Academically and professionally.

Going to bazaar for shopping,
To office

As a socialite,

A fashionista

With a vanity bag hanging from.

See my specs,

See my sandals,
How beautiful am I,
How is my writing!

See my car,
See my bungalow,
Lo, I have become a gentleman!

How artistic am I,

A lover of art and artifacts,

How beautiful am I!

See me from far, but kiss me not,
See me from far and admire,

But kiss me not!
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A Portrait Of A Punjabi Girl

A portrait of a Punjabi girl,

Fairly tall,

Bold and daring

And adventurous,

No doubt an Indian girl,

But of the Punjab,

Lovely and beautiful,

White and florid,

A little different from

The European belles and beauties,
Taking us to Sind and Balochistan
Like the mannequins

Of the showrooms

Or the saleshouses,

The wax models of Madam Tussaud's,
Shirih and Fariyad,

Mona Lisa of Leonardo da Vinci,

The last Duchess of Robert Browning.
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A Portrait Of A Simple Girl

A simple girl in a frock,

she came

And said to me lispingly,

With so much so affection and love,
'Papa’.
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A Portrait Of An Artist

A portrait

Of an artist make I,

Yea, the artist

As a young man not,
But a young woman.

A young and lovely,
Artistic and painted,
Sketched and drawn
Passing by.
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A Portrait Of An Artist (Salman Rushdie)

A portrait of an artist,
The artist as a young man,
Young man not, old man,
Old man not, young man,
Salman Rushdie,

Rushdie not,

Salim Sinai,

Salim Sinai not,

Salman Rushdie,

Rushdie as a young man,
Young man not,

Rushdie as an old man.
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A Portrait Of An Artist; The Artist As A Young Man/
The Young Girl Before Me

A portrait of an artist

Make I,

The artist as a young man,
No, no, young man not,

A young woman.

Sketching the photo of hers,
Want I to hang it on

On the wall of the house,
Decorating it so elegantly,

The portrait of an young artist,
The artist as a young man.

And the art turning it lively,

A girl as a model

Sitting before me

And I drawing her sketches, images,
One of flesh and blood before me

Which but the eyes cannot believe it.
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A Portrait Of An English Girl, A European Girl Want I

To Draw And Sketch

A portrait of an English girl,
I mean a European girl
Want I to draw, sketch I
The portrait of a White beauty,
I mean a blonde, a belle,
The lass

Who will English,

European

And White,

Maybe she an American love
And I shall say,

I love you to her.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Portrait Of Poets

Nissim
The poster boy
Of modernism.

Lal the director
Of Writers Workshop,
Calcutta.

Kamala
The confessional poetess
Malyalee and autobiographical.

Daruwalla
The Parsi poet
Searching the self.

Jussawalla
The missing man
Found again.

Arun Kolatkar
The Marathi poet
And a painter to Jejuri.

Arvind with
The white flowing
Beards going surreal.

Parthasarathy
Going to Leeds
And returning back.

Shiv K. Kumar
Struck by the frescoes
Of Khajuraho and Konark.

Dom the Goan journo

Emptying bottles
To be an English poet.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 288



Gieve keeping a patient
Etherised upon a table operating not,
But seeing with the stethoscope.

Pritish Nandy
A lover
Quite under adolescent love.

Dilip Chitre
Travelling and travelling
With his father.

Vikram
The suitable boy not,
Most unsuitable boy.

Romen Basu
Dividing his time
Between India and the foreign.

dranath Menon
Urban and modern,
Dealing with the city-space.

Baldev
In the theatre of silence
Rehearsing.

Krishna Srinivas
A poet
Transcendental and referential.

Pronab Kumar Majumder
Reading time,
Marking the watch, the clock and the tower.

Maha Nanda Sharma

Epical and Mahabharatan,
Mitonic and Aurobindean.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 289



Dwarakanath i
Kite-flying
With the three-liner flickers.

Narenderpal Singh
Talking with the foreigner girls

At airports and in embassies.
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A Portrait Of Salman Rushdie Make I Of The Greatest
Postcolonial Writer Of The Twentieth Century

A portrait of Salman Rushdie make I,
The greatest postcolonial narrativist
Of the twentieth century,

Sir Salman Rushdie

Knighted in England

As for freedom of speech and expression,
The undaunted voice of liberty,
Never cowed down

Is the man in coat and pants

with the french-cut beards

On the chin

Telling of the midnight children

And the tryst with destiny

In the aftermath of freedom.
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A Portrait/ Portrait-Making/ Pencilled Art & Sketch/ My
Temptation

Call it a portrait of mine or my portrait-making, pencilled art and sketch
Or my temptation which but I could not resist,

I saw the young girl standing before me, sitting close to me or by my side,
I glimpsed her, got a glimpse of her face,

Glanced at her passing

And thought of making a portrait of her

Though not with the camera.

Empty-handed closed I the eyes and with the pencil started to make,
Started I making her photos,

Her portraits,

Dark complexioned but with a nice cutting,

The tresses dark black and long,

Waist long,

The eyes wide-wide and oblique, slanting in looks

And impressive enough, casting over

And I getting aches in my heart.

With the wooden pencil of my heart I started making her

With dots and linings, turns and curves

Her portrait,

The lines and rounds-about giving a face and expression to her,
Pencilled art

And stood I pencilling her, the images and impressions of hers, sending
sensations

Like Joyce of Araby, Katherine Mansfield of A Cup of Tea,

Belinda’s portrayal of Alexander Pope, The Beggar Maid of Tennyson,
The Last Leaf of , The Model Millionaire of Oscar Wilde.

I saw the dark-complexioned beauty, dark but beautiful and smiling
And I jotting my feelings, putting down on paper, giving words to
My feelings going within my heart,

The passions for living,

Perceiving and taking down it on paper

The image of the girl, the dream of the girl,

The love of hers

Which she might be feeling within.
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And I giving a red rose,

The red rose of my heart to her,

To that lover-girl, love-girl,

The dark beauty smiling in the countryside
In aboriginal homes and courtyards,

Into the farmlands and houses

As growers, reapers and workers.
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A Portrait-Making/ Her Portraiture,

A portrait of an artist

And the artist as a young woman,
So undaunted in courage,

so lovely and daring,

So gorgeous and charming,

A personality so impressive,

A protagonist so containing in.

See, view and portray her,

An artist as a young man,

No, no, not man,

But a woman,

A maiden sitting before as a model,
Finely poised

And with a flair for art.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Professor Of Physics, But A Poet Of English, Jayanta
Mahapatra

A professor of physics,

But a poet of English

Is this Jayanta Mahapatra
Photographic and imagistic.
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A Promoted Professor From Allahabad Area Said To
Me

A professor from Allahabad said,
You cannot be a Ph.D. expert,
Called for the viva voce exam.

But I say to,

ITam not,

Who will be,

A triple M.A. and a Ph.D.?
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A Rain Of Rites By Jayanta Mahapatra

Opening with the first poem named Dawn,
It continues on

With the poems,

As thus,

Village, Old Places, These Women,

A Missing Person, Samsara,

Five Indian Songs, A Rain of Rites,

A Rain, The Exile, Listening,

Summer, Ceremony, Main Temple Street, Puri,
The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Street,

The Sentence, A Twilight Poem,
Appearances, Myth, Four Rain Poems

A Dead Boy, Moving, Silence, Dawn at Puri

To the poems, Listening to a Prayer, Sunburst,
On the Bank of the Ganges,

Girl Shopping in a department Store,

A Tree, Indian Summer Poem,

The Ruins, Evening, Idyll,

The Bare Arms in Packing Cases, Ikons,

I Hear My Fingers Sadly Touching an Ivory Key,
Somewhere, My Men, Hunger, An Old Country,
The Desert under the Breath, Hands, Of Armour,
This Stranger, My Daughter, India, The Landscape of Return,
The Face, The Faces, The Tattooed Taste,

Now When We Think of Compromise.

It's a poem about a poem,

An attempt to circulate and tell about

Not easily available Indian English poems
And you don’t have an access to the poet,
You cannot have his poems,

Find out the address, mail to him,

Post the letter and procure the books from
If in the know of

The whereabouts

Of the poet hidden from the world,
Working in absence of recognition

While the men of culture and tradition
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Like not to highlight themselves,
Presenting the bio-data or the c.v.

A poet neither of rains nor of rituals,

He is of a guilty consciousness

Marking the malignant purpose in the nun’s eye,

In the dark room, a woman searching her reflection,
This is the samsara,

A business of man, gods and priests

And the worshippers,

At land’s distance, there lies a mouldy village,
Resting rawly against the hills,

The charred ruins of sun,

The long-haired priest of Kali

Putting the plucked and stolen jasmines

Of his villa,

Whose door never closed he as per his father’s instructions,
As for to be put into the goddess’ morning eyes.

In the poem, Myth, the poet catches the incantation

Of the drift of years and the chants, the long years as the incense,
Man as worshipper coming and going,

The same old and brassy bells laden with memories tolled
And the scene recurring again

With the same meditational sadhu in sadhna

Telling of the sanctum

Lying on the fringes of Annapurna and Dhaualgiri

Or elsewhere pointing to

But he dares not enter into the temple

As myth keeps changing the track of,

Shifting from hand to hand, eye to eye,

The offered, crushed and dried leaves and flowers
Smiling at him,

Maybe it that the bearded and saffron-man may ask

If he a Hindoo or not.

A poet so imagistic, he just keeps playing with words,
Frolicking with

Thoughts, ideas and images

Coming as converted imagery,

Pure and distilled,

But unexplainable,
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Just as the scenes and sights continue to be,
Art-pieces seen on the canvas,
How to describe them,

How to penetrate into something very artistic?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Rain Of Rites By Jayanta Mahapatra- Ii

A Rain of Rites by J.M.

Brought out from

The University of Georgia Press, Athens,
USA

In 1976

Is a collection

Of Dawn, Dawn at Puri,

Hunger, The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Street,
A Missing Person,

The Exile,

Listening to a Prayer

And so on.

A Rain of Rites is not about
The rains and raining,

But the rites and traditions,
Stone cutting deep

Into the psyche,

A scenery of the sun-burnt village homes
Of the country

And the summer

Of intensive heat,

Passed under the shade

Of the mango grove

Or the peepul tree.

A Rain of Rites is of the Siva lingas,
The blackly phallic stones,

The Daya river reminding us

Of the bloodsbath,

The defeat of Kalinga,

The making of the Konark Sun-temple,
The sea beach

By the Jagannath temple,

The recitation of the Vedic hymns
Late into the day

Oblivious of heat and scorching sun
Of the day-time.
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A Rajanigandha

A rajanigandha she
I am feeling the sweet scent coming to me
All through the night.

A bloomn so swetly scented and fragrant
Sparkling under the silvery moonlit night,
So fair, fresh and fine,

Redolent and perfumed.

A girl so lean and thin,
So fairly white and glistening

Under the moonshine and twinkling stars.
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A Rajanigandha Or A Beauty Named Chandni? (On
Seeing Your Fair White Face)

A girl lean and thin

With a nice face-cutting of hers,
What should I call, call her,
Chandni, Chandni

Or Rajani-Rajanigandha,

What should I call her,

So ravishingly beautiful,
Bowling out

The on-lookers, passers-by?

A girl slim and tall

But beautiful,

Exquisitely beautiful,

Is she a rajanigandha stalk

With the bell shaped thinner icy white blooms,
In clusters,

Hanging by the weedy plant

But to see under the sparkling moonlit nights
When the moonshine spreads it all around
Or is she Chandni, Moonshine

As per her white moon-face?

How to assess you, my love,

Give me more time to think over and final
The beauty pageant

As a panelist, finalist judge,

Chandni, Chandni,

O my Chandni

And the word with the spell

Keeps me in utter infatuation,

Lures and charms she

Casting a spell and netting me closer to,
Chandni, O my Chandni!
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A Reading Of Keki alla

Keki alla the Parsi poet

From Lahore,

Displaced and dislocated,
Searching for roots,

Finding place

In the IPS

Of the U.P.,

Mostly the Uttarakhand region,
A DIG promoted

To switch over

To the RAW

To membership

Of the Minorities Commission
After retirement.

A Sahitya Akademi award winner,

A Padma Shri,

Daruwalla

Is a poet of the brave heart

Dealing with tragedy and drama talk mainly,
Painting violence, wrath, human anger,
Malice, envy,

Vengeance, jealousy;

Curfew-clamped towns with

The shoot at sight orders,

Riots and tension brewing;

The flood-hit areas

Under water,

Submerged or drowned,

Muddy waters swirling

And inundating,

Flowing above the danger level.

A poet of the night of the jackal,
The wolf howling,

Bloody, brutal and bestial,

He returning

When it is dark

With the hunter,
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One of the kite, vulture and hawk,
The Towers of Silence,

He thinking of the laws of nature,
Wild and mystical,

Calm and ruffling,

He marking the tiger

With the rifle in hands.

A poet verbose and bombastic,

He is wordy and textured,

Old, archaic and obsolete,
Unsentimental

And unemotional,

Hard and tougher,

Deriving and drawing from

The RAW visits and studies

Even going to Iran,

Searching the roots of Zoroastrianism
And the stuffs of international relations
Which the RAW men have to undertake
For diplomacy and reading.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Reading Of Keki alla's Poetry

Keki alla the Parsi poet

From Lahore,

Displaced and dislocated,
Searching for roots,

Finding place

In the IPS

Of the U.P.,

Mostly the Uttarakhand region,
A DIG promoted

To switch over

To the RAW

To membership

Of the Minorities Commission
After retirement.

A Sahitya Akademi award winner,

A Padma Shri,

Daruwalla

Is a poet of the brave heart

Dealing with tragedy and drama talk mainly,
Painting violence, wrath, human anger,
Malice, envy,

Vengeance, jealousy;

Curfew-clamped towns with

The shoot at sight orders,

Riots and tension brewing;

The flood-hit areas

Under water,

Submerged or drowned,

Muddy waters swirling

And inundating,

Flowing above the danger level.

A poet of the night of the jackal,
The wolf howling,

Bloody, brutal and bestial,

He returning

When it is dark

With the hunter,
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One of the kite, vulture and hawk,
The Towers of Silence,

He thinking of the laws of nature,
Wild and mystical,

Calm and ruffling,

He marking the tiger

With the rifle in hands.

A poet verbose and bombastic,

He is wordy and textured,

Old, archaic and obsolete,
Unsentimental

And unemotional,

Hard and tougher,

Deriving and drawing from

The RAW visits and studies

Even going to Iran,

Searching the roots of Zoroastrianism
And the stuffs of international relations
Which the RAW men have to undertake
For diplomacy and reading.
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A Reading Of Modern Indian English Poetry

There were of course many good teachers of the English language
But they dared not use it

As for taking to be an alien language,

One can be a scholar of one’s own mother tongue,

Such a damaging view-point of then times

But bilingualism changed the equation,

Tourists and travelers,

Guides, visitors and settlers.

Had it been so, there would have been many good poets
Instead of the experiments of

As many of them deserve it not,

The accolade and appraisal

Which they have already got it

And going by Gray’s Elegy and Auden’s The Unknown Citizen,
We cannot conform to it all.

Modern Indian English poetry cannot represent it all,
There is not at all a single work

To be prescribed for as read we In Memoriam,
Gray’s Elegy, Arnold’s The Scholar Gipsy

As the poems are there,

Not the standard texts to be perused,

Longer poems to engage us

Is the problem.

We read the history of Indian English poetry
But take not the pre-1947 period poets,

At least their texts can be seen and judged
What have they in totality,

Dusting the shelves of the racks

Of the library

And it is also a fact that Indian English poetry
Cannot have its lone existence

In the absence of the British and the Indian.

Secondly, when were we modern,

In the 1950’s, the '60’s or the '70’s,
We do not know if we were,
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Leave the talks of Calcutta, Delhi, Bombay and Madras,
Talk of the towns developing,

Even spoken English was nowhere

Then what to say about

The beginning of modernism in Indian English poetry?

Even Indian English poetry was not Indian English,

Wavered it in between Indo-Anglican and Indo-Anglian,

Even some called it Indo-English, some Anglo-Indian,
Substandard, copious, imitative and derivative,

Not up to the mark,

Even in college texts read we not on a mass scale

Nissim, Parthasarathy, Kamala

Definitely not in the seventies,

Just from the late eighties we started reading and prescribing.

A handful of writers do not represent the whole of India,
The India which lives in villages,

Nondescript and dark and lonely hamlets and thorps,

Its poor population,

Poverty, scarcity, hard life and loneliness,

The mapping, cartography and demography,

The physical, geographical and natural beauties of the land,
As because they are the modern men,

The modern urban hollow men.
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A Red Rose

A red rose like her face,

The cheeks so tender and soft,
It blushes

When speaks she.
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A Red Rose (Another Poem)

A red rose...

Is she a red a rose or a girl,
What is she,

Say you,

A girl so artistic and beautiful,
Beautiful not only,

But exquisitely beautiful?

Mark the hue, the fast colour,
The dream with which it has been
Made and chiselled,

The dew drops floating over

The petals,

Sweet, dreamy and lovely,

So perfumed and redolent.
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A Red Rose For You, My Love (Velentine Day Special)

A red rose for you,
My love
On Valentine's day.

A red rose,
Red rose for you,
My love.

A red rose

And a sweet kiss,

A sweet hug and an embrace.
I love you so much,

I love so much

And we going waving the hands.
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A Red Rose Or A Balsam On The Twitter Or The
Facebook Profile? How Confused Am I These Days?

A sweetheart like a red rose
She is.

Her eyes extrememly beautiful
And loveful.

The lips rosy
And luscious.

Roses on the cheeks,

Ay, the pink balsams, confused I in between
A rose and a balsam,

Maybe they appleyish!

The smiles cute and cutting

And I with the brush

Making the leaf under that frosty nighty
To save that psychologically sick artist.

The face-cutting bowling out
And my bells struck down
With her fast bowling

As in comes she.

The golden locks hanging over,

Bobbed and beautiful,

So sweet and so dreamy

To win over any heart whoever looks her.

I also look her to thank God in utter thankfulness,
Calling my God,

0O, my God, what a beauty,

What a beauty is it to see!

O friend, tell me, whether I had been chatting

With a sparrow on the Twitter
Or on the facebook,
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I don'tknow, don't remember really,
Have forgotten it,

Was it a balsam that saw I

Or a rose!

Let me, let me!
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A Red Rose Or A Blonde?

A red rose or a girl of flesh and blood,
A girl or a rose,

What is she,

I don't understand it?
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 315



A Red Rose, A Red Rose Or...?

A maid or a red rose,
What is she,

Say you,

A rose or a maiden?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Red Rose, So Fair And Fine And Fresh

A red rose
Or a beauty,
What is she?

So sweet and lovely,
A Nature-fresh maid,

I haven't, haven't.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 317



A Red Rose-Like

A red-rose like love, want I,
But i know it not,
What it in my destiny!

The girl of my dreams, the queen of my heart,
Will she come or not?
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A Red Rose-Like Love

A red rose,

Rose-like garden fresh

Is my love,

Fair, fresh and fine,
Smeared with dew drops,
So tender and soft,

A garden plucked rose,
Red, red rose.

It's wonderful,

Wonderful to watch,

A beauty so magical and mystical
And mythical;

It's really a beauty to watch

It colour and hue,

Gaiety and freshness.
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A Red, Pink Statue Of Vinayaka

The small gipsy artisan girl
Going

With a pink statue of Ganesha
Into the hands of hers

And she selling it.
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A Red-Rose

Suppose you the red rose turns into a beautiful girl of mine,
so lovely and charming, so attractive and beautiful,

So fast and dazzling,

The hue admirably tempting.

I want a maiden,

A maiden just like her,

Full of fancy and imagination and so dreamy
With the dew drops splashed over

The tender and soft petals of it.
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A Red-Rose Like Love

A red-rose like love

With the cheeks appleyish
And the lips pink,

How to bring her home,
Say you,

A girl just like a red rose,
Should I name her Rosy?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Refugee Girl Saw I In Serbia, Met I In Bulgaria, A
Refugee Girl Syrian My Daughter-Like

A refugee girl

Met I,

Felt I too a foreigner
Could not do to her

Just feeling pity for her,
Viewing from the airport.

A refugee,

Refugee-girl

Just like my small daughter
Saw I,

Met I

while moving out of the airport,
Felt pity for,

But could not do to her.
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A Regional Party Supremo's Policies (My Illiterate
Wife'Ll The C.M. & I'LI Be A Central Minister In The
Coalition Govt.)

If during a fractured mandate,

I tie up with either of the two major parties
Calling me to support,

I may move out from the state only then,

If I shall be able to give the rein of my state

To my wife

Before moving out to become a central minister.
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A Replica

The Dark Black Leg of the Mother Divine,
Ma Kali,

But ankletted.
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A Review Of Walt Whitman's Leaves Of Grass

These are not

Leaves of Grass,

But Leaves of Heart & Soul,
A reading in self-talk,

Self to self,

Dramatic monologues not,
Soliloquies of heart.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Rhymer He, An Old Poetrywallah, Tagging And
Writing

A rhymer he,

Not so qualified,
Tagging and writing,
Writing and tagging
And dovetailing

A poetryman he,

An Indian poetrywallah
Writing pidgin-WEnglish,
Infectious English,
Hindustani English,
Mixing the vernacular
To call himself a poet
Of English,

A typist clerk he,

A steno.
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A Rose For You On Valentine's Day (Haiku)

A red rose for you
On valentine's Day,
My love.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Rose Kissed I Unknowingly

A rose, garden fresh red rose
Kissed I unknowingly

And now after having kissed her
Interspersed with the dew drops,
Lament I,

Why did I a rose,

Impressing a kiss

On her soft-petalled cheeks?
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A Rose-Like Girl

A rose-like dream girl

I think of bringing home,
A rose-like girl

Just like a rose,

Making you re-think

If she is a rose or not?
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A Rustic Speaking English, An Indian As Master Saheb

A rustic knows he not English,
But shoes he

That he knows English,

A great master of English

By saying peculiarly,

What is your name,

What is your father's name
Just like a billy goat,

An Indian rustic,

A villagerly or small town man
Pronouncing strangely,
Showing himself

That he knows English,

What is your name,

what is your father's name,
Where do you live?

Chewing paan, taking tobacco
Speaks he English,

Speaks he in English,

An Indian,

An Indian rustic he,

A villagerly township man,
As dull as a billy goat,

A dolt, blockhead

Speaking in English
Strangely

Showing like an Englishman,
But is not,

An Indian

He slow and clumsy,

Half literate.
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A Santhal Girl That Saw I, Eyed I/ Love With A
Santhal Girl

A Santhal girl,

Young and beautiful,

Not so dark,

But with a good face-cutting,
I wanting to speak,

She wanting to speak

A Santhal girl,

I looked and loved her,
Took her to my liking
Though went away,

But could not forget her.
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A Saw You And Fell In Love

I saw you for the first time

And fell in love,

Could not resist myself

My temptation,

The more wanted I to detach
The more got I attached to you.

I saw you and fell in love.
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A Scene; A Picture; A Photograph

When it drizzles, you get drenched in the showers
Coming home

Wet in downpours, rain showers

Of Shravana,

The time of drizzling downpour,

I saw you silently returning home

From my door-step.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Sculpture Of Nataraja Shiva

A blackly sculpture of Nataraja Shiva
Lying in the museum

For so many years,

Olden and antique,

An art-model and a replica
Historical.
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A Search For Home

How old is this earth,
How old man's life,
Can you resurrect older homes?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Selfie's World-View

A selfie taking the photographs,
Selfies

From her smartphone,
Digicam,

Webcam

Just out of sheer joy,

Her sheer pleasure

And viewing the world

From the selfies taken

After posting them

On the social networking media
Rather spending too much
Before the dressing table

And the mirror

Combing and combing her hair,
Applying cosmetics

And viewing herself

After having done the make-up
To ask,

How am I,

How do I look,

Am I not beautiful?
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A Seminar Report/I Went To The Conference To See
The Bobby, Julie, Daisy

I went to the conference not to hear
The speakers speaking,

The resource persons on the dais,
But to see Bobby

With the curls coming over the face
And she sidelining them

To see.

When the old classical scholar lectured he
On the wealth of our scriptures,

None admired it,

I mean the old scholar,

But when Miss Bobby came she,

The educated audience clapped to see her.

Frankly speaking, you take it good or bad,
I went there to see

The beautiful-beautiful girls

Participating

And I come across, chance upon

My accidental love.
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A Shayar Of Yours

I am not a shayar,

But a glimpse of yours
Makes me turn into a shayar,
Is this pyar ka andaz?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Simple Man Am I

A simple man
I want to live life simply,

Simple in one's life and philosophy.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Singer Folksy, A Song-Writer American, A Musician
Guitarist (For Bob Dylan)

A singer folksy

In the hat,

Fumbling and mumbling,
Drunken and with a cigar
Appeared to be

He singing,

Half-saying, half-releasing,
Keeping the rest so stylistically
Strumming the guitar,
Strumming and singing,
Singing and striking

The wires,

The wires of life

To produce sounds,
Sounds to words

And words to lyrics.

Under the blue, blue sky,
Under the red, red sky

He dreaming,

Singing

And strumming the guitar,
Breaking the notes,
Plucking wires

In a haphazard way,

In a Beatle style,

In a gipsy mode of strumming,
Strumming the guitar.

Dylan, Dylan

Bob Dylan

The singer and the songwriter
And the musician,

Plucking the wires,

Wires

In a lost mood of own,
Singing, singing
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The folk rock,

The ballad,

The song of the blonde
Going,

Going past.

Just like a bootlegger,
A peddler

Of dreams,

A bootlegger,

A navigator

Of dreams,

Your dreams,

My dreams,
Their dreams,
Bob Dylan

In the gumboots
With the guitar
Sparkling,
Taking the stage,
Bob is Bob.
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A Singer Of My Heart

A singer of heart am I as keep I singing the songs of heart and love,
The love of mother, the love of father,

The love of sister, the love of brother,

As my heart their heart, my love their love.

A singer of love, go I singing on the ways of life
And to go, to go my name

And the day stop I, take it for

That the singer is not,

Has gone away,

Away and away from here
Where you cannot reach,
Nor has anyone so far.

A singer of heart am I singing the songs of love
As and when filling it with emotions and feelings
And I yearning to express before, put on

The things going within,

My love, your soul,

My heart, my feelings,
The things of my heart,
My soul.

A singer of heart am I, a singer of soul am I
As sing I so heartfully, so much so soulfully,
As your love, my love

And my love, your love,

My heart, your heart,
Your heart, my heart,

As keep I singing,

As go I singing my songs

The songs of my heart,

The songs of my soul,

My soul and heart, my heart and soul,
Going and singing
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The world knows it not
That he is a singer,
But sing I too

Smearing with my joys and sorrows.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Singer Of Heart

A singer of heart,

I keep singing the songs of love,
love and heart,

Heart and love.

A singer of heart am I,
Singing the songs of love
And its sadness.

The joys and sorrows of it,

The pains felt in love

which but the heartthrobs and heartbeats
Can only know them well.

A singer of heart am I,
Keep I singing

The songs of love and sadness.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Singer Of Heart - Ii

A Singer of Heart

Am I,

As keep I singing
The songs of heart,
My heart, your heart.

But never betray the heart which
Believes you, trusts you,

Reposes in.
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A Singer Of Heart (A Small Poem)

A Singer of Heart

Am I,

As keep I singing
The songs of heart,
My heart, your heart.

But never betray the heart which
Believes you, trusts you,

Reposes in.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Singer Of Heart (Haiku)

A singer of heart
Am I,
Sing I from my heart.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

348



A Singer Of Heart Am I, A Singer Of Heart

A singer,

A singer of heart

Am I,

A singer of heart

Am I,

What the heart feels it,
Takes to,

What it happens on,
Passes over,

The pains and pines of it,
The hurts of it,

Sorrows inflicted upon it,
The tender heart
Breaking and finding solace in.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Singer Of Heart Am I, A Singer Of Heart Am I

A singer,

A singer of heart

Am I,

A singer of heart

Am I,

What the heart feels it,
Takes to,

What it happens on,
Passes over,

The pains and pines of it,
The hurts of it,

Sorrows inflicted upon it,
The tender heart
Breaking and finding solace in.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Singer Of Love

Where do you keep singing
The songs of love,

The charm and music of love,
The magic and passion of it?

A singer of love
You so passionate about, so loveful,

So impassioned and rhythmic!
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A Singer Of The Blue Sky, The Birds Flying (For Bob
Dylan)

A singer of the blue sky,
The birds flying,

The winds blowing,
Leaves fluttering.

The blueness of the skies
Scenic and landscapic
With the horizons meeting
At a place.

The musician as a singer
And the singer as a songwriter
Giving individual tunes and tones

To words.
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A Sinner Am I

A sinner am I,
Sinful am I
Unaware of all that activity.

You cleanse me, my Lord,
Absolve my sins.
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A Sinner Am I, Sinful Is My Activity, Thou Redeem Me

A sinner am I,

Sinful is my activity,

Thou redeem me,

Redeem me and absolve all my sins,
A sinner am I,

Sinful is my activity,

Thou redeem me, redeem and absolve
All my sins.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Sister Lies She Waiting With A Rakhi

A sister she lies waiting for you,
Dear brother,

A small lovely sister of yours,
You forget it not brother

Under the stress and strain of life
And its situations.

O brother, a sister keeps waiting at home,
When will you turn up,

When will you reach home,

A lovely and younger sister

Expecting for your return

With a band of rakhi to tie

And the candle light to round about,

A red paste to impress on the forehead

And the sweetmeat to put into the mouth,

My brother, you forget it not your lovely sister
And the bond of relationship,

The bond of sympathy, affection and attachment.
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A Small And Innocent Sister In A Rakhi Bazaar

Selecting a rakhi

For her dear brother,

A small and innocent sister
For her brother

For her saved money.

It is love

That you cannot return it,
Never can you repay it,
Love is love,

Loverly love not,

Sisterly love is it

Without any deceit.
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A Small Daughter

A small daughter,
Let her play with,
Do not snatch her joys so soon.
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A Small Daughter (Ii)

A small daughter,
How to forget her smile?

Shade her, shade her
From heat and dust.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 358



A Small Girl Standing With A Grass Bloom To Give

Even the smallest gifts

Are no less than bouquets presented
If see you into

The tiny specs of blooms,

Violet, yellow, pink and indigo blue,
Luring indeed.

There must be the eye to search beauty,
Beauty is truth, truth beauty.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Small Girl Weeping

A small girl weeping,
Do not know
As how to make her understand.

A small girl in a frock
Weeping and going
Obstinately.

The problem is,

How to make her understand,

Calm down the anger?
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A Small Girl, Daughter-Like

A small girl daughter-like
What can I
Give to you?

I see you and think,
Daughter.

Just like my small daughter.
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A Small Girl, Do Not Snhatch Her Childhood

A small girl she,

Let her play with dust,
Dreaming in her own way,
A small girl,

Lisping and stammering,
Do not snatch her dreams.

Never give tears to her eyes,
She is but a girl child,

Break not her heart,

Hurt her not please,

A lovely daughter is she,
Demanding love from papa.
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A Small Girl, Do Not Snhatch Her Childhood (The
Picture Of My Daughter Standing Before)

A small girl she,

Let her play with dust,
Dreaming in her own way,
A small girl,

Lisping and stammering,
Do not snatch her dreams.

Never give tears to her eyes,
She is but a girl child,

Break not her heart,

Hurt her not please,

A lovely daughter is she,
Demanding love from papa.
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A Small Indian English Poet Head's Bogus Friends Too
Minor Critics

A small Indian English verse writer
Luckily turned

As the head of the department of English
of a university

In order to highlight his poetry
Makes others turn into critics,

The departmental fellows

As well as the research students
Which is very ludicrous indeed

To hear about,

Shocking as well.

The small poet as the university head,
The colleagues after,

The students after,

All wanting to be poets and critics
And reviewers,

The ragged man

With the ragged pupils

And their paper as ragpicking.
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A Small Indian English Poet-Head's Colleagues Too
The Critics Of Indian English Poetry

They had not thought that they would turn

Into the critics and reviewers

Of Indian English poetry overnight,

But they did turn into

As the small poet as the head of the P.G. deptt.
And he helped them

In giving his papers to them

And they to obliged him

After registering the scholars

On his poetry.
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A Small Kurdish Daughter

A small Kurd daughter,
What to say to,
How to say to?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Small Poem Where The Title Too Is A Part Of The
Body Of The Poem(An Experimantation In Stylistics)

The world has changed
But my communist clerk will not change.

- -The Bargain For Power, The Lust For Power, The Greed For Power
And The Transfer of Power

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Small Poet Am I

A small poet am I
Calling myself a great poet
Out of sheer ignorance.
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A Small Schoolgirl From Ladakh, How To Greet Her?

Indian that I knew it not,
India that felt it not the love for
Ladakh and other far flung areas.

A small Ladakhi girl, ho to greet her,
Greet her

In which language?

The small girl, small girl my love,
Love for India and its culture,

India and its regions.
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A Small Statue Of Nataraja Shiva

A small statue of Nataraja Shiva,
You give me
And I shall go away

Archaeological, excavated and sculptural,
Lying hidden under the debris and ruins,
The rubble of older temples

The beauty of the museums you give me
And beholding that,

Keeping in hand I shall go away.
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A Small Syrian Daughter Saw I So Lovely But In Tears

A small Syrian daughter

Saw I

In tears

A small girl

Turning into

An orphan,

A refugee shelterless

As for diplomacy and fanaticism,
Oh, the pain so heavy

Upon the heart!

A small Syrian daughter,

Take it for as my own daughter
Reared and brought up,

Think you just for the time being,
I here, but my daughter in pains,
How can it be?
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A Smiling Girl

A smiling small girl

Like a flower of innocence
Opening,

The petals opening

In the sunlight.
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A Smoker Himself Thinking A Hero

A smoker himself thinking a hero,
Smoking and smoking,

Smoking and puffing out

In style,

Smoking and dancing

As somebody has said it

That as thus becomes the Bombayan hero.
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A Smoker's Dream Of Going To Bombay & Puffing In
Bollywood

An adolescent boy he heard them saying
You dress well,

Changing shirts and pants

With the watch, the belt and the goggles,
Spending time before the mirror
Marking the hair-cut

And keep taking cigars

If you have to be a hero.

A Bombayan hero

And following them,

Thew tips given,

He started smoking,

Sometimes stylistically,

Sometimes during the walks

Stealthily in hiding

From the parents

But after the parents saw him

Turned he into a smoker

Rather than going to Bombay,

But what it is to be appreciated in him,
His zest of becoming a hero,

the way he took to smoking,
Stealthily, in hiding,

Then reported about it by

Friends, neighbours and brothers

That he has taken to smoking

As they have seen him,

Desist him from,

What is he doing, a small boy,

In such an age?
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A Statue Of Nataraja

Nataraja Shiva
Dancing the dance of doom
In the museum.
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A Statue Of Radha & Krishna

O diggers, tell you not about the statue,
The olden statue,

O diggers, tell you not kindly

About the statue,

The olden antique statue,

The statue of Radha and Krishna

Which you have found

From the rubble, the debris

Of the fallen columns and and foundation
Of the terracotta temples,

Centuries old,

Lying forgotten,

Buried deep into history!

You give me, give me the statue,
The golden statue of Radha and Krishna,
O diggers,

O diggers, you give me, give me,
My Radha and Krishna,

My golden Radha and Krishna,
Lying deep within,

Golden and sparkling,

But blackly

As if carbon-covered

Or coated in black,

Which but I do not know it!
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A Statue Of Radha And Krishna

A statue of Radha and Krishna, blackly but beautiful,
Age-old, centuries-old,

Lying under the rubble and debris

Of the terracotta temples,

The mounds of earth

Where there lay the ruins

Of the temples dilapidated and fallen,
Earthed and buried deep,

Ay, from the columns and pillars,

The foundation stone of the temples,
The statue emerging out,

A golden statue of Radha and Krishna
Standing on a lotus

And with a flute,

How to hold it into the hands,

How to behold it

The statue historical, museumlogical,
Artistic and metallic,

A specimen of craftsmanship!

How the hands which crafted the golden statue
And polished black

Or grew it blackly

Lying under the earth,

Into the debris and ruins

Of the terracotta temples

Made from limestone powder and small bricks
Centuries ago,

The small-small temples

With the thick pillars and lower roofs,

When the cement was not,

How the masons who made the temples,
Centuries ago,

Dating back to,

How the possessors of the statue,

Ay, the golden statue of Radha and Krishna,
How the priests worshipping

Or the people worshipping personally,

O, the statue of the museum,
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The thing of historiography,
Archival studies,
Am I viewing,

Holding the antique statue into my hands!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Statue Of Radha And Krishna Found From The
Rubble Of Terracotta Temples

A statue of Radha and Krishna,
Found from the rubble and debris,
The ruins, mounds

Of the falling

And dilapidating temples,

Old-old, centuries-old

And made from

Limestone powder and small bricks,
You give me, give the statue,
Blackly, but cast in gold,

You give me, give me

As the eyes believe it not

That this could be,

Thus could be

And I would get,

Get a thing historical,

Of to be kept in the museum,
Priceless and rarer.
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A Statue Of Radha And Krishna Found From, Blackly,
But Golden, Golden And Radiating

From the ruins and rubbles of the terracotta temples,
The mouldering heaps of the debris,

The statue of a blackly Radha and Krishna arising,

A statue so rare, so priceless

Which human eyes cannot take to believing,

A blackly, but radiant statue appearing from

From the mounds of earth,

The relics of the fallen pillars and columns

Of the centuries old terracotta temples

With the thick, thick pillars

And the terracotta plates,

Made from limestone and small baked bricks

Dating back to bygone times,

An age gone by,

Of the small-small, but beautiful-beautiful terracotta temples
With the deities in them,

Faiths dwelling in.
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A Statue Of Radha And Krishna, Found From The
Ruins Of The Fallen Temples

A statue of Radha and Krishna
found from

the ruins

of the old temples,

dilapidated and fallen,

lying in debris and ruins,

the mounds of earth,

made from small-small brickwork
and cemented from

limestone powder clay

and from the same debris,

of the foundation stone,

a statue of Radha and Krishna
emerging

cast in gold,

but blackly

which the eyes cannot behold
and take to in belief,

it is my statue,

my statue only.
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A Story Of Some Bihari Fools

A few Bihari boys at the sales counters of Bombay

A first timers to any mega city before,

Standing by the showroom and marking with stare the mannenquins
Of beautiful girls as beauties and blondes

And thining of falling love

And if the chance favours, may be it that the murkhamantri
Will rise to the rank of the mukhyamantri, the chief minister
And later may move to Harvard B-schools

To lecture the biz guys

As for development programmes taken in his state successfully,
But the matter hidden so far that

He is a blunt and bogus guy,

A Bihari bluffing.

As they have not seen girls outside so much beautiful,
Taking them as for foreigner girls,
Whispering among themselves,

May be they film artistes of Bombay!
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A Stride With Time

Time and life.
Time which keeps rotating, life which keeps going.
Taking the crutches, I striding along with time.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Struggler Ami In Poetry

In the Age of Intranet
Still now I am not a writer,
The same struggler.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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A Super Star

The world knows him as a super star,
A romantic,

But I know him as a bohemian,

A womanizer,

How did he love and divorce,

Loved and left?
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A Supermarket In California By Ginsberg

Is a poem of California,

Its supermarket

When in the night people keep shopping,
But the night,

Who is of whose,

The moderns, shoppers, fashionable men,
Vagabonds, gipsies

Or ramblers,

Drunkards or the people in tipsy
Oblivious of day and night.

Actually, where has insomnia taken
Wings from,

Busy platforms, hospitals,

Theatres,

Night watchmen and guards
Keeping a vigil,

They know what the night stands for
So are the young fellows,

The druggies,

Allen Ginsberg taking the night all alone
Moving on the ways

Ad essaying like Whitman,
Addressing the poem.
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A Tactical Small Indian English Poet As The Varsity
Head

If there is one small poetry-writer as head of the English
Of some deemed or full-fledged varsity,

He will try his utmost level best to get
Some candidates registered on his poetry
Through some novice teacher of the faculty
As he cannot do it himself directly

And side by side he will try to oblige others
By recommending them,

I mean the small poet-friends

As for . theses

And the subjects of research and study.

The simple-simple teachers of the institution

Will naturally turn

Into the critics of virgin Indian English poetry,
Even those without the Ph.D. can be seen hurrying
To submit their theses

As for to be doctorates

For research guidance and supervisorship.
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A Tagman Too A Poet In English, Tagging And Writing,
One From The Commonwealth

A tagman tagging and joining lines,
Stitching and dovetailing

Words to lines

And lines to stanzas,

A steno of words,

A radio man

In his station

Sending wireless messages,

Smiling and writing verse

After learning English laboriously

In the company of the military officers,
A poet is he not at all,

But a rhymer, a commoner, a non-poet
He is adding and subtracting,

A petty poet of rhymed doggerel.
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A Third-Grade Man Too Can Be A Leader In Bihar

This is Indian politics,

The politics of Bihar,

A third-grade man too can be a leader not,
But a minister in Bihar.

A cowboy, a buffaloman,
All leaders in Bihar,
Threatening with the lathi

Which the fools and rustics thrash from behind.
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A Tobacco-Rubber, A Paan-Chewer Too A Rustic
Professor Of English In Bihar

A tobacco-rubber,

A paan-chewer

Too a professor of English,

A rustic professor of English
In Bihar

Talking of ego and hypocrisy,
The pistol and firing,

Shoes and sandals

On the lips always.

From a private college

He switched over to

A constituent one

And then to the varsity department
Of English,

Posted directly

Without the Ph.D.

Or transferred to.
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A Tribute To Khushwant Singh

Where the funny man of India,
The great joke master,

A talker so great,

A conversationalist unique,
blending the old with the new,
The new with the old

And remixing to present,

So epigrammatic,

So witty and ironical,

So full of caricature,
Overtones and undertones,
Sometimes boxing below,

An old guy dyeing beautifully
To look smart and handsome
Failing even the youngsters?

A Punjabi, he could tell of the Punjab jointly,
The East and the West of the Punjab,

Heer and Ranjha,

The folktales doing the rounds,

The robust culture and diet of his,

Tandoori and tadaka;

He could the history of the Punjab and Sikhism,
A researcher researching to reveal,

One telling about the painful Partition

And the pathetic sequence of it,

History, culture, politics and philosophy;
Yoga, bhoga and health fitness,

Age and ageing

And growing with it,

Morning walkers and their jogging.

He could dwell upon whatever it came to his mind
And used to take to

As for a delving and delineation

Even the slightest things,

The trivial things of life and society,

Please and thank you to goodbye,

Why but and put are different in pronunciation
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Though the spelling almost alike,
Why the South Indian names longer
To be written

To shayari, ghazal and thumri

And quawalli,

The purdahwalli to nautch girls.

A bottle of wine on the desk,

He taking it

And the mood colouring

And he taking the things in his stride
With the flight of imagination,
Colour and romance,

Writing about rum, Scotch, beer, whisky,
Brandy, vodka, champagne

And their tastes,

The new bottles with old wine,

Just the labels new,

The old and new heroines

And their affairs jokingly,

Who had been with whom?

To make the people laugh,

Burst into a laughter

Had been the credibility of his,

A writer so witty, ironical and light-hearted,
So serious and controversial,

So bold and daring,

Even the man criticized used to laugh
After hearing him,

As such had been the man,

The writer Khushwant Singh,
Sometimes wanting to translate

The Gayatri mantra,

Sometimes striving to search for

The meaning and the vibration of Om.
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A Trilingual Poem, In Bengali, Hindi, English

Bengali

Papa, Papa, aamake eir maane bolo,
Na-na, bolte parbo naa eikhan,
Keno-keno, Papa,

Shei meye bolalo,

Papa, Papa,

Aami tomar theke bodo hobo naa.

Ki rakamer bisshaykari ukti, aamar meiye,
Shei bolalo,

Aamar meiyei,

Keno naa hote paro?

Hindi

Papa, Papa, mujhe kucch batao,

Na-na, mein abhi kucch nahin bol shakungaa,
Kyon-kyon, Papa,

Wah ladki kahin,

PApa, Papa,

Mein aapshe badi nahin hoyungi.

Kitani bismaykary ukti, meri ladaki,
Usne kaha,

Meri beti,

Kyon nahin ho shakati ho?

English

Papa, Papa, you tell me the meaning,
No-no, can't tell it now,

Why-why, Papa,

Said that girl,

Papa, Papa,

I am not going to be greater than you.

What an astonishing statement, my daughter,

Said he,
My daughter,
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Why can you be not, my daughter?
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A Tryst With An Indian Snake-Charmer & The Cobras
Dancing

The snake charmer playing the wooden ' been' instrument
And the cobras,

Hooded and hissing

Dancing,

Dancing and swaying to the tunes,

To the tunes melodious,

Oh, captivated and charmed

By the haunting music of the East

Swaying beautifully

And dangerously,

The beastly and brute reptiles of the woods
So much so frightening,

Dreadful and deadly

And venomous

And full of fangs.

The turbaned charmer, clad in a white dhoti and kurta,
Somewhat clumsy and soiled
And with the bamboo baskets
Hanging by the bamboo,
Balanced at endways

Through a rope,

Approaching to show

The spectacle

And the folk gathering,

Singing a song so submissively
And praying to Naga-Devata,
Ma Manasha and Ma Shitala,
Telling of Bihula and Lakhinder

And when with the show to start,
He touching the basket,

Shaking and half-opening it

And the cobras coming out,
Creeping out,

Standing on,

Hooded and hissing
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And he playing with the hand

And the cap of the basket

And playing the been,

Taking it the head of the cobras,
Blackly, brownish and whitish

And the cobras listening to

And swaying

Under the spell of the haunting music
Of the East,

Standing charmed and captivated by,
Under the spell of music.
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A Tryst With An Indian Summer

A summer of blazing hot,

Fire flames singing the face,

The earth lying parched and dry,

No rains,

With a cry for water, water, water all around.

Burnt earth, barren and sterile,
The blazing sun of summer
Burning it all,

Scorching and singing

With a rise in temperature.

People daring not step outside

And even if they

Covering the faces

With a piece of cloth

As the the loo blowing it hard,

Playing with heat, dust and temperature.

The hot summer sun blazing it hot

On the hamlets and thorps,

But the blackly still cooing

From the glistening leaves,

The jasmines blooming beautifully

And the fragrance we can during the night-time.
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A Tryst With Keki alla

To take the name of Keki alla is to be conjured of Ted Hughes
And his cruel love for Sylvia plath,

His animal imagery

And love of violence

Which is but in our human nature,

Savage and wild, bloody, beastly and brutal,

To see it in the Tennysonian terms, Nature red in tooth and claw

And to be remembered of Robert Browning and his dramatic monologues
Full of lyrical intensity and internal inner action,

The personae conversing with,

The protagonists in talks and sharing,

The personality split into two,

The speaker and the listener,

One half saying while the other half hearing,

Listening to.

But in case of Daruwalla, there is nothing like that of Plath’s case
And he not like Hughes meting out cruelty
To a nervous

But loving girl

Of her daddy,

So sick and ailing,

So shattered and desperate in her self,

I mean the soul,

A sickling, a weakling she,

Confessional and accepting

But Hughes a hawk man,

With the heart of a falconer,

A rugged fellow,

Unmindful of a tender but pulsating heart.

But as far as Keki N. Daruwalla is concerned,
He is a Parsi man of a Parsi heart and soul,
Searching his lost tongue,

Lost home and locations,

Dealing with the Tower of Silence, Fire Hyms
And the birds of prey circling over

And ths is his own ethos,
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The psyche and heritage of his

But apart from it, he is something more
As for his poetic stance

And penetration,

Psychological and sociological,
Sarcastic and sardonic glib.

First of all, he is verbose, bombastic and curtailed abruptly,
The exterior nut-kernelled

But the interior full of decoration,

Lyrical and so much so full of internal action,

The personae in dialogues,

Giving a tough time to comprehend him

And his poetic statements,

The situations, circumstances and times

Picked up from other climes and environs,
Mapping the cartography and topography of that,
Into the forests hearing the call of the wild

In the call of the hyenas.

Poetry gushing forth as one lead from the barrel of the gun
And one of the mating bird pair shot at

And it fallen with a shriek

And the bird in blood,

Poetry gushing forth

While viewing the curfew-clamped towns with
Movement come to a standstill,

Poetry landscaping the rivers in flood

Swirling around

And the villages and men in water,

Poetry in the sighting of the palanquin-carriers
Taking the cholera patients away to heath centres
From distant hamlets and thorps on foot

The same carriers taking the brides away.

(]
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A Tryst With Modernity

With the cycle, the wrist watch and the radio,
Called I modern

And thereafter city-dwelling and urban life,
Called I modernistic

And now after being stylistic and manneristic,
Call I myself post-modern,

Modern as well as retreating back to

Holistic healing, naturopathy and avurveda
For to concentrate and meditate upon,

To fix the fickle mind

Full of career orientations.

Denying the breast to the newly-born babe,

The modern careerist, glamorous girl-turned-mom,
Trying to rebuild her imagery and resettle

The issues of life.

O
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A Tryst With The Tobacco-Eater Or Who Are You
Seated On The Platform? May I Know Your Identity,
Sir?

Who are you, sir? May I now your identity please?
Which region do you belong to?

What is that to you?

Dear sir, may I take the trouble of knowing
Your kind entity and identity?

O

Of course, of course, you know me in full,
Who hides from,

May depute some private spies,

Constitute the fact-finding mission! ,

Said the man seated on the platform benches.

Sir, it’s fine that you are here,

But one thing I dare not say to you.
Say that without hesitation,

Why will that remain suppressed down,
Bring out?

May I request you for your favour?
Yes, granted,

Without saying request it not,

Say it?

Spit not please, take not tobacco.

What, what did you say?

Spit not please. What?

Is the platform yours, your father’s?
It is of the Govt.,

Said he angrily.

Gentleman, mind your business,

Hold tongue in cheek before saying all this,
You do not know,

Who am 1,

What can I do to you?
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Instead of, the boss, I mean sir went on making,
Taking out of the tin-box,

Rubbing on the palm,

Calling his tobacco-eater friends, clapping, dusting,
Twisting and taking into the mouth

And spitting on the platform,

Talking of the delight tobacco gives,

The company it creates,

How the mood comes,

Finally departing with, take tobacco and be happy.

The complainant, on marking is friends, assembling
Hides in between the crowds,

Tries to avoid a vis-a-vis, face-to-face with him,
Averting the gaze,

Goes in hiding,

Fleeing the spot to catch the coming train.

The tobacco-eater-cum-platform-spitter moving around
With his tobacco-rubbing friends

And searching the incumbent

To teach him a lesson,

But he is absconding,

On marking the trouble brewing,

The storm gathering,

The friends hand in gloves coming

And from the whistling and chugging train,
Leaving the station,

Doing ta-ta, bye-bye to the tobacco friends
And they abusing him,

Asking to come down,

Alight from the passing train,

Whistling and moving,

Leaving the platform in motion.
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A Twilight Scene; The Village Girl Bride Seated On A
Bullock-Cart Going

Seated on a bullock-cart,

The girl bride going to her home

And the twilight falling on the face

With the tears splashed and smeared with,

She going to her home

Across the solitary and secluded fields and fallows
And the tracts wooded a bit on the midway.

While approaching the hamlets and thorps

And trudging and trekking along,

The impoverished countryside village boys and girls,
Buttonless, in the shorts or without the shirts
Running after and following her

Somewhere on the way

And she smiling somehow to see them
Even in the midst of tears and memories,
Poorly dressed and clad simple fellows,
Toothless and buttonless a bit,

Running and following

And competing with

But the tears have not dried

From her face even now

As she herself too a girl child.

The twilight falling upon on her face,

Yea, the light of the glowing red sun,

I mean the retreating sun

And the bride going to her home

And the bullock-cart tired of covering

A distance

Crossing the river-bed to reach

The unknown destination and newly found home.
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A Veiled Muslim Maiden

Is but a moon

Hidden under the clouds,
Dekho magar pyar se,
See but with love.
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A Very Small Daughter, Neglected & Ignored In India

A small daughter,

Neglected and ignored in India,

The poor girl-child of India,

See her sympathetically

With the wet eyes,

Feel you for her,

How poor and ignored is she,

How bruised the self and spirit of hers!

The girl-child of India,
Poor and neglected,
Ignored and abandoned,
Save her,

Shelter her

From the heat and dust,
She is precious,

A home-decorator.
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A Village Girl You Going With The Holy Bible To Sing
The Christmas Carol

Christina, you a village girl
Going with

The copy

Of the holy Bible

Into the hands

Of yours

To sing a Christmas carol.

The countryside,

the wilds,

The houses with pastoral settings
With the blooms

Bedecking,

The shepherds frolicking,

The psalms and hymns

Taking the days.

Come, come Christina,

Come and sing you

The carol

In the company

To celebrate happy Christmas,
Light the candles,

The bells tolling,

the Cross sparkling.
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A Villain I

I am a villain,

People appreciate my roles,

That of a dreaded villain,

The Govt. of India too has honoured me
As for my villainy.

It is my specialty

That I turn other man's sons

Into villains,

But I not a villain indeed.
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A Villain Turned He Into An Artiste, But Made He My
Son Turned Into A Real Villain

A villain got he the awards for his acting,
But turned he my son into a real villain,
A villain he scaling the heights of fame,
But my son a rambler, a loafer, a goon
After seeing him, his roles.
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A Vis-A-Vis With The Gandhi Statue, Gandhi, You
Have Lovers World-Wide, Why Did You Move Out To
Ghana Univ. Campus?

Gandhi, you have lovers worldwide,

Why did you, did you

Choose the Ghana Univ. campus

As for a walk over

In Accra

Where the men so politicized,

So conscious of

And that too in this age of personality thrust
And post-truth phenomenon?

Gandhi, frankly speaking, did you,

Did you want to be an icon from your within,
Speak, speak you frankly, Gandhi?

Speak, speak you,

Are you, are you not satisfied with

Your statues built worldwide

That came you to Ghana fro politics?
Gandhi, why to be a god?

You too were a man,

You too had shortcomings, limitations of your own.

Gandhi, why are you not satisfied with
As you have lovers worldwide,

Why in Ghana for politics

If they like you not,

Not all, but the few

As they are bent upon taking your head.
Gandhi, where are you not?

Your sculptors and inaugurators the great men,
Great men of the world,

Your statues I see in and thank them
Looking upto for their skill in making,
Sculpting, raising, erecting it,

This much is your love,

Do not expect beyond this.

Your marvellous statues I see
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At Parliament Square, London, England,
Ariana Park, Geneva, Switzerland,

Garden of Peace, Vienna, Austria,

Memorial Garden, Jinga, Uganda,

Glebe Park, Canberra, Australia,

Plaza Sicilia, Buenos Aires, Argentina,

Church Street, Pietermaritzburg, South Africa,
Copenhagen, Denmark,

Tavistock Square, London, England,

Lake Shrine, California, USA.
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A Walk With My Bony Love (Waste Land Vision)

In the waste land

Arid, sterile and barren

I with my skeletoned beloved,
Bony, frail and feeble,

Going to make a home,

In a world

Raked by acid rain, climate change
And atomic summer.

God, save us,
God, O God!
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A White Chrysanthemum Blooming Is My Love

My love is a white chrysanthemum
Blooming under the moonlit nights.

See her with love, but kiss not.
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A White Rose

A white rose
Garden-fresh and dew-splashed
Just like a fairly tall and slim beauty.

Will you be my love?
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A White Rose Under The Moonlit Night

A white rose

Under the milky white moonshine,
My love,

You sitting

Behind the church,

The moonshine flashing over

And you and I close by

Enjoying the moonshine,

Sharing the warmth.

The moon shining over,
Shining and flashing over,
The bats flying

And the night deepening
Over the churchyard

With the trees over

And sitting on the tombstone
We talking apout.
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A Woman

A woman

On the lonely path of life
Standing so helplessly
And going.

How poor and destitute
Forsaken and abandoned,
Lonely and helpless

On the path of life.
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A Woman A Woman, Be She A Muslim Or A Hindu

A woman is a woman,

Be she a Muslim or a Hindu,

But it is a fact

We have oppressed them so much
Whether we accept it or not

In our patriarchal society

Of villagerly elders

And moral police,

The unnecessarily conservative
And orthodox people.
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A Woman's

A woman's,
Woman's life
Think I,

I about

A woman's,
Woman's life
Think I,

I about,

Keep,

Keep I thinking.

How had been
She,

How is she

Now,

How had she been,
How,

How is she now,
Now?
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A Writer Of Near About 50 Collections Am I

A writer of near about fifty collections of poems am I,
But the so-called no-man poets and critics in India
Have been sidetracking me for quite a long time,
Negating and ignoring me,

So many locally brought out collections have I,

Even worked I on the history of Indian English poetry
At my own expenses,

Strenuous study took a heavy toll upon my health
But left I not writing poetry.
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A Writer Of The Bottle, Daru And The Ladki (For
Khushwant)

Daru, daru, daru,

Daru, ladki and sex,

The bottle and relationship,
Daru piyo and joke with,
Wine bottles and brands
The chief property of his,
Taking daru,

He listening to

Thumri, khyal and ghazal,
Classical music,

Reading Urdu shayari
And the mood colouring
In the good spirit

And joviality upkept.
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A Yoga Guru

A yoga guru
Or a yogi not,
But a bhogi.

A teacher of
Yoga not,
But lured towards

Blondes, beauties and belles

Taking lessons in yoga

In the Unites States of America

And the false Indian babas and gurus
Taking their classes

In sex to bliss.
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A Yoga Master Or A Sex Guru? / A Yogi Or An Indian
Sex Guru? (For The Americans)

An Indian yoga teacher
Moralistic and spiritual
Instructing

At a Yoga Centre in America
Or a sex guru,

An Indian sex guru
Scandalous,

What is he?

Mind it, yoga is yoga,
Not bhoga,

Take it in the true spirit,
But we the human beings
Are prone to weaknesses.
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A Yogan, A Sadhvi In The Rudraksha Bracelets, Is It
Your Heroine, Lawrence? Ts

Is your heroine, Lawrence,
A yogan,

A sadhvi

In the rudraksha beads
And bracelets,

A modern maiden

Tired of modernity,
Artificial life and living

Or a Rajneeshite,

A disciple of Osho?

A yogan

Or a sadhvi,

A modern maiden

As a disciple of Rajneesh,
A disciple of Osho?
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A Young Foreigner Guitarist

A young guitarist
A Beat
Or a Beatle?
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A Young Girl

A young girl,

Want I for the story of my life
And if she comes to not,

I shall turn into a sadhu

With the long beards

Coming from the ashrama.
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A Young Girl Beautiful And Charming

A young girl like you
want I,

A young girl just like you
Want I.
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A Young Girl Is A Source Of Inspiration, Isn'T It?

A young girl is a source of inspiration,
Isn't it

As everybody likes

To see

And view her?

A young girl,

The portrait of an artist
As a young man

Or a woman,

As stylist girl

Going with a bag

For shopping.
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A Young Girl Who Is Just An . In English Too Is A Poet

A young girl

Who has done her . just now

Too is turning into a poetess

Of Indian English poetry

As for the advertising job

She does for the Delhi-based publisher
And the publisher introduces her
Without having her poems,

Perhaps she is yet to write her poems,
She is making a fair copy of those
From her diary notes and jottings.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 427



A Young Girl, How To Make A Photograph Of Her?

A young girl,

Fair and lovely,

Rosy and sweet,
Golden and glistening,
White and so fresh,
Who will not love her?
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A Young Maiden Standing Before, Burkawalli, A
Portrait Of An Artist, A Black & White Photograph/ An
Evening Full Of Ghazals

A young maiden standing before, Burquawalli,
My Burquawalli,

A veiled lass,

A Muslim girl

And I with my brush

Making an art-piece of hers,

A portrait of an artist,

The artist as a young man not, woman.

A black and white photo of hers,

She standing before

In her dark robe or gown

And I portraying, making a portrait of.

The evening is descending,

The jasmines in sweet scent and redolence,
The stars twinkling up above

And the burqua-clad beauty passing through.

I feeling like in an evening full of ghazals,
She coming to me as a ghazal

And I feeling for

The lass behind the bars.

The notes of the cuckoo breaking forth
From the trees
Where it is perched upon,

But the melody of the note taking me away.
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A Young Nun Saw I Going

With so much so of love,
Affection and sympathy,
So much so bonding and fascination

A young nun, young and lovely maiden
In the whites

Coming,

Coming and passing through.

I do not know it,
But I saw here,
Why did I see her

With so much so affection and love?

Is this called love?
Unexpressed love.
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A, K, Ramanujan Is But A Master Of Vakrokti, Hashya
And Vyangya

Poet ujan is but a master

Of vakrokti,

Hashya and vyangya,

One of the oblique approach,
A master poet

Fro who poetry is vakrokti,
A hashya-vyangyakar,

A hashya kavi,

Vyangya kavi.

Never serious, always light and loose,
Chuckling and grinning

And smiling it himself,

Laughing and caricaturing,

Bursting into a laughter,

Into a guffaw,

Sometimes belittling and befooling others,
Sometimes taking to his counsel.
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A. A. Anzarannii As An Indian English Poet From
Himachal.

annii alias Vikram Mehta, born in 1947

Is IFS 's son,

Who taught English

At Govt. Polytechnic for Women, Kandaghat,
Solan, H.P.

In the Deptt. of Applied Sciences & Humanities.

Anzarannii who did his

Matriculation from Govt. High school Bilaspur, H.P.,

Pre-Univ. from Govt. College for Boys, Chandigarh,
Pre-Engineering from the same,

. Engg. from Delhi College of Engg.,

B.A. from S.D.B. College, Shimla

And M.A. in 1979 from Regional Centre for P.G. Studies, Shimla
Then Punjab University.

Anzarannii as a poet

Is a poet of love,

So passionate and emotional,

Mad after it,

Writing under the impact

Of the pains of love and medicines,
But original enough.

Anzarannii qualified for the IAS,

But did join,

Continued to teach,

A writer of Lillian O' Rannii,

The Lover and other collections,

A poet Keatsian and Freudian,
Writing in his own way,

only the love poems and love stories.
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As A Poet

Is allegorical, full of references

To Yeats, Keats, Browning,

Tennyson

Sometimes mimicking, sometimes parodying,
But Swiftian in essence,

A poet conventional

But so different

Just like an islander

Telling of the islands

Not the colonies settled.

A poet Donnian, Popian

He is more of the 18th century
Rather than the twentieth,
Sarcastic and cutting

Across the lines,

Hope intermixes

To reproduce

With his remarks and judgements
In an Australian presentation.
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ujan As A Caricature Man

Poet ujan

As a man

Is not so serious,
But very light.

If he sees the goats

Going,

He will try to give

Some names to create humour

So that the goat-woman smiles to hear it.

Your mom is calling,

You come,

O the goats,

The cows too are

Called by the villagerly woman!
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ujan Is The Ashtavakra Of Indian English Poetry

ujan is but the Ashtavakra

Of Indian English poetry
Whether you accept it or not,
The master of oblique approach,
Irony, doublespeak,

Humour and satire,

Joke and jibe,

Pin and perforation,

Taunt and jaunt

And his poetry as Ashtavkra Gita
Recreating,

Recreating and remixing

With wisdom and caricature,
Experience and irony an doublespeak,
Feeling and emotion,

Humour and satire,

Wisdom and learning

And lessons of life learnt

As did Ashtavakra instead of his deformity
And bends in body.
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ujan Was A Typical South Indian Brahmin

ujan was a typical

South Indian Brahmin,

A Tamil mathematician's
Poetical son

Under his father's
Astrological and astronomical beliefs
Scientific and conventional,
Horoscopic too,

Falling short of becoming
An astrologer, a palmist,

A horoscope-maker,

A Vedic astrologer,

A folklorist.
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ujan, Was He?

ujan, was,

Was he

A man

Crooked

And hooked unto,

Crooked and screwed,
Bent and forked,

Not so easy,

But difficult to be handled?

As for poetry to him

Was not ukti,

But vakrokti,

Statements not,

Oblique statements,

A man always peeping into,
Peeping and perforating,

Always criticizing and backbiting.

You accept it or not

Many of us

Those who are comic and comedian
Will definitely be light and loose

As they know it no limits

And transgress into,

Cross over to another land's borders.

And apart from this,

Ramanujan is but a comic writer not,
Light verse writer that too not,

But a writer of vakrokti,

Crooked statements,

Hooking and crooking always,
Pulling it down.
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ujan: A Folk Man From The Northeast Or The South?
(A Conch-Blower Or A Horn-Blower?)

Was he a drummer
Or flute-player

Or a clapper

Or a whistler?

A folk dancer

Or a singer

Or a musician

Or a folk painter?

A Tamil bard
Or a rustic clownish
Or a court jester from Madurai?

Dancing at the beat
Of the Tamil country drummers
And singers

And musicians.
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Kalam

Kalam,
The former president of India,
How to pay tributes to you,
A scientist unparalleled,
The missile man,
The space scientist,

How to pay tributes to you,
Single and dedicated,
Inspiring and infusing spirit
Into the young men,
A personality
Always the cause of inspiration,
Always in memory!
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Kalam The Technocrat And His Personality

Kalam,

The man and his picture,

The images we formed

After

Of the man and his personality,

His vision and mission,

A technocrat involved

In missile development and technology

For civilian and defence applications and purposes
Drawing from physics, science and engineering
And technology,

Nuclear science and strategic defence studies.

Man goes but his passing images remain,
Man passes out but his images linger it more,
Similarly he went away,

But his images lie in, the pictures

And photographs of his,

A man in plain coat, pants and necktie
With the hair parted in the middle

Long and hanging,

A voice Tamil-Tamil

Working for progress and development,
Inspiring and instilling hope

Into the young minds.
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Kalam (Remembering Him On Teacher's Day)

Kalam
As a disciple
And a teacher
As lies it
The book of his life.

A student

With so much love

For his teacher

And the teacher too

So much loveful

And as a teacher

He mingling and mixing with
Without any hindrance.
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Kalam (The Missile Man)

Kalam

The man and the scientist,
Engineer and technologist
Fusing in nuclear science
With aeronautical engineering
And defence technology

For space research

And missile technology.

The people's president,

A single

Lived he a bachelor,

Died he a bachelor,

Kalam

Igniting the young minds,
Talking of the wings of fire.

Kalam

The man and the scientist,

The engineer and the technologist,
The missile man

Firing, shooting missiles

Into the skies,

The fire man.
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Kalam At The Rashtrapati Bhavan In His Thinking
Hut And Talking With Flowers

Kalam at the Rashtrapati Bhavan

In his thinking hut

And marking the aroma and flavor

Of spring

In its florid beauty and sweet redolence.

The President taking a stroll,
The bachelor President,

Single,

Strolling and talking to flowers,
Flowers of multi-hues blooming
And spreading sweet redolence.

Ruminating and reminiscing seated on a sofa
And writing books,

Gathering thoughts and ideas

For the books to be written

For the younger developing minds,

Hearts and souls.
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Aageo Dekhecchilam

Aageo dekhecchilam,
Ekhono dekhcche je tomake,
Kato bhalo lege cchilo,
Eikhono je lagccho tumi,
Aabaro ki dekha hobe? .

Had Seen You Before

Had seen you before,

Still now see I,

How lovely did you appear to be,
Still look you so lovely,

Shall I be able to see you again?
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Aaj Ki Kavita/ Today's Poetry

Aaj ki kavita
Kavita nahi,
Akavita,
Kukavita.

Kavita kavita,
Kavita ke liye.

Today's poetry
Poetry not,
Non-poetry,

Bad-poetry.

Poetry poetry,
For poetry.
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Aam Aadmi Party

Donning the white topi,

In the white pyjamas and the kurta
With the bill over,

I giving the stunt,

Staging the nukkad natak

At the town square

I sweeping with the broomstick,
Singing a song,

Ooh-la-la,

Again taking a break from,
Asking the passers-by to stand
And give their boots

To polish

I polishing the boots of the passers-on
Smilingly,

Doing politics

Under the banner,

But the professional cobbler

Whom I have silenced after

Giving some money

Too knows it my tactics

Of coming into power,

I am not there to polish the boots,
But to do politics,

I not a stage artist,

But am doing politics

Under the pretext of the street drama,
Trying to gather the public.
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Aami Saheb Nai (Ektu Gaur Kore Taakan) / I'mnot An
Officer (Look Into Me Closely)

Aami sagheb noi,

Aapnaar mone hocche,
Ektu gour kore taakan,
Aami ek sadharan lok.

Saheb to cchilaam na,
Woraa saheb kore-kore
Aamake thiksaheb
Bniye diyecche.

Am not an officer,
You presume it to be,
Look into closely,

Am a common man.

Had not been an officer,
They after calling me saheb
Have exactly me

Made.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Aap Activists, Aam Aadmi Party Workers

AAP, Aam Aadmi Party activists
Just as a foil to major parties
Enacting a street play,

holding a nukkad sabha,
Staged and enacted

By the common street people,
But with an eye on politics and power,
How to wrest power

By dusting into the eyes

Of the common public,

How to fracture the mandate
To destabilize the organization?

The jokers, loafers and comedians,
Ramblers and roamers,

All there to be politicians,

Public politicians,

The AAM Party activists

Donning the white conical caps
With the bills

Of the AAP,

But they not the common people,
The power-greedy people,

Not for the public,

But for themselves,

How to get the media coverage
Their first priority?
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Aap Kitanei Badla Gayei
Changed?

Kabhi socha tak nahi thaa,
Aap kitanei,

Kitanei badal gayei hain,
Kabhi,

Kabhi socha tak nahi thaa,
Aap,

Aap kitana badal,

Badal gayei hain?

Had not thought about,

How much you,

How much have changed,

Sometime

I had not thought about it sometime,
You, ?

How much you,

Have changed
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Aap Rahatin Hain Mere Dil Ke Karib You Live Near My

Heart

Aap Rahatin Hain Mere Dil Ke Karib
You Live Near My Heart

Aap rahatin hain mere dil ke karib,
Kahin aash-paas,
Mat pucchiye kahan ji?

Bas aapke paas, aapke dil ke karib,
Seriopusly nahin liziyegan,
Bas mazak kar leta hun.

You live near my heart,
Somewhere near,
Do not ask.

Just near you, near your heart,
Take it not seriously,

Just keep joking with sometimes.
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Aapka Pyaar Meri Kavita (Your Love My Poems)

Aapka pyaar meri kavita,

Aapka pyaar

Meri kavita,

Ek baar muskura to do

Aur aapki muskurahat jo gazab ki,

Aapko dekh mein bhi muskurane jo lagata hun.

Your love my poem,

Your love

My poem,

Smile you for once

And your smile strange is it,

After seeing you, I too start smiling.
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Aapke Chehre Mein Kya Hain? (What Is In Your
Glamour?)

Aapko dekh, dekh ke

Mein sochata hun,

Kya aapka chehra,

Kya ada, kya jo nazakat,

Kya jo hansi

Aur phir uspe meri deewangi?

Aapko dekh, dekh ke
Mein sochata hun,
Kya hain chehra,
Kya jo jadu?

After seeing, seeing you

Think I,

What is it in your glamour,

How the antics, gait, viewing,
How the smile

And above all, my being after you
With the heart?

After seeing, seeing you
Think I,
How the glamour,

How the magic?
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Aapki Bheegi Palken/ Your Wet Eye-Lashes

Aapki bheegi palken

Mere geet na ban jayen

Aapki bheegi palken,

Pyaar ki dagar jo hain tedhi-medhi,
Kise jo batayen apne dil ki dastan?

Your wet eyelashes

It may be they may turn into my lyrics,
Your wet eyelashes,

The way of love is zigzagged,

Who to narrate the tale of my heart?
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Aapki Chahat Mein

Aapki Chahat Mein

Aapko chaha jo bahut

Aur chahat jo pyaar mein badal gayin
Aur mein karne laga aapse pyaar.

In Your Liking

I like you very much

And the liking turned it into my yearning

And started I loving you.
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Aapki Dadhi Aapka Parichay/ Your Beards Your
Identity

Aapki dadhi aapka parichay,
Aap kaun hain, kya kartein hain,
Aap nahin,

Aapki dadhi kah deydgi,

Aapki dadhi ek criminal ki dadhi
Ya ek fanatic ki dahdi?

Your beards your introduction,
Who you are, what do you do,
You not,

But your beards will say it,
Your beards those of a criminal
Or a fanatic?
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Aapko Dekh (Bilingual)

Aapko Dekh

Aapko dekh mein kavita likhtaa hun,

Bas aapko dekh.

Agar jo aap chalin gayin,

Samajh lijiye meri kavita jo khatma ho gayin.

After Seeing You

Afer seeing you write I my poems,
Just after seeing you.

And if go you away from,
Take it for that my poems will come to a stop.
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Aapko Dekh Kavita Likhne Ki Eccha Hoti Hain (After
Seeing You Want I To Write Poems)

Aapko dekh kavita likhne ki eccha hoti hain
Aapko dekh,

Phulon ki sugandha jo aatin hain

Aapko dekh,

Chahat jo es kadar bad chalin hain

Aapko dekh

Kavita jo yaad yaa gayin.

After seeing you want I to write poems
After seeing you,

The fragrance of flowers comes it
After seeing you,

The desire increases it so much

After seeing you,

Comes it the verse-lines.
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Aapko Meine Kahi Dekha Hain

Aapko Meine Kahi Dekha Hain
Aapko meine kahi dekha hain,
Kahan dekha hain,

Kya aap bata shakatin hain?

Have Seen You Somewhere
Have seen you somewhere,
Where have seen you,

Can you recollect and say to me?
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Aapko Meine Kahi Dekha Hain (Hindi)

Aapko meine kahi dekha hain,
Kahan dekha hain,
Kya aap bata shakatin hain?

Have seen you somewhere,
Where have I seen you,

Can you tell?
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Aapko Muskurate Dekh Mein Bhee Muskurane Lagata
Hun

Aapko Muskurate Dekh Mein Bhee Muskurane Lagata Hun

Aapko muskurate dekh

Mein bhee muskurane lagataa hun,
Pata nahin,

Kya raaj hain

Aapke muskuraane kaa,

Kya jaadu hain aapme?

On Seeing You Smiling I Too keep Smiling

After marking you smiling
I too keep smiling,

Don’t know,

What the secret of

Your smiles,

What the magic in you?
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Aapo Kahin Dekha Hain (Have Seen You Somewhere)

Aapko kahin dekha hain,
Kahan dekha hain,

Kya aap bata shakatin hain
Kahan rahatin hain aap?

Sunkar kucch nahin bolin,

Thik jaane ke waqt,

Kah chalin,

Premnagar mein gussha jhad ke.

Have seen you somewhere,
Have seen somewhere,
Can you tell me,

Where do you dwell in?

Hearing it, said she not anything,
Just at the time of her departure,
Went she away saying,

In Premnagar (Lovecity) angrily.
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Aapse Dillagi/ Hearty Links With You

Aapko dekh kucch log chand kahate,
Par mujhe jo

Aap sitaraa lagatin hain,

Ab batayun to batayun kya,

Aapse ye meri kaisi dillagi?

On seeing you some call you the moon,
But appear you

To be a star,

Now what to say to you about,

Now hearty links, shares with you?
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Aapse Meri Mulaakaat (My Meeting With You)

Aapse Meri Mulaakaat

Kitnaa akele thae hum,
Kitnaa akele hain hum.

Phir hongi bhenta kahi,
Aaccha to hum chalte hain.

Bas, log edhar she jaate rahten hain,
Rukte nahin, intazaar kare nahi kisi ke liye,
Fikra hi kahan?

Mein bhi tahraa ek ajnabi,
Aap bhi ek ajnabi,
accha, ton chalte raehn.

My Meeting With You

How lonely had I been,
How lonely am I now!

Again shall we meet, come that day,
Well, let us go.

Just they keep going, the people as passers-by,
Stop they not nor they wait for anybody else,
Why to bother for?

I am also a stranger,

You too a stranger,

Well, let us be going.
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Aazkal Log Kitane Pagal Ho Gayen Hain (Now-A-Days
How Mad Have They Become!)

Aazkal Log Kitane Pagal Ho Gayen Hain

Aazkal log kitane pagal ho gayen hain
Media mein aane ke liye,
Ghar-parivaar tak cchod deten hain
Publicity ke liye, apne image ke vaste,
Aazkal log kitane pagal ho gayen hain
Publicity aur media mein aane ke liye.

Now-a-days how mad have they become
As for to come in the media light,

As leave they their family and house

For publicity, for their image,

No-a-days how mad have they become
For publicity and media limelight!
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Abhijit Banerjee, People Ask, What Is His Citizenship?
But I Feel He Is Half-Bengali, Half-Bombayan, Half-
Delhite, Half-Indian, Half-French, Half-American In
This Way Or That Way

Abhijit Banerjee

The Nobel Laureate for Economics for the year 2019
With his better half, Esther Duflo

And Michael Kremer

Awarded by the Swedish Academy, Stockholm

Is half-Bengali, half-Bombayan, half-Delhite,
Half-French, half-Indian and half-U.S.

As he used to live in Calcutta, Bombay, Delhi

And is half-Indian, half-French and half-American too
As he is of India living in America

And an American citizen of course

But his better half a French lady

And so a U.S. citizen

So he cannot cut his connections

With India, America and France.
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Abnormal Psychology

A branch of psychology

Which deals with not normal,

But abnormal symptom and behaviour,
What it is not normal

Is abnormal,

As we ought to follow and abide by

A set of rules and regulations.

But how to say what it is not normal,
Our physiology demands it so,

Bodily needs and personal aspirations
Running high over

And we trying to make up for the same
What it normal, what it not.

The mind, human mind is always abnormal,
Abnormal, normal not,

But abnormal,

Here we are taught to learn

As the brain is made to think,

The dark heart to believe,

Everything is but blank.

Abnormal psychology,
Not normal,

But of the abnormal,
The abnormal mind

As the disordered mind
Works it not.
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Abraham Lincoln

A President so humane and republican,
Ideal and gentle

Promoting goodness and nobility,
Democratic ideals

Through his vision.

Abraham Lincoln the man and President
Saving America during the Civil War,
Aligning the North with the South,
Abolishing slavery

For humanism sake.

Strengthening the federal structure,
He gave a new impetus

Upholding human ideals,

Human dignity

A lawyer, an orator

Was he Abraham Lincoln of America.
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Abraham Lincoln The Man, The President Talk I

Abraham Lincoln the man,
The President

Talk I, sketch I

The portrait of that President
Who was more human

And republican.

A karmayogi

He delivered and worked,
Abolished slavery,

Worked for the American union

Bridging the North and the South.
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Absurd Drama Of Life (Haiku)

You an absurd player,
I an absurd player
Of the absurd drama of life.
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Accha To Hum Deewana Ban Jaaten Hain

Accha To Hum Deewana Ban Jaaten Hain

Pyar deewana hota hain,

Tum bhi pagal ho jaogi

Aur mein bhi pagal ho jaunga.

Well Then Let's Be Mad Lovers

Love seems to be the state of being madly in love,
You too will go mad

And I too shall go mad.
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Accha To, Chalte-Chalte, Pyaar Ki Baatein Ho Jaye

Accha To, Chalte-Chalte, Pyaar Ki Baatein Ho Jaye

Accha to, chalte-chalte, do baatein ho jayen,
Ho na ho phir mulaakat jo na ho,

Ye sunahare pal jo beet jayen.

Accha to, chalte hain, goodbye,

Goodbye.

Well Then, While Going, Let's Love Talks Be
Well then, while going, taking leave off, let's have the talks,
Maybe it that we shall not be able to meet again,

Maybe it these golden moments will pass by.

Well then, let's us going, goodbye,
Goodbye.
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Acche Din Yaanewalle Hain (Good Days Are To Come)

Acche din yaanewalle hain.
Kab yaayengei bataayeei, sir?
Chup kyon ho gayen?
Batayeei naa, sir.

Good days are to come.
When will they come, sir?
Why did you turn silent?

Tell us please, sir.
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Acche Din Yaanewalle Hain, Magar Aayenge Jo We
Kab, Modi Saheb? / Good Days Are To Dawn Upon,
But When Will They, Modi Saheb?

Acche Din Yaanewalle Hain, Magar Aayenge Jo We Kab, Modi Saheb?

Aapne jo kaha aur meine jo shuna,
Acche din aanewalle hain,
Shun ke jo bahut khushi huyin,
Magar aayenge jo we kab,
Modi saheb,

Sochiye jaraah,
Samajhiye-bujhiye,
Cchoti-moti baaton par

Bahas jo huyin bahut
Anap-shanap

Aur unhen jo fayada huya

Aur aapko jo nukshan?

Said you that and heard I,
Good days are about to come,
Hearing it felt I happy,

But when will they,

Modi Saheb,

Think you,

Meditate you, discuss you,
Held it too much discussion
So much

On trivial things

And it cost you dear
Rather than them?
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Accident

I do not understand

This accident,

Why does it take place,

Has man no hand in it,

Does it on chance, situation, circumstance?

Accident,

Why does it take place,

Who is responsible for

And who should be blamed for,
For whose fault

Did it happen, occur it,

Who solely responsible?

Accident,

How does it take place,

For whose fault,

Why it all,

Has it to happen

And who should it be held responsible for that?
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Across The Atlantic, The Pacific, The Mediterranean

From the seashore

I hearing the music of humanity,
The sad and solemn music

Of the people

Living across

The Atlantic, the Pacific, the Antarctic,
The Arctic,

There live they,

Which but think I,

Dream I

From the land's end,

Sitting and hearing

Through the waves

Rising and falling,

Surging and roaring high,
Sometimes rough,

Sometimes calm.
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Across The Mediterranean

Across the Mediterranean, lie you sitting,

In a pensive and reflective poise of your own
And here I by this shore,

Hearing the roar

Of the surging sea

And you by that shore

Of the Mediterranean

Lost in the waiting and pensive reflection of yours,
Seeing the waves rise and fall

And from this seashore,

I hearing the music man and humanity.
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Adi Shankaracharya

Adi Shankaracharya

His story of Brahmacharya,
Love for his mother,
Shiva-bhakta father,
Foundation of the mathas,
Wanderings as a sole sadhu,
Realization of Shiva

As a kangal boy with the dog
Going

Still conjure upon

The mind's eyes

When in a meditative strain
Or thinking about his biography.
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Adi Shankaracharya The Philosopher

Where the yogi meditating,
The sadhaka
And the fakira?

The founder of Advaita Vedanta
And the Mathas
With the comprehension

Of the unity of Brahman.
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Adil Jussawalla

Adil Jussawalla, the missing man, I have been searching, searching him
For quite a long time,

The man and the poet,

As have only heard about him,

The man who made a beginning decades ago and vanished out

From the literary scene

And was traceless

As a poet for many years

But resurfacing again with his

Trying to Say Goodbye and The Right Kind of Dog.

But as a journalist he had been there
Doing the journalistic write-ups, tidbits,
Editing and compiling,

Compiling and contributing

Rather than feeling poetically

A poet lost and uncertain of

His literary stance.

After Land’s End and Missing Person, he too vanished
Out of sight, traceless as a poet,

Nowhere to be found, searched around

A poet of broken lines and sentences

He was going by Eliot and The Waste Land,

Going by and Stephen Spender,

But was not.

A poet of Bombay, a Parsi at heart, he has

His race, heritage, lineage, ethnicity, culture and tradition
To draw from,

A poet of Parsi heritage and lineage

And genealogy,

Searching roots,

Striking the theme of nativity.

Instead of, he is a poet of the busy capital, the commercial hub,
The mega city, metropolitan town

Of malls, plazas and mutlticomplexes,

Sea beaches, bars and restaurants,
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International airports, bars and restaurants,
Apartments and skyscrapers,

Ships sailing far with the cartloads and cargoes,
Floating far off.

And apart from Parsi historiography and dislocation,
Adil turns back to Indian thought and philosophy

By taking Eklavya,

As he cannot say goobye to poetry

And returns back to it again,

A poet resurfacing again,

Back to his fluting and jarring tunes

After a break,

An interval of many years,

Collecting and re-collecting the older notebook jottings.

There is one trouble with the modern poets

That they pass on from modern to mod, modernistic and to post-modernism
And it is really tedious to understand them,

Using broken statements and terse vocabulary;

They themselves understand their poetry most.

Similar is the case with this modern poet
Who made a beginning long way

And after that turned to journalism

As for his career,

Barring sporadic literary activities.

Mainly England, the tings of English culture and living,
Foreign tours and travels, sojourns and stays
Connected with cosmopolitanism and globe-trotting
Take the canvas away from

And the second thing his being a Parsi,

Secluded from our ancient lore

And the other a cityman, a townsman not

But one from the metropolitan hub

Has nothing to delve in the countryside.

Urban life and living, values and manners, ways of expression,
City culture and dwelling,

Beaches, plazas, shopping malls, skyscrapers,

Theatres, art exhibitions, yoga therapies,
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Parlours and multigyms,
These are but the things of any modern poet
That we seek to interpret for modernism sake.
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Adil Jussawalla (1940- ) : A Portrait Of An Artist As
The Missing Man

Adil Jussawalla who wrote poetry

In the early sixties to start with Land's End (1962)
And carried to Missing Person (1974)

But missed from

And resurfaced he again

With his Trying to Say Goodbye in 2011.

A man who went to England
To read architecture

Returned back to

After a short teaching teaching
To be back to journalism

And freelancing.

Adil Jussawalla the man and poet,

A writer from Bombay,

Telling of the urban, cosmopolitan space,
City life and living,

Searching for values in broken rhythms.

A Parsi, breaking the ice

Of his psyche and space

He can with ease

About Eklavya, Karna too
Striking the roots of nativity.

Bombay, its sea breeze, Santa Cruz airport,
Partition woes, refugees

And their shelter,

He stitches the tales

For rehabilitation and rejuvenation.

A poet of the no-man

He himself the missing man,

Poetic fragmentation and broken imagery
And tidbits of thought and idea,

Gathers he the glass-pieces
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To join and re-design verses.

The early years saw an upheaval

In terms of divided in between Europe and India
Trying to come to terms with,

Grappling after with

Anxiety, alienation and bewilderment

And loss.

A recipient of the Sahitya Akademi Award

For Trying To Say Goodbye in 2014,

His The Right Kind of Dog and Other Poems is another
To follow it into footsteps,

A poet journalistic

Who wasted poetry for journalism.

But journalism too gave him the utmost

As had been the Editor of Debonair for a period
And also the Poetry Editor of it

For quite a long time

Promoting new poetry and poets

In its issues.

Jussawalla who taught at

r's College, Bombay for some time

As a poet is situational, occasional,

Catching the nuance and idiosyncrasy,

A poet Audenesque, Joycean and Eliotesque.
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Adil Jussawalla A Poet Of Bombay

Adil Jussawalla

A poet of Bombay,
Look stranger,

Sea fever,

Upon the bridge
Viewing the scenery.

A Parsi poet

He thinks of displaced
And dislocated people
Finding shelter with,
The influx of refugees
Seeking refuge.

The Partition was a blunder
And it as a tornado,

A cyclone, a whirlwind
Ruffled it all,

Uprooting and shaking
Many a family to doom.

A poet of the missing person
He himself went missing
And re-surfaced

After a 35-year break

The poetic tidbits

The journo as a poet.
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Adil Jussawalla A Poet Of The Fragmented Time, Spirit
And Imagery

Adil Jussawalla as a poet is one of poetic fragmentation,
Fragmented time, man and his spirit,
Everything but fragmented,

Patched up and darned,

Loosely tagged and conversational,
Full of the broken rhythms

Of speech and expression,

Disjointed and distorted,

Telling of the life spent

In England,

In India, especially Bombay,

But lineage and hierarchy taking him
Back to Lahore and to the heyday

Of the Zoroastrian,

Gujarati and Marathi

The tongues adopted and owned.
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Adil Jussawalla The Man & The Poet

Adil Jussawalla,

Is he the same missing person

Who made a tryst with verse

Long back

With his publications,

But the voice silenced

As for engagement to

Literary journalism, editorship and so on,
A writer resurfacing again,

Returning to his first love

After a thirty-five year break

With The Right Kind of Dog and Trying to Say Goodbye
Lately with them?

Land's End had been the first,
Missing Person the second,
He pedaled poetry,

Took a break,

Turned to prose and criticism,
Picked poems for Debonair,
Wrote columns,

Acted as Editor,

Promoted new writing.

A poet of broken rhythms and nuances,

Rhyme and intonation,

Catching the pulsation and heartbeat

Of the commercial city and hub

To the terminus to the airport

To the restaurant and the club,

The sick, hurry and divided in aims,

He too keeps moving along

To catch the scenery and landscapes

From London to Geneva to new York to Bombay.
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Adil Jussawalla The Poet

Adil Jussawalla is a poet of Bombay

Writing of the Bombayan inner scpaes
Depicting and describing

As per the models of the Eliotesque hollow men
And the sterile and arid waste land,
Audensesque and Spenderian.

A poet of Bombay, he is outlandish
As well as islandish,

Telling of England and Bombay often,
His life and times in England,

Spent,

His life and times passing in India.

A modern hollow man seems to be the poetic persona,
the protagonist and the mouthpiece of his,

A modern city man,

That too of the metropolitan town, the megacity

Of the bristling commercial hub

The crux of his poetry.

A poet Bombayan, he is of Bombay
And his mind can nowhere

Barring it,

A Parsi he has the tales of his own

To tell,

Drawing from Parsi ethos and heritage.

A Parsi, he writes the poetry of the no-man,

The hollow men,

The missing man,

The poet goes missing

Resurfacing after a gap a break of so long years,
The absentee poet.
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Adil Jussawalla Tried To Say Goodbye To Poetry, But
Couldn'T

Adil Jussawalla tried to say goodbye to poetry,
But couldn't,

Poetry conversed with his Parsi heart and soul
To bring him to the negotiable table,

As a poet can say goodbye to all,

But never to poetry.
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Adil Jussawalla Trying To Say Goodbye To Poetry, But
Has Not Bidden

Adil Jussawalla trying to say goodbye,
But has not bidden it

Even went missing for

After a long break and a pause

From poetry

The poet recollecting his days
Spent in London,

Journeying Europe

With the East-West encounter
Envisaged

With his graphic pen of architecture
And broken rhythms of verse

Of the missing man

Writing from the land's end,

The sea-side beaches

And harbours

And posts

Of commercial, cosmopolitan Bombay
Full of hectic hectic activity,

Din and bustle and it all

Giving refuge to

All those who seek for shelter.
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Adil Jussawalla, A Bombaywallah

As a poet of Bombay,

The history, growth and development
Of Bombay,

Bombay and its history,

The history of Bombay

From an island to a metropolitan city
To a mega one.
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Adil Jussawalla, I Saw You Far, Recgnized The Voice

Adil Jussawalla, I saw you from far,
Recognized the voice of yours
Among the caravans,

Searching the no-man,

Getting acquainted with

Land's End, Missing Person,
England viewed from the Dover Beach,
Bombay viewed from alighting

At Santa Cruz Airport

While landing down from

A sojourn in England

With the graphic architectural pen
Trying to make

The topography and cartography
Of it

Which gave shelter to so many
From different parts of the world
War ravished and ravaged

Telling the Partition tales

Of woe and misery,

The Tibetan refugees coming

To seek shelter.

Just as Wordsworth you viewing

From Westminster Bridge,

As viewed Blake

In London,

talking

Of the island scenery

And the sailing of ships,

Addressing, look, stranger,

You broke the lines,

Intermixed with

To tell of city-life,

The heartbeat and vibes of it,

Your global qualms and fascinations for,
Taking us to Geneva, Iowa and so on,
A poet of Eklavya and Karna,

You turning too Mahabharatan tales
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With the turns and shifts
In thoughts,

Sailing in the ship

And floating on sea waters
Telling of Bombay.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 492



Adil Jussawalla: A Poet Of Modern India

The missing man has been found again

And he is none but Adil Jussawalla

Resurfacing after a break of almost some thirty-five years
When he wrote his first collections,

A poet of the sixties,

Just beginning or trying to make a tryst

With his maiden venture

And thereafter the silence,

The Iull in between after adding one more.

A hollow man, no man, Eliotesque,

A look stranger like that of Auden, Audenesque
He is a poet of Bombay as Ezekiel is,

An Oxford returned fellow,

A sojourner, a tourist and a traveller,

He is a poet of poetic chits and chats,

Tidbits and broken statements

Delving in the urban space mainly,

Following Auden’s style of The Unknown Citizen
Apart from his siding with Eklavya

As Daruwalla sides with Karna and Charvak.

The poet just like Nissim Ezekiel sees the growth of Bombay
Relating to in the form of a vilagerly island,

As Wordsworth sees in Upon The Westminster Bridge,
Auden in Look, Stranger

Alluding to the slash of the sea waters

And the moving away of ships,

Eliot in The Hollow Men

The hollow and stuffed men,

Headpiece filled with straw

Similarly Adil too sees the city of his birth

While landing from foreign

As Arnold sees the cliffs in Dover Beach.
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Aevind Krishna Mehrotra's Beards, White Flowing

Beards

Arvind Krishna Mehrotra's beards
Not of Tagore

But of in

And Acharya rajneesh's.

Just to be a poet

He has kept it

Long flowing white beards,
Looking strange.

Don't know whether real or fake,
A poet's or a poetaster's,
But a surrealist no doubt

Trying to add to and evolve?
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After Being Scolded By Wife, The Gentlemen Turned

Into Tulsidas

After being scolded and rebuked
And reprimanded by wife Ratna

As for crossing the river in spate
After his marriage with her

And for attachment,

The gentleman turned into Tulsidas,
The writer of Ramcharitmanas
Who suggested him

To show the devotion shown to her
To God in that intensity

So that he would Him

And the biting words

Taught him otherwise

And he took to the counsel

And turned into a Ram-bhakta devotional poet.
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After Death, Where Does The Spirit Pass Away? Can
One Say It?

After death, where does the spirit pass away,
Can one say it,

Where does the soul transmigrate,

Where does the spirit,

Is there nothing in this world

As nothing is static and permanent here?
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After Divorcing Her, He Is Going To Marry Again And
So Is Coloring His Mustachio & Beards

After having divorced,

He is going to marry it again,

Yes, for a re-marriage

And so he is colouring his mustachio
And beards,

Dyeing and painting

To look youngish, golden and stylish,
The old man as the new lover.
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After Getting Married For The Second Time

After getting married for the second time, how has he changed
And his wife, both of them, husband and wife,

Changing colours like the chameleon

As they do go on.

When she had been alive, I mean the poor, humble and simple lady,
How uncaring had he been, how much unloving

As she used to care for the whole household

And he used to remain indulged in his.

But with the change in time how has he changed
Looking coloured-coloured,

Painted, dyed and goggles-wearing

That fail we to recognize him.

Who is the man ask we in curiosity,

But he is the same man whose beloved wife left the world
And by her pyre promised he

Before the public that he would never marry again.

But with the change in time how changed he that broke he the promise
Of never marrying again

And married he

The poor maiden

Who but now strutting, walking on tiptoe,
Making the children work,

Carrying the new-born,

Giving not food to the step son and daughter.

Like the new magistrate on chair sits she and chats,

The husband fans the earthen oven, the villagerly hearth
By pushing cow dung cakes, dry leaves and woods

And the step-daughter keeps she making food.

Like some Indian guru she will sit and eat first

Then her step-son and daughter,

That too the small daughter will give rice to him in hiding
And bread-loaf after stealing it.
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Time too is as such that it keeps watching and waiting for,
Let her step-son grow,

Everything will come into the control of

Through the tussle of power.

O
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After Going Through The Papers Of Nathuram Godse

Was he a patriot,
Was he a nationalist,
Was he a martyr?

Did he salute him
Before shooting him
Fanatically?

Did he not come to feel it,
He was a great soul,
Did he not?

Gandhi took the shell,
Fell down to the bullet,
Nathuram, Nathuram.

You won't,
Won't sleep,
Nathuram, Nathuram.

Hey Ram,
Hey Ram, with these words,
With these words, the old man fell down.

Didn't, didn't you feel pity,
Pity for the old,
The old man, Nathuram, Nathuram?

The winds wailing, wailing,
Men and women breaking down,
Gandhi, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi is no more, no more.

People grabbing, grabbing him
And trying not to flee,
But surrendering, surrendering himself.

Trying, trying to say something,

Trying, trying to say something,
Why, why did I, did I?
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Now, now stand you, stand you
As a culprit, a culprit,
A convict, a convict in the court of justice!

Why did you,
Did you, Nathuram, at the instigation
Of someone?

I know it,
Know it, Jinnah,
Jinnah too had been as such.

But he did not,
Did not shoot Gandhi
Though was divisive.

Nathuram,
Why did you,
Did a great soul rarely to be born again?

What,
What drove to,
What, Nathuram?

At whose provocation
Whose provocation,
Did you, did you execute this?

Why did,
Did I shoot Gandhi,
Why did I?

Didn't, didn't you repent for,
Repent for

Killing him?

Nathuram, Nathuram, say you,
Say you not,

Beg you, beg you pardon!

And he will,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 501



He will,
The Great Soul!

Nathuram, after marking you,
Feel I, feel I,
Why did you, did you?

Why did you, did you sin it,
Sin it, Nathuram,
Nathuram?

Had the death of Gandhi,
Gandhi planned,
Planned as thus?

Had,
Had his death,

Had, had he not to die a simple death?
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After Having Flung The Books, Notes & Papers, She
Took Time To Reconcile With To Ask It Again?

After having quarrelled with, flung the books,
Pewter water pots, dishes and earthen bowls, pitchers
And broomsticks,

Weeping and crying herself

Having torn the notebooks apart,

She kept silent,

Went on crying

And compromising,

Trying to reconcile with,

To come to terms

And the scholar too looked at his books and notes
And papers in hate and anger

And anguish and repentance

As for why did he marry a foolish and illiterate lady,
That too a village girl,

Teenaged and working

But foolish,

Hoaxing and coaxing his destiny and fate?

The village came she again,

Not as a cyclonic wind,

A whirlwind taking the outlook of a tornado,
But a tornado subsided,

Took time to console and reconcile with,
Wiped out the tears

And smiled she forecibly in anger,

Went to her poor dressing room

To turn up again,

Powdered, creamed,

With the scent,

dressing up and making up herself

To ask,

“Am I not so beautiful

That read you all the times

Without sparing for me,

Am I, am I not really beautiful?
(Holding the hand)
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Look, look you
Into the eyes of mine and say to me,
Am I, am I not so? ”
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After Hearing Poetry Recitation

I,

I am the speaker,

The speaker, the listener,
Speaking and speaking,

The listener, listening

And listening,

The artist and the audience too,
I, I,

Don't you,

Don't you know me?
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After Indian Independence, Still Indian Women Are

Poorer

They had been,

Still now are

After Indian Independence,
Had it been so,

We would not have tortured
For dowry.

Poor India's
Poor tales
Politicians understood it not,

Just went on doing politics.
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After Kissing The Drunk Girl

After kissing the drunk girl,

Felt I the warmth and verve

Of this living,

What is this youth,

The in vain wanderings of it,

The waywardness and the lost mood of it,
But lose you not yourself,

Try to search the self in you,

Regaining your consciousness.
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After Learning English

Walking with an Alsatian dog,

The dog barking

And the Englishman in the making
After doing English Hons.

And M.A. in English Literature,

The undergrad not, but the postgrad
On the way going,

Going with and thinking of becoming
An Englishman,

How to be after,

Into the footsteps of them,

Have to an Englishman,

An Englishman

With the dog barking

And the Indian brown sahib

With the belted tiger

And the barks in the bungalow
Reminding him

Of the English accent and stress

Which the British sahib used to be with,

While calling the orderlies
In a broken Hindustani.

The Indian mother and father of the son

Looking back in astonishment,
Wonder and amazement,

How he could master,

An Indian boy, Master Blackie,
Somewhat dark

And he thinking himself
Cleverly and foxy

As he has to be an officer,

A White not,

But as brown sahib

To show himself,

Hence the gravity,

Will not talk to all,

Looking sober, grave and specs-laden
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After Loving And Leaving Me, Do You Think, That You
Can Be Happy? , Asked She

After loving and leaving me, do you think,
That you can be happy, my love? ,
Asked she sadly and slowly,

Sobbing and sighing,

With the tears falling from

And the trickles

Dried down on the innocent cheeks.
Will you divorce me, will you divorce me?
Have you stopped liking me from now?
Am I not your own?

Do you think it so?

After loving and leaving me,

Going after another,

How long will you keep going as thus,
Love and leave, love and leave?

Do you think that you can be happy
Breaking the relationship.

Dumping me poorly?

Mind it God is there, the same Almighty
Seeing from there.

Are you planning to divorce me?

Can the hearts be not mended?
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After Loving Her, You Desereted And Divorced Her

After loving her,

Having liked and loved her,
Deserted and left you,

Divorced and dumped you

Her, a poor woman

To poor destitute,

A girl weeping,

Sobbing and sighing

With tears into the eyes of hers,
Dried on the cheeks,

Half-wiped and half-dried,

Trying to wipe with her hands,

Left to her destiny

And repenting,

Broken-hearted and pained from her within,
Unable to stand,

Seeking solace

For peace and a calm resignation

To gain over

To adjust with life and its conditions.

See, the garden in full bloom,
But pluck not a flower,

Sing the song of life,

But devastate not anyone's life
as it is easy to destroy,

But difficult to create.
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After Loving Me, Will You Not Leave Me? , Asked She
With Tears Into The Eyes Of Hers

After loving me, will you not leave me? ,
Asked she with tears into the eyes of hers
And the teardrops falling off

And she wiping out with her hands?

Say, say you, asked she, holding the hands
Of the stranger,

Will you,

Will you not leave me and go away,

Will you not leave and go away?

Tears had been in the eyes of hers
And I could not see them,

Wetting me,

Cursing my lot

And I looking heavenwards

In utter confession,

Opening my heart and soul.
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After Loving You, They Abandoned And Left You...

After having loved and liked you,
They abandoned and left you,

A poor and helpless girl you,

A soul so desperate and broken,
Forlorn and sick.

Were they so selfish that they could be
So inhuman and cruel?

God will not forgive them,

Who keep seeing from there,

I am but sure of.
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After Marking Tears In Your Eyes (For Jiah Khan Who
Died Young)

After marking tears in the eyes, I could see the history of passion,
The story of emotion,

How do they disturb man,

How did they you?

You too were a man, a woman, full of heart and its sensitivity,
But to end life in such a way,
I could not the malaise o f your heart.

You too had love in your heart, you too had affection within
Which but you could not resist it,
But to give your precious life, I could not.

Womankind goes on suffering, but man understands it not
The helplessness of this poor heart,
So sensible and sensitive and so sentimental.

By being lovelorn and heartbroken, you cut down the hope
Of life and living
With such an irrational action.

Couldn’t you suppress the pains of yours, the heart-aches of yours,
Was there none to bandage the wounds of love,
Couldn’t you find solace?

To end your budding life in such a way, I can’t, can’t take to,
To end yourself in such a cruel way, I couldn’t believe it,
Had you been frustrated and depressed in such a way?

Had you been broken and sick in such a way that finished you yourself,
Had it been the final solution,
Had it been proper to do away with?

What to say about the heart, its senseless beating, pulsation and throbbing,

Restless waiting and yearning within,
As it understands not?
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Your love they couldn’t the loverly heart of yours, solitary and silent weepings,
Closing door you might have wept shipwrecked and forlorn,
But they could not the weepings of a womanly heart?

Love will remain love, indelible, indestructible and never-ending,
Womankind will go bearing
And man will go inflicting upon.]

In reading you, I could read the hapless and helpless face of devastated
humanity,

Tortured and inflicted upon,

Fatal in bearing.

I could read and mark the frustration and depression taking over, corroding your
self

And you suffered and struggled to contain in

All but silently.

But could not control you yourself your emotion and sentiment,
Your feeling and heart,
Had you, it would have been better.

Love is not love if you bear not the pangs of love, love is not love if bandage you
not

The wounds and hurts,

Love is not if take you not heart.

Love is not love if it is full of betrayal, deceit and selfishness,
Love is not love if it knows barriers,
Love is God, try to love all.

Love is a temple where there dwells in God and this heart really is a temple of
His

Where He dwells in our purity of thinking and living,

In our confession, but confess we not.

What in our hands, what in your hands, nothing mine or yours,

Everything but His, let us leave all that to Him,
What can I, what can you, as it has already taken place?
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After Meeting A Foreigner Girl

After meeting her at the airport,

I could not forget her

As she lay hanging as a photograph
In my heart.

God, give me a foreigner girl
As my love in my next birth,

I shall be very much thankful to You.
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After Reading Maha Nand Sharma's Autuimn Strains

A poet is like a silk-worn

And his poetry a cocoon
Instead of physical infirmities
In the old age.

Maha Nand Sharma's Autumn Strains
Shows the falling poetic powers of his
And Sharma is never

In shorter pieces.

To Our President ,

To Emerson,

Lunatics In A Durgah,
The Final Test,

Are readable ones.

Published in 2004,

Autumn strains is all about

The autumn and the old age

When the grassy white kaash flowers
Bloom in a plenty.
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After Reading Pronab Kumar Majumder’s Poetry
House

Pronab Kumar Majumder first of all is a poet of time,
Time fleeting by, slipping fast,

Gliding and sliding away,

Time mechanical,

Time worldly

And time cosmic too.

A poet, he was born in 1941

Which finally fell to East Pakistan after the Partition
And he came back to Calcutta

To read on and to continue

And joined the state level civil service

To be promoted to the rank of the special secretary.

Pronab is a translator, an editor of his journal,

A bilingual poet,

Writing in Bengali his mother tongue and English
And has authored many a book

Besides being a short story writer and a playwright,
Trying his hands to contribute to

A writer creative.

So much obsessed with time,

The poet broods and reflects over the passage of it
And the things being on the corridor of it,

Marking the sick hurry and divided aims

Of the modern pedestrian man and the commuter
Trapped in traffic jams

And the twilight glowing to vanish out.

Time's gossips does he,

The timely man keeping time,

Hearing the strike of the clock tower,

The minute hand going impressionistically
And he entering into the diary of writing
All about life and the go of the world

And of man and the passage of time. [J
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People sleeping on the footpaths,

Into the pavements,

Life pulsating thereon on the one hand

While on the other the heartthrob of the town
Beating it otherwise

Stuck in jams and gargantuan crowds,

A sea of crowd to pass by and disperse.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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After The Asthi-Kalasha, Started It The Pinda-Dana

After the immersion of the asthi-kalasha
Into the holy waters,

Geared I myself for pinda-dana,

O, do you pinda-dana,

Offering the things

For the shantih of the bereaved soul,
For breaking the maya

Of one who had been with
For so long,

Now she a soul, a spirit

Liberated from all our bonds

That bind her!

O, take you, take you for shantih,
O, bereaved and departed soul,
O, you, foograins rolled as pindas,
The planetary bodies too pindas
Of matter and mass

As you too were,

O, take you water,

Water to quench your thirst,

The thirst of the soul,

Water to quell fire flames!

O, returned it the components

Which it was formed of, composed of,
The five elements,

Earth to earth,

Fire to fire,

Water to water,

Air to air,

Spirit to spirit!
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After The Break-Up, Are You, Are You Happy, My
Love? , Went She Questioning, Questioning Wiping
The Tears With Her Hands And Breaking, Breaking
Down

After the break-up,
Break-up,

Are you,

Are you happy,
Happy,

My love,

Love,

Are you,

Are you,

My love,

Love

After,

After the break-up,
Break-up,

My love,

Love,

Are you,

Are you happy?

See, see, who am,
Who am I
Standing before,
Before

And asking,

Asking you,

My love,

Love,

Are you,

Are you happy
After the break-up,
The break-up? ,
She asking,

Asking and weeping,
Weeping down,
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Breaking down
And melting.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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After The Death Of His First Wife, How Does He Colour
His Hair, Have You Marked, How Does He Smile On
Seeing His Second Wife?

When she had been alive,
She used to work

From dawn to dusk

Just as a beast of burden,
An ass or a camel

On whose back

The goods are loaded
Just like an ox

Without taking food timely,
Keeping hair oiled,

Face cream smeared,
Taking the left-overs

In the afternoon

When all eaten.

But now after her untimely demise
Has he started dating,

A new younger girl

Tender in age is ready

To come

And he going after,

His heart all after her,

He will die if he marries her not,
A girl so lovely,

So beautiful

Never seen in his life,

He starting his daylong work
After seeing her moon face,
Smiling to feel her

Which but you can mark it
Seeing his brown hair.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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After The Death Of His Wife

Wept he by the pyre that he would never marry in his life
Just like Bhishma Pitamaha

Though he was not,

A married man,

A widower

Whose wife is ho more.

By the burning pyre,

The wooden logs aflame,
The trails of smoke rising
And blazing,

He wept and wept
Bitterly with tears

Into the eyes.

Under the canopy of the skies
Weeping miserably,

Under the stars twinkling

And the moon shining,

He weeping as an orphan,

Turning from a theist to an atheist,
A believer to a non-believer.

He weeping on the river-bed
By the burning pyre,

Calling God,

But He showing not His Face
As he would ask for the boon
Like Savitri,

Will debate like Nachiketa.

Said he that he would look after his
Small son and daughter,

How to live

Without seeing their sweet face,
How to let the poor children

Live like orphan,

Without mother and father!
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But the same man how has he changed,
Colours he his hair and beards and moustache,
Dyes and paints,

Clean-shaven and looks his face in the mirror,
The same man, just the same,

How changed looks he now!

The beards which he had grown

For becoming a bairagya,

Cut he down at the instruction of his new wife,
I mean the memsahib

And now remembers he smilingly

Without any reason,

Perhaps found his love.

The man who used to move about
Keeping the small son and daughter,

Now he keeps to himself,

Without caring for them,

Letting them to play under heat and dust,
Driving like the dogs.

The small daughter’s long hair is without coconut oil
And the frock dirty

But she carrying the small brother child

Into the arms of hers,

Oh, the motherless child,

Exclaims the neighbour,

But sees not!

Having got his new love, how has he changed,
Looking coloured-coloured,

With the moustache and hair dyed,

Looking like a younger brat,

Jogging in the park a golden boy,

Always in fear that

The new memsahib will leave and go away.

All the time the name of the new wife on the lips
And he taking like Sita-Ram, Radhey-Shyam,
The whole locality whispering about

The newly found love
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Of the about to be a yogqi,

But the wife changed the bairagi

And the bairagi was not, but a fake sadhu
With the duplicate beards, parting the role.

Sometimes keep they singing together with,
Eating and waiting for equally

Like the panting doves,

A pair of sterlings,

The husband marking the face of the wife,
Perhaps has seen her before.

The children are in torn clothes,

He has nothing to care,

Like the step-father behaves he with,
Beats and scolds,

Abuses and turns out of the house
Which his sister and brother bear it not.

We wonder how the same father has turned

So cruel and callous,

So inhuman and selfish,

Can a father be so,

Perhaps under pressure

From his Dulari, dearer and Ladli, affectionate wife,
Is it not?

Talk they in such an affectionate way by standing
Near the gate

Or by the staircase

That the neibhbours whisper they about

The new lovers,

Thanking God for this newly found love,
God-gifted strange meeting.

Both of them made for each other,
Handshaking and greeting,
Looking up to God in thankfulness
And all smiles,

With the teeth shining white

And smiles breaking upon the lips.
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After The Death Of His Wife, Said He That He Would

Turn Into A Sadhu

After the death of his wife
Took he the oath

That he would never,
Wept he bitterly

While lighting the pyre

At the crematorium,
Remembering her so much
His beloved wife,

Taking the photograph
Along with him,

Seeing her stealthily

How she was,

How she has.

But with the passage of time
Slipping,

Memories sliding,

He taking new look,

Thinking afresh

Of entering into

A new alliance,

Engagement,

Nuptial relationship

Breaking his long silence

Full of memoirs and souvenirs,
Mementos and remembrances.

But how has he changed after the re-marriage

Think you,

A middle-aged man

Looking so handsome and fresh,
Youngish and stylish

In his Bermuda shorts

Jogging in the park

In the stylish golden framed specs,
Youngish-youngish and gay

And handsome
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Just like a brat,

not a senior

Always after the new wife

Glued to the T.V. set and the camera
Forgetting his son and daughter.
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After The Herald Of Spring

After the herald of spring,

The sun beats through the woods,
But the new and fresh leaves

As tender buds

Glisten around,

Reddish-reddish and pink,

Golden and glistening.
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After Writing A Few Poems In English, One Likes Call
Oneself A Poet Or Poetess

After writing a handful of poems
In English,

One likes to call oneself

A poet or a poetess

Just after a few poems

In English,

Here in India

As they know it

The critic is unavailable

As for the dispute

Whether English of England
Or of India,

Whose literature is this

Of the English saheb

Or the brown saheb?

The prizes will not come to naturally,
Nor will the awards,

But one can be sure of it

That he is going to survive

As a poet

Into the history of Indian English poetry,
If not as a major poet

Then surely as a minor poet,

Just the carbon-copies will do,

The stencilled papers,

Lithographed and typed,

Even the handwritten will do,

Just assure you that you write.
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After Writing Thousands Of Poems

After writing thousands of poems,

All for self-satisfaction, self-pleasure,

Reading dawn to dusk,

Researching and publishing,

Now want I to take a break,

Maybe it that I want to forget myself as a poet.
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Again Gitanjali

Gitanjali is a book of classical love poetry

And Tagore here trying to compile classically,
Seconded by the joys and sorrows of life,

Already felt, experienced and seen,

The poet trying to share with the Creator

And the same the Preserver and the Destroyer too,
The Flute-player and man the melody of it,
Breaking forth,

Man a pilgrim and life a pilgrimage,

God the Shepherd and man a lamb.

When the soul flutters in the mire of maya,

He seems to be with the concept of

Sagun Brahma, the Divine in Form

But when he readies for a departure

With tears into the eyes of his, a jiva,

With Blackly Yama standing at the cottage door to take
Life-spirit away,

He gets nervous and frustrated

With nothing as the alternative option to opt for.

When the story of maya ends abruptly and with a breakheart,
The story of bairagya starts,

I mean renunciation

Leading to nihilism and existentialism

And the dramma of the absurd,

Nothingness, scepticism, agnosticism and atheism

But in a subdued tone

And that is nirguna, without characteristics

The Nirguna Brahma, the Formless Divine.

The Unknown Path of life lies it ahead to take to
And man goign an uphill jopurney,

Winding unto the last,

Craggy and stony,

With the cutting edge,

With the travel sore and fatigue,

He undertaking to reach

The Midway Inns to pass the darker nightfalls
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After the eve-ends
To reach the Final Abode of God.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Again Remembered I The Same Story

Phir Wahi Kahani Yaad Yaa Gayin
Tumbhe ji bhar ke dekh lene to do,
Phir jo na mil sakun,

Pyar ki baat kar leene to do.

Again Remembered I The Same Story
Let me see you in full,

May not meet again,

Let me finish the love talks.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 536



Again To, Suzainn By Leonard Cohen

The poetry of Suzanne had been as such, the poetry of the gipsy girl had been as
such, this gipsy heart, gipsy living of ours! Where will this life take to? Poetry
transcontinental, poetry transatlantic, poetry nomadic and multicultural.?
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Again, Dawn At Puri By Jayanta Mahapatra

The break of dawn

Contrasted with

Faith and doubt,

Faith as frail as dawn-light
Followed by doubt

Casting aspersion with regard to
The utility and validity

Of adhering to

In so piety and virtuosity.

The dawn will come and go,
So is faith

Shaky and full of disbelief,
The widows past their prime,
Lying in utter submission,
Queued in rows,

Looking distraught,

What to seek for

When interest itself is not?

The vast sea scape

Of the Puri temple complex
Adjacent to,

With the crows and the skulls,
Rituals continuing,

Sands shifting,

Pyres in flames,

The trails of smoky blaze
Doing the rounds

Telling of life and the world
Otherwise.

What it to get from,

What it to lose,

Where to go,

How the faith sustaining by,
What the truth,

Heaven and Earth contrasting
And contradictory
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With the crows crowing

And cawing for hunger,

Want and scarcity of food,
Priests and clients

And middle men all engaged in?

The most frightening is the view

Of the tonsured men

On the ghats,

The places nearer to water bodies
By the crematorium

Of the beach,

The pyres, logs and the skulls

On the holy sands of Puri

Perhaps looking like metaphysicans,
Vedic, Upanishadic classical pundits
Also telling of what it lies it here.
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Air India Mascot

An Indian maharaja

Viewing a foreigner mannequin
With the folded hands,

Saying,

Namaste India.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

540



Air-Hostesses

I go to the air-port
Just to see,

See the air-hostesses, .
The foreigner girls
From England,
America,

Romania,

France,

Germany

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Akshay Tritiya, The Importnance Of The Auspicious
Day

Akshay Tritiya,

How to know the value of it

In the blazing month of Baisakh,
Akshay Tritiya,

The day to start with,

To do the bargain

With gold, silver nor other things,
To forward in relations,

To bring in hope,

Rekindle some expectation?

Under the blazing hot

Of the summertime of Baisakh,
In mid-April,

How to feel the importance of it,
Feel the bounty of Lakshmi
And the blessings of Vishnu

In Akshay Tritiya,

Giving food to stray animals
Or donating fruits

Or offering cold drinks

Or water?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Al Alvarez

Al Alvarez

Al Alvarez of Love Affair

About basing in sun warmth,

Telling of The Sun Rising story of Donne,
Spring Fever

All about burning, burning and waiting
But so indifferent to,

Lost about being lost

In her tresses

Showing the same beaten track,

The theme of Original Sin.
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Alauddin, Don't You Know That Padmawati Is An
Orthodox Rajput Princess?

Why to eye,

Eye her,

The wife of other man,
Alauddin?

You already know it
That she is the queen
Of Ratansen.

And instead of that
Keep you
Eyeing her.

Why,
Why will it be,
Alauddin?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Alauddin, Why Did You Make Jayasi Write Padmawat?

Alauddin, why, why did you
Make Jayasi write
Padmawat,

Padmawat, Alauddin?

Was Padmini so beautiful,
So ravishingly beautiful?

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

545



Alcohol Is Good, But Alcoholism Is Not At All

Take you alcohol,

But be not addicted to,
Be you not an alcoholic,
Addicted to,

Lying fallen on the roads.

Spoil you not with alcoholism
Though take you

But within a limit.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Alcoholism

Alcoholism,

Where,

Where will this alcoholism
Will lead to

As say they

There is no life

Without alcohol,

Take alcohol to enjoy life?

After hearing them,
I too get the inspiration,
But somehow resist from

After keeping my temptation off.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Alfred Brush Ford, The Great Grandson Of Henry Ford

The great Iskonite,

The member of the Krishna Movement,
Krishna Consciousness,

Bhakti margi devotee

An American man

With the change in heart

Transcending the barriers

Trying to be submerged in

To lift and free the soul

Engrossed in materialistic prosperity.
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Aligarh Muslim University & Raja Mahendra Pratap's
Donation Of Lands

What sort of men are they

The university officials and the administrators
That they like not to acknowledge

The donation of lands

Once gifted by

The local king

Raja Mahendra Pratap?

You will live in India
And will fail to
Foster the amity,

Can it be the basis of your thinking?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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All Alone

Alone had I been,
Alone am I,
Alone shall I go one day.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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All Are After Love, How Can It Be, Sir?

All are after girls,
Beloveds, lady-loves,
Can it be, Sir,

Say you,

All after mistresses,
Mistresses of heart,
Secretaries in love?

Even after the lovely lass

At home,

Going after extra-marital relations,
Spoiling other men's families.

My love, where are you,
Let me hold you,
My love?

My love, where are you,

Let me hold you,

Hold close,

If not, they will take you away
And sell in the market?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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All Babas Are Not Fake? How Do You Say So? Are You
Yourself A Good Man, Just Think You?

Try to correct your wrong statement,

All the time the negative comment is not good,
What do you know about,

Before calling all fake, fraud and false,

Say you,

Are you a good man

Similar is the case with the babas?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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All But Need Black Money, ., ., M.L.C S. To Contest,
So They Are Giving Deputations

If short of money, how will they

Contest elections

As ., .,

To sit in the Lok Sabha and the Rajya Sabha,
Where do they get money to contest?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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All Calling Themselves Poets Here, God, Save Me
From Indian English Poets And Poetesses! I Mean The
Duplicate Writers!

O, gentleman what do you think yourself?
Said he in rsponse to my question,
Wordsworth.

Hey, you Wordsworth

Then where are your friends,

I mean Shelley, Coleridge and Keats!

You, gentlewoman, what are you?

Said she, I am Emily Dickinson

And hearing it, exclaiimed I,

O my God, so full of poets,

So many poets and poetesses abound in
Here in India,

World-class poets and poetesses,
God-gifted organ voices,

Golden voices,

O my God, I see!

Indian English poetry full of such personalities,

One calling oneself Wordsworth while another Keats,
One Shelley while another Coleridge,

One Tennyson while another Arnold,

One Hopkins while another Hardy,

One One Browning another Rossetti,

One Sylvia Plath another Judith Wright,

One another Ezra Pound,

One while another Lawrence,

One John Masefield while another Walter de la Mare.

Again, stepping a furlong, I could trace them,

Loitering behind,

Yea, met I Robert Herrick,

English not, Indian Robert Herrick of Indian English poetry,
Thomas Wyatt, michael Drayton, Edmund Spenser,
Elizabethan not, Indian sonneteers and song-writers,
Labouring to produce unnaturally,
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Full of Indianness and Indianism,
Reciting like the texts in vernaculars,
Maybe they the incarnated ones,
Dead in the British isles,

But born again in India.

I just had been passing through to be acquainted with
The poets and poetesses waiting outside

To rejoin the seminar session

And to my astonishment, found I,

Re-traced back my Milton,

Who told about his poetry,

But not the burning of the midnightly lantern.

But I am sorry to say I cold not William Blake

Sulking somewhere,

I could not Thomas Gray writing his Elegy somewhere
In a graveyard,

I could not Auden of The Unknown Citizen!

God, God, O God, save me, save me from

Indian English poets and poetesses,

The egoistic and hypocritical fellows,

Mentally ill people,

God, save me, save me, God!

If all become poets and poetesses, who will read the poems,
If all become they,

The great poets of India!
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All For Her Silent Bearing

A drunkard kissed I her in inebriation

That solitary and loitering girl

All through the night

In the bivouac of life,

But but regretted she as Innocence personified
After having turned stone.
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All The Time Minorityism Is Not Good At All

To say all the time that the RSS is bad

Is not at all healthy,

What is the Hindu Mahasabha doing

As theirs is not the final say,

But the missionaries too were not scot-free,

One must mind it,

What they did something is worthy of,
Something very nasty

As they preached, drew close and converted too.
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All The Time Philosophy Will Not Help

When to give philosophy give

But to give it all the time

Not good

As the fools and illiterates

Understand it not,

Understand they the philosophy of the blunt,
The lathi being thrashed.
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All The Time The Talk About Fanaticism &
Fundamentalism Cannot Take Us Away

It is very bad to talk about being fanatical and fundamentalist
All the time

As the modern world needs it the good men,

Not the bad men,

Wicked at heart,

Barbaric and medievalistic,

Bloody, brutal and bestial.

Say, how many of us are virtuous ad righteous,
Good at heart and charitable,

So much sinful at heart

In our doings,

Say you, are we pure from our within,

Holy and faithful enough?

No, never, we are not, is the answer

Coming from within.

The fanatics will remain fanatics,

Will never change they

The medievalist people and barbaric,

They can never be cultured and educated

Even though try you,

You cannot change their thought-pattern

And living-style,

Th fanatics fanatics, the fundamentalists fundamentalists.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 559



All Were In The Cpi(M)

The thieves, pickpockets, dacoits,
Paanwallas, beediwallas,
All were in the CPI(M) .

When the Congress was in power at the centre,
They took the help of them

As a bargain,

When the Congress went against,

They praised the BIP.
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Allen Ginsberg

A druggie,
A hippie
Or a visionary?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Allen Ginsberg At Benares

Seeing the Ganga ghats,
Ganga ghats

Of Benares,

Benares

Marking the aarti,

The evening descending upon,
The bulls roaming,

Sadhus, yogis and fakiras
Losing in

Sadhna,

Going their ways,

The bells tolled,

Puja being offered to

At morn,

All through the day,

Devotees coming and going,
Hearing the eve-time prayers,
Reciting of Hari Om, Hari Om,
Om, Om,

Hari, Hari,

Shiv Om, Shiv Om,

Om, Om.
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Allen Ginsberg By The Ghats Of Benares

By the ghats of Benares
Strolled he,

Slept under the open
Marking the nights

With the bodies

Burning in the crematorium
Meditating on life and death.

A pilgrim, Western pilgrim

In quest of peace and rehabilitation,
Mental peace and happiness

Came he

Escaping the psychic turmoil
Happening within.

Allen Ginsberg

In search of happiness and peace,
Mental peace and happiness,

In search of an India

Seen from far,

So sacred, held in faith

And confidence.

The India of charlatans and sadhus,

Sadhus and gurus

But difficult to say,

Who is it real and true to the self,

Walking in the midst of,

Passing by,

Feeling the heat,

Beating Indian summers of test and resonance.
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Allen Ginsberg The American Beat Yogi

An American or a Jew,

A yogi or a bhogi,

In Calcutta

Or by the ghats of Benares
In search of peace,

Peace,

Mental peace,

Cosmic

And psychic.

A Beat

Or a Beatle,

A yogi

Or a bhogi,

A sadhu or a fakira

Western

Leaving his all

In search of peace,

Bliss, happiness

Trying to ascend the ladder.
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Allen Ginsberg, Say You, Say You If Were A Yogi Or
Not, If A Bhogi And This Too Not?

Allen Ginsberg, who, who were you,
Who, who were you,

A yogi

Or not,

A bhogi

Or this too is not,

Who, who were you

A poet or a patient,

An addict or a romantic,
Who, who were you,

A yogi or a bhogi,

A bhogi or a yoqi,

Allen, Allen Ginsberg?

Is your poetry of the mental asylum,

Of a drug-addict

Recuperating in a drug rehabilitation center,

Is your poetry of the correctional home,

A mad man's babbling and howil,

The howl,

The howl of a wayward, pathless generation

Divided in aims,

Passing through angst and bewilderment, anxiety and loss,
Going through trauma and catharsis?
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Allen Ginsberg: A Portrait Of An Artist

Allen Ginsberg,
Ginsberg,

The impact of the words,
Who was he,

Who, who?

Who this Allen Ginsberg,
A foreigner tourist,

A traveler tourister

Or a gipsy

Wandering?

Or a hippie,

A beat poet

Or a psychiatric patient
Recuperating

At a rehabilitation centre?

Who, who this Allen Ginsberg,
A poet or an artist

Or a traveler,

A tourist

Touring?
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Am A Rockstar, Am A Rockstar, Ladies An Gentlemen

Thank you,

Thank you, ladies and gentlemen,
Ladies and gentlemen,
Am a rockstar,

A rocktar

And it's you, it's you,

Not me,

Not me

That has, that has made,
Made me into,

Into a rockstar,

No me, me, but you, you.

The microphone,
Microphone is yours,

The drums, drums yours,
The banjo, the guitar,
The guitar cackling,
Cackling

With the wires plucked, plucked
To melodies,

Ladies, ladies

And gentlemen,

I am a rockstar,

A rockstar.

No the show starts,

Starts,

1234,

My musicians, my composers,
My drummers, my guitarists,
My bass men,

You rap, rap rapidly,

The drummers drum you,
Drum you,

The liggtmen throw the light
Upon, upon

I am a rocktar, a rockstar,
ladies and gentlemen,
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Ladies and gentlemen!
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Am I A Poet Or Not?

I doubt

If there is something in my poetry,
Had it been, they would have,

But they have not.
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Am I A Poet? Who To Say?

Am I poet,

Who to say it to me,

Where to get the license,

How the magic of publication?
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Am I Alone In The Universe?

Am I alone in the universe,
Alone, alone,
All alone?

With the head on the palms,
I thinking

Within.

The pose changes

And the hands

On the head.
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Amar-Prem (Immortal Love)

Amar-prem, immortal love,
How immortal love,

How the worshipper of it,
Taking into?

Immortal love,

How the worshipper of it,
Immortal love,

Indelible and indestructible!

Immortal love,
Time will change,
But love will not,

It will remain static.

Immortal love,

How the love of today,
How the lover of today
Changing with time?

Man will come,
Man will go,

But love will,

Love will remain it.

Immortal love,
How the love,

How the lover of it,
Immortal love!

Immortal love,

Even be you

Far from me,
Remain you close to!

Immortal love,

How the love of today,

How the love of yours
Never-changing, never-ending!
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Love is love,
Love will never,
Never change,
Immortal love!
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Amar-Prem (Immortal Love) / Indelible Love

Where that immortal love,
Where that immortal lover,
Where, where that Amar-prem,
Immortal Love

Burning,

Burning in which cave

Of sadhna?

Amar-prem,

Amar-prem,

How this amar-prem,

How, how this immortal love,
Immortal love,

The love of the soul,

The love, love of the mind?

Amar-prem,

Amar-prem,

How,

How this amar-prem,
Prem, love-love,

Where,

Where the flame burning,
Burning?

In which cave,

Which cave of sadhna,
Sadhna,

Where,

Where is it,

Is it the flame,

The flame of love?

The flame,

The flame,

The flame Divine burning,
Burning and emitting light,
Light,

The flames,
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Flames of fire?

Where the soul,

The soul,

Where the mind,

The mind in vision,

Where,

Where the soul in penance?

Amar-prem,

Amar-prem,

How,

How this amar-prem,
Prem,

Love,

Love immortal,

Love, love immortal

And how, how the lovers,
Lovers of it?

Now,

Now without you feel I,
Feel I,

Now,

Now without you,

You, my love,

Love!

I could not,
Could not

Feel it,

Feel it

When,

When had been,
Had been you
With me,

Me!

Now, now without you,
Without you,

My love,

My love,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 575



How,

How is this love,
Love and loving,
Love and this loving?

And how,

How,

The immortal,

Immortal lovers we,
We in reality,

Reality, my love,

Love,

How, how we

The immortal,

Immortal lovers we are!

Amar-prem,
Amar-prem,

How the worshippers,
Worshippers of it, it
Are we, are we,

Of Amar-prem,
Amar-prem,

How,

How we

The worshippers,
Worshippers of it?

N.B. Written in the memory of my brothers.
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Amartya Sen

Amartya Sen, sir, I am not interested in your developmental economics
Which you carried it forward from

And improved upon

With your understanding of

Famine, floods, poverty, development and economics

Rather than your personal life

Punctuated by the arrival of three ladies,

Nanabaneeta Dev Sen

But the marriage broke as for your departure to foreign

And thereafter married you Eva Colorni in 1973
But she passed away untimely

And finally turned you to Rothschild

And the rest I do not know

And from Nabaneeta you had two daughter,
Namely, Antara and Nandana

And from Colorni who died of cancer,

Two children, Indrani and Kabir

And from Rothschild,

I do not know it all.

The credit also goes to those

Who made him the professor and head
Of the department of economics

At a very young age

And to your teachers

Who recognized and supported you

Think it, had they not,

What would it happened,

The IJNU lobby too helped you grow

And the support of Rothschild too

And in the award to him,

I find the extension of the papers

Of so many talented Bengali economists

Who could have risen, but better served Bengal.
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Ambulance-Driver!

Ambulance-driver,
Where, where are you taking me
Away from?

Ambulance-driver,
Why is the light blazing,
Flashing, changing so much?

I myself do not know it,

Why has it stopped near my gate

And where is it taking me away from?
The hooting siren,

The flashing bulb light,

I fear, fear to see stopping near my gate.
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Ambulane-Driver, Where Are You Taking Me Away?
My Time Has Come It, My Tears None To Wipe Them
Out, Not Even God

O ambulance driver, where are you taking me away,
To which hospital,
Say you?

To whose hospital, God's or Yamma's,
Where are you taking me away?

I can hear the beacon light flashing,
The siren wailing.

But I know it that I shall not come again,
My body just to return back.

The time for my departure has come
And my heart is breaking.

But what can I do as have to go, have to go there
Wherefrom returns back to none?
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America Is America

America is America,

Do not destroy its culture,

Free culture

Making it racial, ethnic and medieval.
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America Is America, Do Not Make It Racial And Ethnic
As Per Fanatical Lines

I cannot accept it in America being

On the inter-faith lines,

Only one that know I

The ismic people of Asia and Africa

Will ruin it all

What it is good in

The United States of America and its charter,
I mean the racial and ethnic masses.
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America Is America, The United States Of America, Do
Not Provincialize It, Do Not Asia-Ize It

America is America,

The United States of America,

Representative of American culture and tradition,
Americanness and Americanism,

Do not provincialize it,

Asia-ize it

Through ismic divisions.
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America Is But A Starnge Armsdealer

American policy is strange
Sometimes benefitting,

Sometimes bringing evil,

You clash not

With your nuclear warheads,

The result will be disastrous

And the people will die

And for that India and Pakistan
Clashed they not

With the rogue weapons,

Took back the daggers drawn,

Again gave they the Patton tanks to Pakistan
To fight with,

Sometimes patting Pakistan,
Sometimes India,

Oh, very difficult to understand them!
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America Is For The Americans

America is for the Americans,

Please destroy you not its culture,

Live as an American, do as an American,
America is for Americanness.
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America Is Of The Americans, Not The Racial People,
Dangerous Ethnic Minorities

American is of Americanness
And Americanism,

Not the ethnic minorities
And their dead habits

And customs,

Of the Americans

And Americanness

And free Americanism.

American society is a free society,
Not a conservative society,
Governed by freedom speech

And expression,

Liberties guaranteed

In the Charter.

Not by the conservatives,

Conventional patriarchs

Believing in patriarchal hegemony

Who but the blind people

Reasonably dead

Bent upon wreaking hell,

Destroying

Whatever good it is in American culture.

The minorities, the ethnic and racial minorities
Will ultimately spoil

The American culture

With their awkward faith

Always kept in question,

With their dangerous professing of faith.
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America Should Ban The Entry Of Ismic Religious
Minorities

America if it has to sustain

And survive

The onslaught of medievalism and conservatism
In terms of terrorism

Should ban the entry

Of religious minorities

Which are blind to their faith and belief

And are cold to logic and reason

If has to live

As per its charter.
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America Should Handle With Care North Korea

If the nuclear war is fought after
Nagasaki and Hiroshima,

It will be the lapses and blunders
Of American diplomacy

Decision taken in haste

And the situation misjudged.
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America Should Think Before Going To War With
North Korea

There's nothing to be hot-brained,
But cool, cool, calm
Just like the North Korean counterpart.

If Trump too cannot understand it
Then how to make them understand?
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America Will Not Remain America, Radicalism Will
Finish It Off If Can't Check Their Entries

America will cease to remain
If it allows

The religious minorities

To settle in,

Visa and passport

Or the green card

Which but I don't know,

But I must say,

Radicalism will finish it all,
America and Americanism.

What they say, I can't believe it,

I too have the experience

Of my own to share

Which but they cannot impose upon,
The fanatics will remain fanatical

As they cannot be changed

If America has to survive,

It must check the entries

Of religious minorities.

Can one change blood

I mean the genes,

The terrorists' dads are fanatics

And fanatics' dads are conservatives,

I mean terrorists are the sons of fanatics
And fanatics the sons of conservatives.
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America, England & Others Should Toughen The
Immigration Laws

If America and England keep allowing
The influx of immigrants,

Asiatic and Arabian,

They will spoil it all

As are most ismic people,
Fundamental and bigoted,

The zealots,

Most superstitious and conservative.

I ask them, if you are so conservative,
Why do you move out to foreign?
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American Diplomacy And Diplomatic Move In
Connection With North Korea

Every diplomatic move

And unnecessary engagement in world diplomacy
We admire and appreciate it not

To meddle in others' affairs

Always

As the situation is volatile

With respect to North Korea

Which they must unerstand.
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American Diplomacy The Root Of All Evils

Had been embroiled in the Cold War,

Thought of the Stars War Programme,

Raided and bombarded Iraq

Just for the Soviet bloc power residues,

Tries to root out religious militancy

And terrorism in Syria,

But with the motto of saving Saudi Arabia

The root of all misinformation and misconception.
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American Girl, Where Are You From?

Where from are you,
American girl,

O American girl,
From Alaska,
Kentucky,

Florida,

Louisiana,
Georgia,

Texas,

Missouri

Or Massachusetts?

American,
O American girl?
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American Girl, Your American Heart Want I

American girl

Golden and glistening,

Rosy and fairly-cut,

Your American heart want I,
Want I,

My love.

American girl

Tall and slangy,

Your American heart want I,
Want I,

My love.

Your tongue tinged with

An Americanness

Want I,

Want I,

Your American heart and soul.

American girl,

Foreigner and unknown,

Tell me, tell me about

Your Americana,

Your American love and style.

How do you Americanize you,
How do you use

In Americanisms,

Slant and accent?

O, you going to America,
The states,

The flight is ready,
Doing ta-ta, bye-bye,
Goodbye

And going, going far,
Waving at, waving at!
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American Heart & Love, Sing I; A Singer Of
Americanness & Americana

American heart, sing I,

American love, dream I,

American heart and love,

Love and heart sing I, dream I

And wherever go I, keep I dreaming of Americana,
Americanism and Americanness.

An American girl and her golden dreams,
An American love and her glistening loveliness,
Love America and the feeling of Americana,

Sing of love, democracy and liberty.
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American Love/ My American Theme, But I Not An
American

The American love, the American heart,

The American song,

Sing I,

The song of America,

Full of beautiful Americanism and Americanness.

Come, let us at least, come, join me at least
With me in my imagery and scenic presentation
Far from,

I on this shore, you on that

And I getting the cable messages in my heart.

American love, American beauty, American heart,
American soul,

Sing I, dream 1

Which but dream you not,

Which but dream I

And what if dream I, what if view from far,
An America seen from far,

Full of its own scenic and landscapic beauties,
Just a dreamer, a visionary

Go I dreaming,

Did I disturb You, sorry sir, sorry madam?
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American Poetry

American poetry all about Americanness,
Americanism,

Americanization of British English,
Settlement and independence,

The federation of states,

The Statue of Liberty,

The framing of the Charter,

Equal liberty and opportunity to all,
Democracy and republicanism,
Humanistic approach and development.

American poetry the poetry of the United States of America,
Not of the United Kingdom,

The Puritans sailing from Britain

Escaping religious wars,

Freedom from oppression,

Civil liberty and freedom,

Human rights,

Science and technology,

Of jazz, blues, rock 'n roll,

Material pleasure and search for mental peace too.
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American Poetry, What Is American About It?

American poetry,
What is American about American poetry,
Why is it American?

The poetry of the settlers is not,
Colonists as nativists and dwellers,
The poetry of the Americas.

Poetry poetry,

British not, English not,

But American poetry, took time in recognition.
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Amit Chaudhary As I Try To Understand His Poetry

Amit Chaudhary as a poet
Is a modern poet

Of the modern age
Writing in a modern style.

A poet passing his time,
Dividing in between
India and England,
Calcutta and Bombay.

Cosmopolitan and global,

Telling of city life and culture

And urban space,

The mechanism doing the rounds.

His taste one of modern man,
Modern life and thinking,
Society, art and culture,

In visits to art galleries and exhibitions.
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Amit Shah's Statements Had Been Very A Loose Talk,
Patakhe Futengei

Amit Shah's statements with regard to
Bihar elections

Had been very a loose talk,

Patakhe futengei

Pakistan mein,

crackers will burst

In Pakistan

If lose they the elections

In Bihar,

So silly talk.
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Amitava Kumar

Amitava Kumar

The novelist and prose-writer

From Bihar's Arrah

The husband of A Muslim lady

Taking to Indo-Pak bonhomie,
Traversing and transcending the barriers,
Hurdles and hazards

That come in between

And block the paths

Of intra-exchanges.
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An Album

The heart is the album
Of your sweet poses and postures,
My love.
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An American Bibi Under The Purdah, Ghunghata, I
Cannot Approve Of

An American bibi
Under the purdah,
Ghunghata

I cannot,

Cannot approve of it

A White American girl
Under the purdah,
Ghunghata

Asia-izded, Arabia-ized.
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An American Full Of Americanness & Americanism
Want I

An American full of Americanness and Americanism,
Amercicanized,

Want I, want I,

A blonde golden brown and glistening,
Whitish and tall,

A blonde with the golden glistening hair
Or the whitish one,

Want I, want I

An American girl,

One from the United States of America,
An American girl,

Dwelling in America

Coloured in Americanness fully

Frank and bolder

Want I, want I

An American belle,

Here lie I

Just to hear her intonation,

The tongue

She owns,

The nuances and idiosyncrasies of it.
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An American Girl Rather Than Mrs. Ghumtawalli
(Hidden, Covered)

An American girl

Doing,

Hi-hello,

How are you,

Want I,

An American belle,
Blonde,

Golden and sparkling
And glistening

Want I

Saying,

Hello,

Hello,

How are you,

Want I

Glistening and sparkling,
Speaking English beautifully,
With an intonation of hers,
A nasal sound of hers,
The stress and the thud
Of hers,

Stopping not,

Listening and answering

Rather than an Indian wife
Mrs. Ghumtawalli,
Burkhawalli Bibi,

Mrs. Purdahwalli,

Will not step out,

The whole world will see
Her,

His wife,

The beauty under the veil,
Mrs. Lajwanti, Shy,

Ready to quarrel,
Ghumtawalli Bibi,

One from a tabooed society,
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Conservative and conventional.
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An American Girl, Young & Beautiful, White & Golden

An American girl,

Young and beautiful,

She is herself golden brown and glistening,
She herself a gem or a jewel,

There is no need of giving her

Ornaments,

A white American beauty.

She herself a rose
Why to give her a rose?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An American, From The United States Of America
With A Cigar Held In Between The Fingers

An American girl

With a cigar

Held into the hands
And the ashes falling,
The stub burning

And into the embers
And she moving ahead,
Taking too.

Smoke, but not too much
As cigarette smoking is injurious to health,
Haven't you read the statutory warning?

(Category- Style)

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Angrez Girl Want I To Be An English Poet

Ek angrez ladki chahiye
Angrezi ke kavi banane ke liye,
Nahi chalega

Deshi ladaki ke shang.

Ek gori european ladki chahiye mujhe
Pyaar karne ke liye,
Dil dene ke liye.

An English girl want I

For to be an English poet,
It won't do

The native girl.

A White European girl want I
For my love and loving,

For to give heart to.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Antarctica With The Penguins

An Antarctica
With the penguins
Sliding around.

Manless
But with the penguins
Inhabiting the lands.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Architect

An architect

He makes the images

Of the buildings and houses,
Draws and sketches

And plans for construction,
Housing

Professionally and commercially
With

Or without

Gardens

And corridors and balconies.

And suppose you, I take

The images from him

And draw into

My poetry,

Can it be called,

Called mine,

So what it to boast of

By the poets,

The sculptors, architects,
Goldsmiths and handicrafts-men,
They too are the poets of some sort?
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An Armless Hand

On marking his shirt over the shoulders
Shrugged off,

Just the shirt over

I just saw him of being without the hand,
Oh, without the hand

And felt sorry for the man armless,
Perhaps would have lost in the accident,
The shirt hand hanging down in show
And the hand is not within,

Prompting me to avoid and avert the face
And the gaze of his

O

Felt pity for with a very heavy heart of mine,
Feeling sorry for

Not a hand within the shirt

And the shirt hanging by handlessly

But a little later

To my astonishment saw I the one hand
Hanging within,

Under the shirt

And the shirt just propped over

And he saying, it's my style

An armless hand writing,
Putting signature on

And it’s not my style!
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 614



An Artist Of Yours

Your God-gifted face

Make

And re-make I

On a small scape of paper.

Your God-gifted face
Make
And re-make I

On a small canvas of paper.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Assessment Of Indian English Poetry

After so much so nagging and bragging,

We are reading it, going to make up our minds
As for to read the poetry written in English

By the Indians

Otherwise we would not have

And they too would not have.

If to go in deep, to mark the trend and tradition,
Indian English poetry is a study

In minor voices and slender anthologies,

Poor and weak verdes,

Not up to mark at all.

Indian English poetry lacks in classical scholarship
And has fallen into mediocre hands,

God knows, who to bail out of crisis,

The mesmerization?

This is the reason for which it remained
Unintroduced,

As for substandard, derivative and imitative stuffs,
Writing copiously.

We never liked to read in the classroom
Be they Toru, Aurobindo, Tagore, Sarojini,
Nissim, Gieve, Parthasarathy or Kamala.

Aurobindo fails to fuse in two myths

And the langugae seems to be of other climes,
Too much Latinized and imitatvely Miltonic,

A hybrid presentation.

Tagore is devotional in Gitanjali

But such a thing is our household stuff,
May be new for the West

But not for us

And one book in prosaic verse not enough.

Standard and scholarship can be seen missing
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In Indian English poetry
And hence the classic-read professors
Were dismissive of it.

English poetry must sound English rather than Indian,
Something of that kind, that stature
Which is even not in Ezekiel and his managing teams

Though praise we in the absence of poets.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An English Girl, An English Rose Wanted I, But God
Granted It Not Of Getting Her

An English, pure English girl
Had I dreamt of

Loving,

Marrying,

Bringing home,

But as it happens generally,

Man proposes and God disposes,

I could not go to foreign

And could not bring an English girl

As I had to be complacent
With an Indian girl

Even after learning English well,

But many go t it

Even without knowing English
And moving out to foreign,
But now think I,

God is right for

Not giving me an English girl

As she would have felt uncomfortable

In India,

Under Indian climatic conditions,

Heat and humidity

And dust would have ruffled her
Badly to sustain it a living here.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An English Girl, How Will She In India? (English
Language In India)

An English girl, how will she live in here,
Bearing the brunt of Indian heat and dust,
The baffling Indian summer

Full of swirling dry leaves

And ruffling heat waves,

Temperatures rising high,

The earth parching,

With cracks and fissures,

The water bodies dried up

And looking skywards?

English language as an English lady,
How will she live in here,

Bearing heat and dust,

Facing the ruffle of Indian summer,
A fair and fine girl,

A tender and lovely blonde,

Golden and glistening,

Rosy and white?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An English Girl, So Beautiful And Lovely!

An English girl, so beautiful and lovely,
Standing before,

Let me, let me see her,

A girl golden and glistening,
Bobby-cut and golden-haired
And glistening,

Golden and sweet,

The light flashing upon

And the curls playing

With the gusts of the wind,
The mild breeze taking over.

A girl so golden and glistening,
Golden-haired and brownish,
Reddish and grey,

The cheeks rosy and appleyish
And the lips pink.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An English Maid Or A Red Rose

An English maid or a red rose,
Who was she,

Whom saw I her, glanced at
And she drew me close to?

A girl so sweet, so lovely,
So beautiful and so tender,
Never seen, seen before,
As such was she.

An English girl golden and glistening,
Just like the golden sunshine
Glistening at dawn,

So was she in her appearance.

An English maiden bobbed,
Golden and glistening,
Just like a red rose

So fragrant and redolent.

The hair was bobbed and golden brown,
The cheeks roseate,

The lips pink,

So sweet her smiles and postures.

The nose long

And her voice clear-cut,
Full of logic and reasoning,
Fact and fiction.

Her language so delicate,
Full of etiquette,

So finely good manners
And courtesy.

So linguistic in expression,
So phonetically correct
And the intonation finely
Lilting musically.
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On marking her, taking a stroll,
Confuse I in,

Should I call her a red rose

Or an English girl?

An English or a red rose

Unadmired, unappreciated,

How to appreciate her beautifulness,
Loveliness astounding and stupendous?

On marking her taking a stroll,
Loitering,

Confuse I in calling her

A red rose or a girl really before,
How to look in astonishment!

A red rose so sweet and redolent,
So fragrant and sweetly scented,
So fair, fine and fresh-looking,
So beautiful and lovely.

Never seen, never seen before
A girl so wonderful and amazing,
So sweet and lovely,

Speaking nasally, in a slow and mild voice.
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An English Or American Beauty Want I For My Poetic
Inspiration

You say it please, how to be a poet and get poetic inspiration

In the absence of an English or American beloved?

An American wife or an English lady, want I for to be a poet

And take it for, if comes she not, my poetry will not burst forth.

If the source of your inspiration is not, then how to compose poems?

The black girl smiling elsewhere will not help me in this regard,
For to be an English poet, a White beauty is a must,
An English or American girl, my source of poetic inspiration.
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An English Poet & His Villa Named Poet's Corner

An Indian English poet,

Thinking himself an Arnold or Eliot,
Taking tobacco

Or Indian paan,

With the legs spread over the stool
From the sofa,

Reading a paper

In his nawabi style

And speaking Bhojpurian English.
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An English Poet I With An Indian Wife

An English poet, I had not thought it
that an Indian wife

I would get

As for writing poems in English.

I had thought that I would visit England and America
And an English or a European lady
I would bring with.

But went I not to England and America

And came she not too,

Letting me to be satisfied

With an Indian foolish wife

Who quarrels with me all the time

And understands she not my English poetry.
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An English School In India

All yes sirring,

Sirring, sir, sir,

Coming and going,

Coming sir, going sir,

Going sir and coming sir,
The classroom resounding with
Sir and ma'm, sir and ma'm
English and European not,
But Indian,

Indian,

Purely Hindustani,

Yes sir, yes sir,

No sir, no sir,

Yeas and no,

No and yes

Going

And those had not to

They too teaching,

Teaching

Without,

Without the knowledge,

Knowledge of English language,

The men in neck-tie and polished boots
And coats and shirts and pants,

The young girls dressed well,

All English,

English

Imitating and emulating strangely
Even failing Gandhi and Nehru,

The strange users of Hindustani English,
Pidgin-Indian English,

The English men in the making.

How are you,

How do you do,
Please, please,

Thank you, thank you,
Hello, hai,
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Hullo, Hallo

With the phone set,

Goodbye,

Bye-bye

Confusing in between,

Good morning,

Good morning,

Good evening,

Confusing in between

Good morning and good evening
As when to say and use them?
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An English-Medium School Here

An English-medium here

In a small town

Opened by those

Who do not know themselves
How to speak in English,
How to pronounce?

Coming, sir,

Going, sir,

Yes, sir,

No, sir

And this the vocabulary of theirs
And the English school.

And the guardians feeling great

In India,

Something of England here in India
With yes, sir, no, sir

Which but they too doing.
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An Evening Full Of Ghazals

Ghazalbhari Sandhya

Dhalti shaam
Tum ghazal ban gun-guna rahi ho.

An Evening Full of Ghazals

(Descending evening
And you having been the ghazal humming somewhere.)
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An Evening With The Golden Jackal

An evening

With the golden jackal
Appearing and slipping past
Into the bushes,

It is really beautiful,
Beautiful to see.

The golden jackal standing before,
Close by,

Getting visible by chance

And instantly slipping past,

What can more interesting than this?
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An Experiment With The Bengali Wife- -A Failed
Relationship

Bengali love, it is difficult to adjust with,
One keeping a very poor health,
Sentimental and selfish,

Self-centred and parochial,

Narrow and hollow.

An interior designer and a beautician,
An opera girl, a theatre artiste,

A drama girl in her make-up, dress-up,
One of the fair and the stage,

She cannot live in the house.

A hosteller and a hotelier,

A boarder and a changer,

A tourist and a traveler,

She is of her mood and mentality,
Nagging and bragging.

To take non-vegetarian diet her nature,
Fish or meat,

Eggs like white fruits,

But to complain against,

Talk of health problems

Her life,

The bowels almost upset,

Piles troubling the self.

To criticize and complain her nature,
To lose temper on trifle things,

To sprinkle salt on wounds,

To hurt and wound through

Overtones and undertones,

To screw and tighten the nut,

Inflate and deflate the tyre her nature.

My language a matter of joke for her,
My culture and tradition, heritage and goodness,
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Her parents own,

Mine to be sent to old man homes

And rehabilitation centres,

Speaks she sweetly,

But works for the ouster of all foreign elements.

A lady typical and critical, she cannot be of others,
A middle classey girl

She can leave her husband’s home

For service and career,

Money and own fatherly love,

She will quarrel with them

But will live them.

To pooh-pooh and fie-fie all the time
Her small mentality and temperament,
A small man she can never be big,
Knows how to rag, heckle and harass
And torture mentally,

Setting the house on fire,

She will like to see smilingly.

Hers is an artificial living

And a mechanical thinking,

A relationship based on money,
Vested interests,

To pin and boycott

And hoot out her nature,

To outwit and befool.

Her son and daughter too cannot move a bit
Without her permission,

To partition the house her first priority

Through friction and fissure,

speaks she sweetly mixing sugar and molasses,
But is capsule-like bitter.

To comment and taunt, to wink at and instigate,

To provoke one man against another
Her nature,
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A very critical woman

Can force one to commit suicide,
Will not work, but will get it done,
To cook food two times is a problem.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Idol Of Siddidayak Vinayaka

I see,

See

The gipsies,

Gipsy boys and girls,
Mean and women
Making,

Making

The idols,

Idols of Ganesha,
Ganesha,
Siddhidayak
Vinayaka,
Small-small

Idols

Into the hands

Or by the roadside
Of Ganesha,
Siddhidayak Vinayaka
For to be sold

On the occasion of
Ganesha Chaturthi.
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An Idol Representing Shiva Tandava

Shiva dancing
And sounding,
Sounding and re-sounding

The damru sounding,
The trisula into the hands
And with the kamandala

The sadhaka,
Yogi,
Fakira dancing

With the rudraksha rosary
And beads embedded,
Snakes coiled around

And the matted hair.
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An India Of The Mud-Houses And The Solitary Country

An India of villages and the countryside,
Hamlets and thorps dotting the lands,
Scattered over,

Littered with

Over a far flung space

Without any connect way

And the houses made of mud and straw-thatched roof
Describe I,

An India obscure and rural

Of the farmlands and agricultural lands

Depict I

With the shed in the other side of the house
Or with the cowshed,

The cows, buffaloes, goats and sheep,

Dogs and cats,

Barking at night,

Marking the footsteps approaching,

Maybe of dacoits

Or somewhere the cats quarrelling over roof
Into the second storey fore food grains

And jumping from

With the eyes lighting and burning in the dark.
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An Indian Astrologer Warned He

An Indian astrologer
Came he reading

The forehead,

Marking the house, family and conditions,
Men and manners,
Guessing about

And predicting about
Life, marriage,

Lakshmi and Saraswati,
Warning against
Misfortune, bad days,
Fire and water.
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An Indian Bride

In a red Benarasi silk sari
Satin-brocaded

And in blouse

And in sixteen shringaras,
Dress-ups and make-ups,
The coy and shy girl going,
A teenaged

Lean and thin girl,

In mangalsutra,
Vermillion,

Collyrium,

With the hands

Myrtle embroidered.

In hair parting-line locket
Hanging over,
Necklace,
Nose-ring,
Ear-ring,

A bindi spot

On the forehead,
Finger-rings,
Bracelets,
Kamarband,
Anklets,

She going,

The sideways

Of the toes

Coloured with

Red water colour,

The nails polished,

The lips lipstick-applied

And the long hair hanging

Unto the waist

With the jasmines stuck into

The hair

And the face powdered and creamed
And with the sandalwood paste prints
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Beautifying her, decorating her
And she looking like a bride.

With the sari lowered over

Her face,

She going,

Going on a bullock-cart,

A village maid

With the tears into

The eyes of hers,

She breaking and sobbing

And wiping the tears

Going,

Going to her in-laws' home,

But intercepted and followed

By the small-small boys and girls,
Half-fed and half-clothed

Running after

On the mid-way

While crossing the dry river-bed
And they trying to get a glimpse of her face
Sad or smiling

Just to break the silence.

An Indian girl bride

Of just sixteen

Or a bit more

In sixteen shringaras
Dress-ups and make-ups
Going to her in-laws's house,
An Indian bride

Shy and coy

Going

With tears into the eyes

As for discerning

Her home

Going to another's,

The paths where to lead to,
The journey unknown,
What it in destiny,

Who knows?
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An Indian Charmer And His Cobras

The tragedian will not stand before to see
When one sees the Indian charmer

Playing the wooden been

And the deadly and fatal reptiles

Dancing, dancing and swaying

To the tunes of,

Melodies haunting,

The brown, grey, whitish and blackly cobras.
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An Indian Cobbler

An Indian cobbler

I see sitting for ages
By the street side
Under heat and dust,
The Indian cobbler,
The Indian cobbler
Stitching and sewing
The shoes

With his tools
Mending

And polishing,
Cutting and pasting.

Indian cobbler,

An Indian cobbler
Cobbling,

Mending and repairing,
Joining the soles,
Pasting

And fixing

And stitching,

Pinning

With his hammer,
Stitching with the awl
And polishing.

The world has changed,
But the cobbler

Sitting under the tree,

By the street side,

On the platform

With the wooden box
Going and seeing the boots,
The leather sandals

In this age

Of resin and plastic models
Dusting the eyes,

A profession in harness,
Die in harness.
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A boy comes,

Gets into the train bogey
Marking the boots and sandals
Keeps asking for polish
And glow shine,

As for something,

A cobbler,

An Indian cobbler

In harness,

Abject poverty and dismay,
Labouring hard

For what,

Just bread and butter

And that too not sufficient
For survival.
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An Indian Daruman, Bas Pita Hun Jine Ke Liye

For him

Life

Is

A bottle of daru,
Daru,

Indian daru,

Piyo aur mast raho

I mean

A daru master,
Piyo aur pilao,
Piyo aur jio.

He for daru,

Daru for him,

Made for each other,
Daru piyo aur jio,
Daru hi jindagi hai.

A hard drinker

Lies he fallen

By the roadside,

On the footpath often.

A daruman he,
Made for daru,
Daru for him

And he passing life
As thus.

Taking daru,

Dancing and rollicking
And rocking,

A daru man he,

A disco dancer,

A disco jockey.

Daru piyo aur nautch karo,
Daru hi jindagi hai,
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Made for each other,
Daru for him

And he for daru

And life to him

A bottle of daru.

The stray dogs

The friends of his

And he talking with

A daruman,

Indian daruman,

Bas jita hun daru ke liye,
Daru pine ke liye.
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An Indian English Ph.D. Thesis On Modern Poetry

An Indian English poetry Ph.D. thesis
On modern poets

Appears to be a loose subject,
Inflexional, derivational,

A study in borrowings,

As most of the poets and poetesses
Evolving writers,

They had not been,

But have become

As there is a dearth of voices.

Generally, the ragged men as Ph.D. scholars
Or students

Take up the trite and hackneyed stuffs,
Presenting the same poems

Of the anthologies

As the self-published books

Of the self-published minor authors

Are unavailable.

Those who are in tough of

Or are close to writers

Can only get the books

Of the poets and poetesses,
Some are writing,

With some books on the anvil,
One or two-book authors

Of India.

They are not classical,

Nor are their books classics,

The classics of world literature,

But the substandard, below the mark attempts
Of the masters of Indian poesy,

Trying to start,

Trying to perfect,

The gods of small things.
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An Indian English Poet And His Tryst With An Alsatian
Dog/ The Indian English Poet And The Englishman's
Dog

My friend, how are you

And with this the Alsatian dog

Ogling, growling,

Barking

And howling

And the Indian English verse-practitioner,
A step forward,

A step backward,

Stuck in the middle,

Pushed to a corner,

Trying to slip out,

Draw back,

But unable to do that,

Calling,

Calling the master

Of the dog,

Taking the name of the Lord,

Praying for an escape that time,

Next time will think about another thing?

The Indian verse practitioner
Standing speechless,

Aghast and stunned

To see the Alsatian dog

Howling,

Having the first tryst with

England and Englishness,

The desire of being an English sahib
With a memsahib

Getting the best possible shocks
And in a huff he wanting to leave the place,
But unable to leave

As the dog keeps following,
Jumping upon

In the chains

Or unchained,
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Smelling,

Smelling the legs
With the slippers,

Not the English boots,
The pants,

The shirt.

The big tigress-like dog on the chest
Trying to smell the mouth,

With the legs

On the chest of the poet,

The Indian poet

Wanting to be an Englishman,

A poet of English language and literature,
But the dog trying to smell,

Growl and howl

And the poet abandoning

The wisp and whiff of Englishness,
Finding himself in an awkward situation,
Full of horror and terror,

The Scotland Yard,

The detectives with the sniffer dogs
Sniffing and taking to

By surprise.

My God, God, save me,

Save me, God,

O God, save me,

It is better to be an Indian

Than to be with the earnest desire
Of being English

As if the dog can be so frightening,
How to imitate the English way of life
And manners,

Their life-style and mind-set,

I an Indian,

Let me be,

My father too had been so,

Be sure of it,

I cannot be an Englishman.
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An Indian English Poet But Without A European Lady

An Indian English poet
In a lungi and a vest,
Without a European lady,
How can it be,

An Indian poet

Without a European girl?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Indian English Poet But Without An English Wife

An Indian poet in English, but without an English wife,
How can it be,

A poet of English language and literature

But without an English wife,

White and European,

How can it be,

What sort of poet is he,

Perhaps a duplicate poet?

Without an English wife, English or American,
I do not know

If one will be able to write good poems

In English,

As because English is English

And demands it Englishness,

Not Indianness,

One dressed in dhoti and kurta

Or passing leisurelytime

In a lungi.

For to be an English poet, an English wife is a must
As the tone and intonation

Has to be of England

Or the slanting from America,

The United States of America,

Not it is that English will appear

to be a vernacular of India

In pronunciation

And the other the poet must wear

A T-shirt and the tight jeans pants.
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An Indian English Poet With His English Dog

An Indian English poet
English not, brown sahib
With his dog

In his morning walk
Speaking in Hindi,

Not in English,

Which the dog struggling
To understand

As for the command given
To him,

But sensing it

With sneezes.
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An Indian English Poet, His Father Was Not, But He Is
Calling Himself An English, A Pucca Sahib

His father had not been an Englishman,
But he is calling himself,

Giving the pose of,

An Indian English poet not,

Writing in English

As an acquired language,

A link language, a library-consulting one.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Indian English Poetess Calling Herself A Sufi/ A
Modern Lover City Girl Calling Herself A Sufi English
Poetess

A modern city girl

Calling herself

A Sufiana Indian English poetess,
A Muslim Radha burning

For a Hindu Krishna

Or a Hindu Krishna

For a Muslim Radha.

You are my life and blood, Radha,
My murali breaks

When come you

Hearing the tuning;

You are my heart, Radha,

You are my soul.
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An Indian English Poetess, How Bobbed And Cute Am
I' You Love Me, Just Love Me

How do I look,

How beautiful am I,

How my bungalow,

Am I not a poetess?

How pretty and beautiful

Am I,

How my villa, bungalow,

how cute and ravishingly beautiful am I!
You just see, see me,

Keep seeing me in the Facebook,
I am an Ind

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Indian Fool

If you have to meet him, you may in the countryside,
An Indian fool with a clamp of hair hanging

From the crown of the head

At the back of

And he oiling the bamboo stick daily

To thrash the head of.

To pull the lathi and to thrash from the behind,
Not from the front

The frontal attack,

But from the sideways

Hurting you.

An Indian fool with a clamp of hair hanging,

But on with the clamp of hair may be a great Sanskritist,
Classical,

But take for granted he is not

A scholar, but a countryside rustic.

If you say right, he will understand wrong,
So blind, so superstitious,

So poor and backward

That he can go to any extent

And can humiliate you.

He cannot say the name of his wife,
Will lie in to keep her indoors,

May ask his daughter,

Why did you smile on seeing the boys,
Always suspicious and suspectful?

If his daughter smiles, he will ask her,
Why did you,

Smile on seeing,

People will take it bad,

As you a growing child.

An Indian fool with the tikki hanging from,
Angry, mad and foolish with a thick lathi into hands,
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The arm tattoed with Sita-Ram,
Going his away
Taking the name of ‘Bajarangabali ki jai'.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 658



An Indian Fool Always In The Guard Of His Wife,
Joking With Others

An Indian fool,

Himself illiterate and backwards,
Uncultured and illiterate

With a tikki,

A clamp of hair

Hanging from the crown

Of the back head

Of a classical scholar not,

But a fool

With a lathi in hand,

The only support of his,

Even failing Kaildasa in branch cutting,
The bench he is on

Cutting it himself

Always in the guard of his wife
With a Lakshamanrekha

Drawn around the courtyard
Asking her not to trespass

Even during offering the alms

To the sadhu in disguise

Asking her to live

As Sati, Savitri

So that she may drive away Yama,
He may take the fire ordeal

Of Sita

As did take Lord Rama

At the instigation of the washerman
As for fidelity's sake

which he should not have
Suspecting her character

As no one's character is good enough
Whether he be God or man.

Pushing his wife inside the doors,
He asking her not to come out

So that the others may see her face,
My fall in love with her
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And even is she gone,

Who will give his daughter

To a man like him,

An Indian fool,

Illiterate and foolish,

Blunt, bogus and bluffing,

A lathiman,

Joking with others,

The other men wives,

But keeping his inside,

Shutting the door planks,

He himself dolt,

But his wife intelligent and good-looking,
Always under suspicion and suspect,
Did she ever smile

On seeing his friends

Or the strangers,

Why did she smile,

Why did she view wide-eyed,

Why did the veil slip from her face?

But God, what to say about this fool,
Indian fool

Guarding his wife,

Going not far from her

As she may run away with,
Leave him,

Desert him anytime,
Thinking it,

Giving time to

Such a reflection,

The fool,

Indian fool

Passes he his time,

The best man in the world,
The most content fellow

As after getting a good wife,
Fair and lovely

Which he had not expected
But fate gave it to him

As was ordained it otherwise
After the smile of the Lady Luck,
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Got he the diamond,

The statue of Radha and Krishna

While excavating for the foundation work
On the debris of the fallen temples,

Its columns and pillars,

May turn into a murkhamantri, foolish minister not,
Mukhyamantri, chief minister,

A state not, central minister

In course of time,

Seeing the Gandhian and Lohiaite dreams
Of rebuilding, making India afresh,

Who will say that

I shall not step down,

Step down from my chair?

An Indian fool guarding his wife,
Saving from sunlight and dust,
Othermen's searching looks,

A little bit read and educated,
Can sign her name

And is beautiful to look at,
Where will he a wife next time
If she,

His miss beauty,

Runs away,

Will smudge the family prestige,
So asking her not

To take the name of the husband,
Even by slip of tongue,

Asking her to seek from god,
Confessing it,

Taking a dip in the Ganges

To be purged from,

Asking her to worship him
Under the banyan tree

By fanning him

As for ritual's sake

Just like Savitri

Fanning Satyavan

Under a banyan tree?

Suryamukhi, Sun-flower or Chandramukhi, Moonface,
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Who is she,
You say it,
Suryamukhi poor Chandramukhi?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Indian Girl Wanting To Look Like A Foreigner,
Brownish & Glistening

An Indian girl wanting to look like a foreigner
Has cut her hair short

To be bobby-cut

And has browned the hair

To look golden and glistening.

Not a White memsaheb is she,
But a brown sahiba

Wanting to speak Hindi

Even in an alien tongue,
Anglicizing it

Stylistically.

She wants not to walk on earth,

But like an upsara, a celestial damsel
In heaven

Whose legs will not place

On this earth of mud and soil,
Taking always fanciful

And imaginative flights.
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An Indian Hamlet

An Indian hamlet

of a bunch of houses
Without the light,
Without the things
Essential.

The mud-built houses
With the roofs of straw,
The whole going to sleep
So early

At night.

We the Indians could
The rock-built temples,
But never could we
Houses for us,

Just for to house in
Gods and goddesses.

Under the tree, runs it
The primary school,
Under the orchard plot,
The village boys and girls
Going to school

Without breakfast.

The office-time food

And the breakfast

Are the things of modernity
Otherwise they have been stale food
For so long

And that too if possible.

The villagers, agriculturists,
High and low,

All poor comparatively,
Fatalistic and superstitious,
Going by karma-dharma
Blindly, not reasonably.
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Half-fed and half-clothed,

They sleeping on the date-leaf mats
During the summertime

And during the winter

On straw beds

Or on the rope sling cots.

To have a cup of tea not easy

Which learnt we from

The British,

Actually sherbat,

Jaggery-mixed water we used to take.
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An Indian Professor Of English/ A Girl From England
And America Is A Must For To Be Professor Of English
In India

I smile on seeing the Indian professors
Teaching English

As like I not them

And their native teaching,

Speaking English like a Indian vernacular

With the stress and accent of the native speaker
And its nuances and idiosyncrasies.

The Indian professor of English keeps chewing paan,

The mouth fresher

Or tobacco put into the mouth

And speaking in English somehow

While the others trying to teach in the vernacular version,
An Indian professor in Indian English.

The Indian professor of English is himself not an Englishman,
But an Indian teaching English,

Trying to speak in English in the classroom itself,

His wife too is foolish and illiterate,

A rustic lady from the country

And both of them speaking in the vernacular at home.

It is but his shirt and pants, scooter and tie
Which but give him the look of a professor
As because there is nothing in him

As that to show of England and Englishness,
Everything is but Indian in him

And his wife.

An English girl's, a White European girl's credentials,
What to say about,

An English or American girl,

Nasal, stylistic,

Golden and glistening,

Lovely and roseate,

Blood seems to be dripping from her cheeks.
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An Indian Sepoy Too Writing Pidgin-Indian English
Verses

An Indian sepoy of the British period
When they left

With his moustache twirled and curled
Thickly

Speaking Indian pidgin-English

Too has turned into

A writer of verse

And his English not natural,

But made-made,

Of the cantonment

Just like mixing of paani into milk,
Milk into paani

By an Indian gwala, milkman.
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An Indian Small Poor Boy

An Indian poor

Ragged small boy
Smoking a beedi

And giving a break dance.
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An Indian Summer, In The Heat And Dust Of It

The parching earth lies it baked and burning
During the whole noontime

And there is no respite from

Heat and summer,

The hot wind blowing,

Playing with the dry leaves,

Ruffling and playing

At some nook and corner.

Sweltering heat, no respite from
Intense heat,

Heat and humidity

And the sun scorching,
Blazing it hot,

People sweating,

Gasping for,

Sitting under the shade
Of a tree,

Passing the summer noon,
Hand-fanning himself.

The peepul and banyan trees

Shading them all,

The mango groves,

The orchard plots

Of the village areas,

But the towns and cities bereft of,
Living miserably,

Unable to beta the perspiring summer
And its scorching sun,

Heat and dust ruffling it all.

The bare earth lies it barren

With the cracks visible

And burning,

Man unable to walk on bare-footed,

The water bodies have almost dried down,
Somewhere the skulls can be seen

Lying on the sands
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While passing through the village way
To reach the hamlet home.

Small children naked and unstable

Diving into the pools,

Buffaloes wallowing into the muddy ponds,
The herds of cattle,

Small-small breed cows with goats and sheep
Are returning before noontime,

Drinking water from the dried river.

But the summer is not devoid of greenery

As the trees with the new leaves

Keep glistening,

The gulmohurs can still be seen with blossoms,
Reddish-reddish and attractive

And clustered around,

Painting the scene and the landscape

And the cuckoos cooing from sweetly

with the notes breaking from

The bushes and trees.

The wafts and wisps of summer winds

After daylong burning

Appear to be soothing during the night-time
If slept under the open

And the scent of exotic jasmines

Keep luring

With the sweet scent scent of it,

The beli, malati, champa and so on.

But one should not forget it

That it is free from all,

The vipers keep crawling out of their holes,
The most venomous and poisonous ones,
Freckled and striped,

The cobras hiss they,

The scorpions do come out.
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An Indian Valentine Day Poem

Title: 'They Came To See And Liked Me Too. I Shall Go Away Someday.
Oh, Titali, Tikali, You Will Go Away, My Country Love! '

O, I shall go away, I shall go away! ,

Said she, the village girl.

O, you will go away, go away, Tikali (Beauty Spot) ,
You will go away, away from me! ,

Said the boy.

Yes, I shall go away, go away,

They had come to see,

See me,

Saw and went away

And liked me too, said she in a strange mood of her own.

What, what did you, did you say,
Who, who came to see you,
What, what am I hearing,

What, what are you saying,

A bolt from the blue?

Yes, yes, came they, the men from the bridegroom's house
With the match-maker

And liked me, liked me,

Said they

While moving away.

What, what did they while going away
They would come again,

Come and take you away

And if this be, how to live without you,
Tikali, my Tiatli (Butterfly) ?

My love, you will go away,

Go away leaving me,

Breaking the bonding of affection,

Reared for so long,

Done under the pretext of visits to your house?

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 672



The country girl and the lover boy talking with,
She sweeping the muddy floor in the morning
And the boy meeting her

Under the pretext of brushing the teeth,
Re-thinking about saving the alliance in danger.
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An Indian Yoga Master I Forgot My Yoga On Seeing An
American Blonde Practising Yoga

An Indian yoga master

I could not check in

My temptation of

Seeing an American girl
Practising yoga,

0O, a White American beauty
Before me

And I seeing her

Doing yoga!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Indian Yoga Master I Forgot My Yoga On Seeing An
American Girl Practising Yoga

An Indian yoga master

I could not check in

My temptation of

Seeing the american girl
Practising yoga,

0O, a White American beauty
Before me

And I seeing her

Doing yoga!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Indian Yogi Or A Bhogi? A Yoga Instructor Or An
Indian Sex Guru?

What is he,

I mean,

A yoga teacher
Or a bhodgi,

A fake yogi?

A yoga instructor

In America

Or an Indian sex guru
Involved in sex scandals,
What is he,

Say you?

I want hear from you,
A yoga master or a sex guru?
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An Interview With Jayanta Mahapatra

What have they to ask and to question

If they want to hear the all from Jayanta Mahapatra
Rather than saying themselves,

Basking in his sunshine.

Sir, how are you,

What are the books you have authored,

How do you get the materials from,

How could you write in English a student of physics?

Where did you do your schooling from,
Your college education,

What is your first poem,

What is your first collection?

Who has influenced you,

Have you not Wordsworth, Keats and Shelley,
Do you admire Eliot, spender and Auden

Or Mare and Masefield?

Do you know I too write poetry in English,

Will you write the foreword to my first book of poems,
Will you like to comment on my poetry,

May I recite a poem of mine before you?

The last not the least, will you pose
For a photograph with me please,
I shall keep up with me,

Which I shall be highly thankful to you?
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An Interview With Jayanta Mahapatra/ How Do They
Take The Interview Of Jayanta Mahapatra?

They, I mean, the research scholar and the college teacher
Go to meet him

Under the pretext of writing the dissertation

And meeting him not,

But to take the interview,

Not to keep it private,

But to publicize it

With the joint photos

released on

Which but is a gross repudiation of hospitality.

Meet him, but take not the interview to gain from,
To post and publicize it on the internet
To show that Jayanta knows you

And you an expert on him and his poetry.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Intimation About The Footfall/ The Arrival Of A
Relative

The crow is crowing,

Perhaps some Indian guest will come.
O

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Introduction

My name is Bijay Kant Dubey,

The son of Udai Kant Dubey and Shanti Devi,
Was born on 11 October,1965

At Lohardih village under post Sarwan,

ar sub-division

Of the then time S.P., Dumka district

Under Bihar state.

But lived I not at the village,

My father who had been posted there
Brought us to Dumka

And there grew I up

together with them,

In the affectionate company of theirs,
Basically opting to stay and read at home.

As a child I grew up

Under the affection and care of a widowed aunt
Who had been childless

And turned into a widow

Just at the age of being nine years old

But used to be with us

And sucked I the breast of hers so long.

In the place outside the rented house,
Brick-built and tiled,

We used to keep the buffaloes and cows
And in the cottage,

Straw-thatched and bamboo-pillared

I used to study

And the cattle in the half.

And they schooled me otherwise

Asking to be affectionate and sympathetic,
Kind and pitiful,

God-fearing and submissive,

Work-loving and careful,

Laborious and dutiful,

Loveful and helping.
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My Father’s books, brother’s books,
Mother’s books

Used to be there

And I used to turn over

The pale pages of the books

And used to draw from

To be schooled.

I did my M.A. in English in 1988

And my Ph.D. on nce: His Personality & Works in 1994
And during that period also my M.A.

In History and Political Science

And later when I get could not

See any prospect for appointment,

Even as a part-timer

I came to Chandrakona Town, Midnapore, West Bengal
In 1996,

Some 300 kms. away from my place

To eke a living

And to survive and sustain,

I got money and employment,

But not love.

Under their may and moha,

I even forgot it,

There is something as death

Which will come to someday finally
And viewed I life otherwise

When the tragedy befell upon,
Struck me all of a sudden.

Now work I as the head of the department of English
Of Chandrakona Vidysagar Mahavidyalaya

As well as am at present the co-ordinator

Of the Netaji Subhas Open Univ. Calcutta study centre
Of our college

And what more to say to?
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An Olden Statue Of Radha And Krishna

An olden statue of Radha and Krishna,
Dating back to

And of yore,

Centuries old,

Built ago,

If the spade clinks over

And the digger stumbles over

And gifts it to

A thing of historiography and museumlogy,
How to view it,

Hold into the hands of mine?

O, a statue of gold, pure gold,
Looking blackly

Or coated so,

But of pure gold,

Weighing to crores

In current valuation,

Suppose that find you

A statue historical, museumlogical,
How to hold it

Into the hands of mine,

A golden, but blackly statue,
But coated black?

May be it remained unearthed

Into the debris of the fallen temples,
The fallen terracotta temples,

The mouldering heap of it

And now arising it

When the foundation is dug

for new constructions,

O, the legacy of an old historical city,
That of Chandrakona Town and its temples
Built centuries ago

From clay lime and small-small bricks!
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An Olden-Day, Golden Statue Of Radha And Krishna

How blessed am I
After finding the statue
Of Radha and Krishna
Blackly,

But golden,

Weighing down!

A statue made from pure gold,
But looking black,

Is it that it remained in the earth
For a long time,

Dating back to centuries

Or it got carbon covered,

What the truth, the reality,

I know it not?

A statue of Radha and Krishna

Seated on a lotus

And Krishna with a lute

With his consort Radha,

How to behold it,

A thing archaeological, antique and historical,
One of history, art and tradition!

A statue appearing from the debris,

The mound of the earth

Of the rubbles and ruins of terracotta temples

Built many years ago,

Left abandoned,

Beyond repair and renovation,

Made from small-small bricks and limes-stone powder,
Not modern-day cement and concrete made.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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An Oridnary Modern Girl Wearing A Rudrakshamala
Calling Herself An Indian English Poetess R

If you do not believe me, you will find it

Many modern girls

As the research students of their favourite guides
On nameless and evolving Indian English poetry

Of slender and slim anthologies,

Marking the literary vacuum

Start calling themselves poets and poetesses

And as the publishers in haste have to make money from
Publish them, their theses

As for the pressure for native and new incorporation
Into the syllabus.

The same beloved Ph.D. students of their teachers
Steal the rough and raw materials of the old teachers
On Indianian and Indianization of English poetry

And call it own in course of time

And this is the beginning of the story,

Again, they re-start to push and promote themselves
After sending ahead their first poems written in English
As for to be called poets and poetesses

And side by side lie in wait for joining the varsity.
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An Unknown Path Lies It Ahead

An unknown path lies it ahead,
I do not know,
Where to go?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anamika, O Nameless You, Lass, Your Wet-Eyes...

Your wet eyes,

Wet eyes, Anamika,
The falling tears,

I could not feel it,

I could not you,
Anamika,

O, Nameless, you,
Your wet eyes,

Your wet-wet eyes
Splashing the lashes,
Anamika,

I loved you,

I liked you

Without knowing you,
But could not,

Could not know you,
What it pained you
And our heart,
Anamika, Nameless you!

Your wet-wet eye-lids,
Your wet eye-lids, Anamika,
The tears splashing out

Of the lashes,

I could not,

Could not feel it, Anamika,
Your wet eye-lids,
Splashed and dried

And you wiping them,

The falling tears

With the hands,

Trying to hide your pain,
The pain of your heart,
Sorry for

If I could not, Anamika,
The pains of love!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anamika, You Are Weeping, Your Wet Eyelashes, I
Can See, Feel (To/ For Anamika, A Nameless
Unknown Maiden)

Anamika, you are weeping,
The tears splashing the lashes
And the eyelids red with,

I can see you

Trying to avert and avoid the gaze,
Trying to wipe out

But the tears flowing,

Flowing in and out,

Wetting it all,

The hands, palms

And the handkerchief.

Your wet eyelashes,
Eyelashes, Anamika,
I did not,

I did not,

Could not, could not feel and mark them,
Anamika,

Your wet eyelids,
Eyelids, Anamika,

If you could,

Pardon me,

Pardon me, Anamika,
IfI...

Your wet, wet eyelids,

Eyelids,

Your wet, wet, Anamika,

As the clouds burst

And it evaporates and drizzles,
As it blooms the flower

In the wild tract

And scatters over the pathways,
I, I could not,

Could not your pains,
Anamika,
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O, Unnamed Mistress!

Your wet, wet eyelashes,
Your wet,

Wet eyelashes, Anamika,
I could not,

Could not forget them,
Your wet eyelashes,
Eyelashes,

Anamika!
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Ananda-Atma (The Delighted Soul)

Ananda-atma,

God, Ananda-atma,
God, Ananda-atma,
Your Ananda-atma!

Ananda-atma,
Leaving it all,

God, Ananda-atma,
Leaving it all here!

God, Your Ananda-atma,
Ananda-atma,

God, Your Ananda-atma,
God!

Leaving it all,
Leaving at all to You,
To You, God,
Ananda-atama!

O, Lord,

Lord, Ananda-atma,
Your Ananda-atma,
Your, Only Yours!

The soul,

The departed soul has left,
Left for the abode,

Now only but Ananda-atma!

The soul,

Transmigratory soul knew I not,
Knew I not, God,

The soul, soul.

The soul,

The soul passes through

I knew it not

Which I supposed to be my own.
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The soul,

The soul in distress,
Anguish and ailment,
The soul, soul.

God, God,

Your Ananda-atma,
Ananda-atma,

God, God, Ananda-atma!

God, Ananda-atma,
Ananda-atma,

Your Ananda-atma,
The Soul in Delight!

God, God,

The soul, the soul

Freed, freed from

From bondage, bondage!

Ananda-atma
Liberated from pain,
All pain which it bore,
Bore in, tell I.

Ananda-atama

The Soul in Delight

Left for heavenly abode
Bearing pain and anguish.

The soul moaning and groaning,
In pain and anguish,

Maligned and distressed

Getting liberated.

Liberation for,
Deliverance for the soul in distress
Anguished and wailing,

Weeping and baffled.

Redemption,
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Redemption and freedom
For the soul,
The soul in pain.

Ananda-atma,
Ananda-atma,

God, Lord, Ananda-atma,
Lord of Life!

Deliverance,
Deliverance want I,
Lord, deliverance,
Deliverance from!

Delver, deliver You,
Redeem, redeem You,
Redeem and liberate
The maligned soul!

God, Ananda-atma,

God, nothing more to say,
Ananda-atma,
Ananda-atma!

What more to say,
What to complain of
And criticize,
Sorrow to express?

Ananda with which
It comes out

Let it go

With Ananda.

Let us forget
What it was,
What did it bear,
Bear down?

Ananda,

Anandam,
Delight,
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Cosmic Delight liberated to.

Satchidananda,
Sat, chit, ananda,
What it sat

Is chit, ananda.

Sat,

Chit,

Ananda,
Satchidananda.

God Satchidananda,

Soul Satchidananda,

Sat, chit, ananda,

So why to be morose and morbid?

Divine Ananda,

Divine Ananda,

Into a world of Divine Ananda,
Ananda!

When,

When all pain was gone,
When,

When all pain was.

All,

All pain, pain and sorrow,

All, all throe

What it ailed, what it maligned.

From the world of pain,
Pain,

Sorrow,

Sorrow delivered to.

Delivered,
Delivered to a world of

Joy, joy,
Delight, delight.
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God,

0O, God,

You, My Last Hope,
Last Hope!

0O, God,

0O, God, You my,
My Last Hope,
Last Hope, God!

Through You,
Through You,
Came I,

Came I here.

Through You,

Through You all creatures,
The world of life,

0, God, God!

Through you,

Through am I here, here,

Through You, shall I, shall I be there
Crossing the moorland.

Crossing the stony paths,

Stony and craggy pathways,

Crossing the marsh and the forest tract,
Crossing the hills and dales.

Now the same distressed soul,

The same anguished soul,

The same maligned soul,

The same suffering soul changed into!

Changed over to a state of Cosmic Delight,
Cosmic Delight,

Divine Ananda,

Sat, Chit, Ananda.

Leaving it all the existential covering,
Bodily layer
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Of nothingness, vacuum, agnosticism,
Skepticism, atheism
Into a world of peace, all peace.

Peace which it composes,

Composes the self,

Nothing,

Nothing but rest and peace, harmony and compassion.

Nothing to care for,

Nothing to worry about,

Free from angst, bewilderment and loss
Into a world of Ananda, Divine Ananda.

Delight, Cosmic Delight,

Ananda,

Cosmic Ananda,

Free from, liberated from all that binds it.

God, Ananda-atma,
Ananda-atma,
Your Ananda-atma,

God, your Ananda-atma at Your Door!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anandamurti (Haiku)

Give me,
My Anandamurti,
The Statue of Delight.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anandamurti (The Statue Of Delight) - Ii

Anandamurti,

Give me,

Give me, my Anandamurti,
The murti giving ananda,
The statue of delight,

The statue giving delight,
Internal delight,

Delight illuminating,

O, that you have found,
Found from

The heaps,

The debris of the rubble
Of a fallen temple,

Lime and sand and clay made,
O, that you have

Found,

Found from the rubble
And the debris

Of a dilapidated temple

Of yore,

An age gone-by,

O, give me,

Give me,

My, my Radha and Krishna,
Blackly

As for lying

In earth,

Under the soil,

Stuck in the foundation

Of the temple,

My,

My Radha and Krishna,

My Radha and Krishna,

0O,

0, you,

Give me,

Give me, my golden statue
Looking black,

But metallurgical,
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Cast in gold,

Outwardly looking black,
But golden

Found from the rubble,
Debris of the temple of
Chandrakona!

O, you, give me, give me
My Anandamurti,

My Anandamurti,

The statue,

The statue of delight,
Blackly,

Which but i do not know it
Nor can

If it was

As for the thieves and dacoits
Or for fear of the loot

Of the temple

Or in fear of invasion

Or the builder wished it
To be in the foundation
For uncertain reasons,

or did it become

After remaining in

For many centuries

Buried int the earth,

Lying under the sail,

The Anandamurti,

The statue of delight

Of Radha and Krishna
Found from the rubble,
Debris

of the temples of Chandrakona,
Historical and antique
Dating back to

An age gone by

And the builders unknown!

Anandamurti,

The statue of derlight, .
Divine Delight,
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Joy and illumination

Found from the excavation
Of the old temples,

Fallen and dilapidated,

Old and out-dated,
Unworshipped and falling
And dilapidated,

Turned into the heaps,
Mounds

Or mouldering heaps of earth,
Reduced to

As for a new structure

But telling of,

Telling of

An age gone by,

Of yore,

A bygone tie

So full of grandeur

And stupendous,
Magnificent and excellent
And from those emerging
To our delight,

Extreme delight,

Strange surprise

A statue of,

A statue of Radha and Krishna,
Krishna and Radha

Which the eyes,

Eyes cannot behold it!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anandamurti, Delightful-Statue

O, you digger, digging for the foundation stone
As for the construction work,

Return, return the golden statue,

The spade falling over

And clink the statue striking!

You give me, my anandamurti, the anandamurti of Radha and Krishna,
Blackly, but golden,

Murari with a flute fluting

And Radha the consort together with,

Seated on a lotus!

My archaeology, my histriography, you return me, return me,
Strike not hard as there lies

The ancient golden statue,

Of Murari and his companion,

The Divine Consort!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anandamurti, The Statue Of Delight

The golden statue of Radha and Krishna
Which have I from the ruins and rubbles of the terracotta temples,

How to hold it, historical, ancient, blackly, but golden and metallic, crafted
beautifully!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anandamurti, The Statue Of Delight, Dating Back To
Yore, A Golden Statue Of Radha And Krishna

You give me, my Anandamurti,
The statue of Radha and Krishna
Found from

The rubble,

The debris,

Mouldering heaps

Of earth,

The fallen pillars, walls

Of the broken

Terracotta temples

Old-old,

Small-small,

But designed well

And artistic.

My Anadamurti
Which the eyes

Do not believe,
Words take to not,
What am I seeing,
Seeing,

A golden statue,

A golden statue of
Radha and Krishna,
Cast in gold,

But blackly

Into the hands

Of mine

And I seeing,
Seeing in

Wonder and astonishment!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anand-Ashrama

God, where Your Anand-Ashrama,
Anand-Ashrama, O

God, Anand-Ashrama,
Anand-Ashrama?

God, God, O, where Your Anand-Ashrama,
Anand-Ashrama,

God, O, God,

Your Anand-Ashrama?

Where there is nothing,
Nothing,

But anandam, amrita anandam,
God, there, there call you me in,
In, God!

Anand-Ashrama, Anand-Ashrama,
God, Your Anand-Ashrama
Replete with anandam,

Amrita anandam,

Ananda!

God, Lord-God, Your,

Your Anand-Ashram,
Anand-Ashram

Resonating with ananda, ananda,
Take You, take You me there!

God, Anand-Ashram, God, Anand-Ashram,
Your Anand-Ashram,

Your Anand-Ashram,

Anand-Ashram,

Where Anand-Ashram?

Away from mortal scare and worry,
Care and anxiety,

Despondence and dejection,
Despair and loss,

Angst and bewilderment.
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Away, away from pain and sorrow,
Melancholic state,

Morbidity and depravity

To You, to You, God,

God the Divine!

Anand-Ashrama,

God, Anand-Ashrama,
Your Anand-Ashrama,

Into Your Anand-Ashrama,
Call You, call You me in!

Where there is no fear,

No anxiety,

Nothing to mourn and to be sad and morose,
Nothing to pine for,

No yearning, no expectation for return.

God, Anand-Ashrama,
Anand-Ashrama,

Your Anand-Ashrama

Where there is no pain, pain,
No remorse, remorse!

There is nothing, nothing
But anandam,

Anandam,

A strange anandam,
Anandam, anandam.

Where there is no fear,

No anxiety to maraud the soul,
No loss to repent for and expiate,
Nothing to bewilder you,

Only but anandam, anandam.

God, anandam, anandam,

God but Anandam,

Divine Anandam,

Anandam Divine,

Cosmic Delight, Cosmic Delight.
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When loss and bewilderment pervade the spirit,
Anxiety and despair take over,

Maraud and malign the self,

When all ways seem to be lost,

Mortal cares seem corrode, where to go, where to go?

When the ways, all ways seem to be lost,
Where to go, where to go, my Lord,
Lord, when, all ways, all ways of life

And the world seem to have closed,
Closed for the wayfarer and it is dark.

Nowhere to go, howhere to go,
Nowhere to go,

In that bleak state of hope lost,
How to sustain it,

Sustain it?

But to stay, stay on the way near the pathway end
And to pray, pray and sing,

Ananda, ananda, God You Ananda,

Ananda, Ananda-Ashrama,

Ananda, ananda.

God, You Ananda,
Ananda,

You Delight, Delight,

Joy, Pure Joy

And into a delighted state!

Here lie I in anxiety,
Cares and worries,
Scared and fearful,
Bewilderment and loss,
Despair and dejection.

Here, here lie I,
Lielin

Pain and trouble,
Sorrow and grief
And remorse.
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Repenting,

Expiating,

Mourning for the loss,
Lamenting,
Regretting.

But You my Joy, Joy,
Infinite Joy,

Delight, Delight,

Cosmic Delight,

Delight and be delighted.

This is the world of human want,
Mortal aspirations,

Yearnings,

Lust, want and greed,

Thirst and hunger.

This is the world of disbelief and mistrust,
Despair and loss,

Disillusion and dejection,

Trauma and tremor,

Suspense and fear.

From where to Anand-Ashrama,
Anand-Ashrama,

God, Anand-Ashrama,

The Ashrama of Delight,
Cosmic Delight And Pure Joy.

With the self illumined,

Illumined and sublimated,
Relieved from pain and sorrow,
Into A Kingdom of Joy, Pure Joy,
A Sublimated State of Happiness.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anand-Mela (The Fair Of Delight)

Anand-Mela,

God, in Your Anand-Mela,
Fair of Delight,

When all have come,
Only one is missing!

God, in Your,
Your Anand-Mela,
Anand-Mela,

Fair of Delight,
All are!

But only one is missing,
Missing,

My God, Anand-Mela,
In Your Anand-Mela,
God, Your Anand-Mela!

The fair in full swing,

Visitors coming and going,
Studded with gems glittering,
Decorating and bedecking it all,
But the morose fellow is not.

Anand-Mela,

God, in Your Anand-Mela,
When all have come,

Adorned with their presence,
Only one forlorn face find I not.

The poor soul standing at the door
As a beggar

When all agents divine

Striding with and passing

And the gala and glitz incomparable.

Anand-Mela,

God, Your Anand-Mela,
In Your Anand-Mela
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When I see many
As invitees and guests attending.

Only one lies it uninvited,
Unwelcomed

The poor fellow

Waiting for Your Grace,
Kind Favour!

God, in Your Anand-Mela,
Anand-Mela

All have been invited,

But only one fellow

Lies he kept waiting and uninvited!

God, Your Anand-Mela,
Anand-Mela

Let it illumine and illuminate
The fair,

Let it, let it, My God!

God, in Your Anand-Mela,
What, what have I to do,
To do

In Your Anand-Mela,

In Your Anand-Mela?

I am a poor human being,

A poor soul

In utter despair and dejection,
Angst and bewilderment

And loss.

Let there be, let there be delight,
Delight in Your Mela,

Gala Mela full of grandeur and glitz,
Let there be, let there be

Leaving me bereft of.

God, my poor destiny,

You cannot, cannot, God,
My poor fate and luck,
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My luck mine,
It not sublime!

I a poor soul

Begging at Your Door,
Asking for Your Mercy,

Kind Gesture,

Divine Charity and Blessing.

In the Anand-Mela,

God, everybody is but delighted,
Delight is writ large

Over the faces I meet

Only the poor soul kept waiting for.

Delight, delight not in my fate,
In my destiny,

My luck,

Delight not in my fate

Even if it is, it is but short-lived.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Ancient Earth

How many inhabitants had they
Been in the house
I am?

What, what had it
Been on the place
I am?

How many dead bodies
Have it been

Cremated here?

On a burial land,

In a crematorium

Live I.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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And He Will Vacate It When Overpowered And

Overthrown Forcibly (The Joker On The Chair Comical
Not, Criminal)

I am not like the joker minister, the villagerly fool and rustic,
Who will not like to vacate his chair,

As this is my chair, my father’s, ancestral

And I shall not,

Shall see you.

O

Bijay Kant Dubey
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And Where, Where Is My Gypsy Wife Tonight By
Leonard Cohen

The gipsy wife, wife is in your heart, heart! Say you, you, who the heart queen,
the heart queen is? Who, who the gipsy wife? Who, who the dream girl, the
dream girl of your life?

Cohen, Cohen, your gipsy wife, your gipsy wife is in your heart, in your heart, in
your soul, soul!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Angika Kavita (Angkia Poetry)

Anga desak kavita
Angkia kavya,
Ccheccha kaha yaa khoratha.

Anga locale dialect poems
Angika poetry,

Ccheccha or Khoratha.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Angkia Bhasha (Angika Language)

Angika bhasha

Anga deshak bhasha

Ek boda pradeshak lekar

Pura bhubhak antarbhukta karik,
Sampurna Bhagalpur

Aar okar aas-paas.

Angika language dialect
Anga territory's speech

Spanning over

And inclusive of

The whole of Bhagalpur
And the adjoining areas.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anita Delgado Briones (For Paulo Coelho) , After
Coming To Know About The Spy

Anita Delgado the Spanish flamenco dancer and singer
From Andalusia

Whom the Indian Maharaja of Kapurthala,

Jagatjit Singh Bahadur

Met in a café concert in Madrid

And proposed

With amorous advances to court her

But rejected outright

And accepted later on.

A foreigner White European girl
Originally from Malaga

But emigrated to Madrid

After a Sikh marriage in 1908
Named Maharani Prem Kaur,

But she returned to

When rumours made the Maharaja
Suspect her infidelity

Which was but a family matter.

And the Maharani went back
Living a life of own

Enjoying the pension

But after the death of the son
The story slipped into oblivion,
The stories of romance

With a king,

East-West encounter,

A girl of humble lowly origin

A Maharaja miraculously.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anjum Hasan

I saw her from a distance
And recognized her

That it is none

But Anjum Hasan,

An Assamese

From Shillong, Meghalaya,
A convent educated guy,
A novelist and poet

And an essayist

From the northeast.

Her persona is a modern man

The protagonist

From the hilly terrains

Exotic and impregnable

Speaking the Tibeto-Chinese dialects
Of the seven sisterly states,
Sometimes traversing into

Through the passes,

Opening the gates of the borders.

Now she looks she a Bangalorean

As is in Bangalore

A girl from the northeast,

A fictionist and poet

And a criticism-writer,

A modern girl from

The northeast in Bangalore,

But not so in entity

With the roots of nativity left somewhere.

Leaving the roots,
Why not to look to
Where she grew up,
Turned into a woman
Jane Austenian not,
Hardyian too not,
But a convent-ian
From the northeast,
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A writer in the making,
Going cosmopolitan.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna Hazare

Anna, your politics, I do not like it
As are you a Gandhian saint
Or a politician?

If have to be a leader, why not

Join you politics directly,

Stand in an election

And get you elected

Rather than doing politics in such a way?

Anna, to demoralize others is not good,
To make a mockery of democracy,
After giving a stunt,

Do they sweep the streets

Or do politics to come into power?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna Hazare Fasting

Anna Hazare fasting,

Common people heading towards

As for a lust to be national hero or heroine,
Donning the Aam Admi Party of Kejriwal
The MBA man Marwari not,

But a dramabaz, a nautankiman

And Anna giving a lead to,

A former army jeep-driver

Turned into a freedom-fighter-cum-Gandhist,
On the dais,

The photo journalists and the lensmen
running for cover and coverage,

Some socialites too mare there

And he posing, acting to fast

And keeping too

And the men trying to persuade him

As he is gearing up against the graft cases,
Corruption overtaking

And breaking not his fast,

His health ay deteriorate,

So the daughters from the neighbourhood
Standing in line

To make him take juice

And he taking to

Break his fast.

In this age, who makes one drink a glass of juice,
I too want,

But who will give it t0 you

And that too one cannot expect from

Modern-age daughter-in-law and grandaughters
As moms debar them from?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna Hazare Is Politicking

Anna,

I just think it,

Had Gandhi been,

How would he have assessed you,
Perhaps would have snubbed you
For your activities,

Had Gandhi been!

Do you politics,
But not too much
As it will regress
Polity and thought
And culture.

Anna,

Do you like politicking
In such a way

That think you that
You are all in all

And there is none

To take the reins?

You should have a say
Against corruption

And the corrupt people,

But had Gandhi been,

He would have corrected them
Rather than criticizing

Bluntly and bitterly!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna Sujatha Mathai

Anna Sujatha Mathai

Is a poetess

Of Christian background,
Syrian Christian

From Kerala

But read and schooled

In Delhi and Edinburgh
Is connected with

Silent revolution,

Light and tell-tale quality.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna, Had Gandhi Been Alive...

Anna, your shrewd politics,

Had Gandhi been alive, would not have liked,
Would not have liked

Your drama,

Your drama

Of doing politics

Though he was also

A politician of some sort,

But not like you.

Had Gandhi been alive, would have,

Would have rebuffed and rebutted you

As your rehearsals,

Joking with the Gandhian clothes and tradition,
Khadi dhoti, kurta and a cap

On the head.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna, Had Gandhi Been Alive...(Your Bandars, Not
Gandhiji’s, But Like Jayprakash’s)

Anna, what are you doing here
With your monkeys,

Not the three monkeys of gndhi,
Do not see bad,

Do not speak bad,

Do not hear bad?

Yea, in the replica,

The three sitithng monkeys
With the hands on the mouth,
On the eyes

And on the ears.

But your monkeys different,
Politicizing and politicking,

All wanting to come into power,
Doing the power-politics game,

I mean

The urban fellows,

The city dwelling men and women.

Anna, had Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi been alive,
I mean your political mentor,

Whom saw you or not,

But is,

As call you,

Would have definitely snubbed you,

Scolded you for politicking

Though a politician of some sort was he too.

And lo, the pedestrians too turning into the leaders

Of the AAP Party,

The unknown citizens unfurling the flags,

A party of the common men, by the common men and for the common men!
But the common men after becoming uncommon men

Will quarrel as the stray cats and dogs do

And the enterprise will close down untimely.
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Anna, your bandars I am seeing now,
Gandhiji's have already seen,

But to me

Yours too will turn like those

Of Jayprakash Narayan,

Gnashing and chattering the teeth
To come to hold by hand and bite
Wherever it is prone to and easier
To be bitten;

Just wait and watch

What it happens.

Gandhi’s bandars saw I,
Jayprakash’s have I

And now am I seeing those of Anna,
Team India Captain

In the whites,

But those of Jayprakash were wild, tameless and unmanageable

Which Praksh too would have felt

On marking the cowboys, buffalomen and lathimen,
Students, loafers, rowdies, ruffians en masse.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna, Say You, Who Is Honest?

Are you yourself,
First judge you yourself
Then others?

If to root out corruption,

How to,

Say you,

Tell us the means and ways of that

If you have to lead the movement
But turn not into a road show merely,
Holding nukkad sabhas

To make a fun of

All that is good in us.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anna, Your Tactics & Tricks

Everybody knows it,
How act you,
Overact you

With your full team.

Sweeping the market and the roads
As for a road show,

Going with the broomsticks

In hands,

The sweepers non-commissioned
And histrionic,

Just for to come into power.

Anna, think you,

What wrong are you doing,

Take it for not

That you only a Gandhian,

Do you politic

But not donning khadi dhoti, kurta
And caps.

And if your men and women want they
So much earnestly to clean and cleanse,
They may the train bogies,

The municipal places

Rather than showing it

As for to come into power.

Anna, this is not good,

Not at all,

Think it not

That India is yours,

The rules and laws of the land
In the fists of your hands.

O

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi

Break the silence and tell the world that you were not that less than,
That your sitar has not fallen silent,

Talent s not in awards and felicitations,

As lies it hidden elsewhere,

Gems into the crags, aquatic treasures and beneath the earth

It is also there in the avoidance of the media-limelight.

One from erstwhile of the then-time Shibpur, Brahmanbaria, now under
Bangladesh,

The daughter of Alauddin Khan, you used to learn from your father
Indian classical instrumental music,

That is the bass sitar

And your father teacher, guru used to teach you,

Train in

As the musician of the Maihar gharana of Madhya Pradesh.

And he too, Ravishankar too used to be his disciple

And the disciple of your father

Asked for the hands of yours, [

Married you,

Married and forgot you,

As one does it often

On being famous, after getting fame

And basking in that glory even cornered, sidelined his own son
As for glory sake, name sake,

The passing of the son did not matter to him

He used the sitar as a performing artiste, the sitarist,
But you left it as a sacrifice,

Practised it at home,

But never for media glare and reportings

And with it the world should not take it that

You an ordinary artiste,

But greater, greater than that of Ravi Shankar

Who went changing places and positions.

In your neglect and humiliation, see I Shakuntala,

Auden’s The Unknown Citizen
And comparing your son’s life
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Tell I about Rustum taking on Sohrab in Arnold’s Sohrab and Rustum,
Indira suspectful of Sanjay, the tussle of power and the lust for chair
Can change every equations,

But as a mute spectator, a witness to silence,

You as a tragic protagonist or persona

Suffered, struggled and sacrificed no doubt.
O

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi (A New Poem)

Where your Baba,
Allauddin Khan
Teaching you sitar

And the Indian raagas?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi (Ii)

Annapurna Devi,

I think of you,

Your struggle

And the silent suffering of yours,
How did you sacrifice your career
For Ravi Shankar,

Who paid for not,

Remained not loyal to,

Went over to

Flipping

Just one after another

In changing places and situations
Of life.

Now the world calls him a sitarist,
A great sitarist,

But to me he is not,

You are,

What he is

Or think they about him,

Let them call

Whatever they like to

In their acknowledgement,
Appreciation and admiration,
Nothing is what it seems to be
And what it seems to be nothing.

Annapurna Devi, your silent suffering
The world did not,

Did not understand it

The bearing upon you

And the impact of it,

How did he take to Subhendra Shankar,
How did he make you abandoned the sitar
And it fallen silent

And the notes coming it not,

How can it be,

How can it be,

Say you, say you,
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Break your silence
And say it to the world,
Speak you, Annapurna Devi?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi, How Fraudulent Had It Been
Shankar!

Annapurna Devi, the world could not
Know it

How great sitarist

Had you been

That quit you for him

Who but deserted you in return!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi, Say You, Say You, Where...?

Say, say you,

How did,

How did, baba,
Allauddin Khan

Teach you,

Teach you

The sitar,

How did, how did, Baba,
Training you in sitar?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi: A Biography

Annapurna Devi, say you, say you
The story of your life,

How did Pt. Ravi Shankar treat you,
How did he

As for to surpass you,

Suppress your talent,

Annapurna?

O the daughter of Allauddin Khan and Madanmanjari Devi,
Indian surbahar player of Indian music

And the Maihar gharana.

Born as Roshanara Khan,

Later Annapurna Devi,

The wife of Shankar,

Ustad, Pandit Ravi Shankar,

The great artiste, classical artiste!

How did he come to seeking

For your hands,

How did he learn it from your father
And how,

How did he turn away from

You,

Annapurna Devi

Even misleading his son too?

Annapurna, after knowing you,
The story of your life,

I can say his much

That talent does not know relation,
It is a thing of envy and jealousy
Which Shankar felt it

After seeing your performance!

Let the world call him

A great artiste,

A sitar layer of world repute,
But I know it,

Where does it lie in talent,
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Not in media coverage,
But in scholarship unsharable.

Talent does not have any friends
And relations,

It is almost alone and single

And even if has,

They will vie with

And will be envious of

As was Ravi Shankar jealous of you.

Your rare performance of Raag Kaushiki
Panditji could nor bear it

And turned hostile to you

As was the impression of the tuning

Which was really your soul-stirring music,
Heart-stringing one,

O the jewel of the Maihar gharana (school) ,
The genius extraordinary!

Annapurna, your surbahars

As the bouquets of pleasantries,
The morning breaking,

The sun rays glistening

At daybreak

On the lotus and the cottage,

The silvery moon orbs

Lit around

Dazzling it all and taking me away.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Annapurna Devi...

Annapurna Devi, the world may appreciate and admire
And talk of him otherwise,

But tell you, tell you,

O, legendary surbahar exponent,
Why has your sitar,

Sitar fallen silent,

Tell us, tell us,

Why you took to seclusion,

Why, why did you relinquish it for,
Was it envy,

Human envy and jealousy,

O, surbahar artist?

I have heard, heard about your surbahar music,
The sitar stringing,
Vocal music breaking,
Rhythms taking over
And splashing,

O, Annapurna Devi,
Say you, say you,
Stay not silent,

Break you the silence
And say you about
Your artistry!

You tell me about the gharana music which but I do not,
The maihar gharana

And the ancient technique

Of original dhrupadi sitar baaj,
Ustad Allauddin Khan,

Ravi Shankar's guru

And his tradition of music,
The gharana

Patronized by

The kings royal

And the musical rendition.

hankar's son Subho too
Was not less than,
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But after a skirmish with him,

He left the sitar for sometime,
Stopped speaking to his father

And thereafter he lost his confidence,
Regained and reconsolidated himself,
But depression took over

And it took a toll on

And he passed away,

Which but Ravi Shankar too could not
In his pride of fame,

Enjoying his elevated presence

In the hall of fame.

Annapurna Devi, on seeing you, have I come to understand it
Someone sacrifices it

And someone gets it,

Which but the world, knows it not,
Which the world feels it not,

Who was it who sacrificed for,

For whom did he grow up,
Definitely someone had been

Who reared him up,

Let him grow into

Into a musical persona?

O, daughter of Ustad Alauddin Khan,
Sister of Ustad Ali Akbar Khan,
Recluse of Hindustani classical music,
Tell us, tell us,

About Subho's son and daughter,
Som Shankar and Kaveri,

Your side, your feelings

And sacrifice

Even Ravishankar too could not,
Maybe he a world-renowned sitarist,
But you far more,

Greater than,

A sitarist extraordinaire!
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Anna's Fasting Drama

Anna fasting publicly,

Rehearsing in the theatre of Gandhi,
The gait and antics

Under the shadow of his photo,
Doing politics,

A remix of Gandhism and comics.

A nukkad sabha, a street play,
They staging

With the commoners,

Common people donning white caps
And posters

Wanting to be politicians overnight.

A bevy of small girls coming
To request him

To break the fast

And he accepting finally
After rejections

And he posing for that.

Seeing him, feel I,

They are there to make him
Break the fast

And he taking to not,

But see me too

That there is none

To offer me even a glass.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

737



Anthem (Leonard Cohen)

Sing, sing the song again, sing, sing the song again, setting aside all that divide,
divide us. Sing, sing at least for God's sake forgetting, forgetting and forgiving in
the name of God, God all that, all that we have to start for a fresh beginning,
beginner. This is how light gets in, gets in.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Anti-Romantic, Olden-Time Old Indian Dad

Why are your clothes of yours with me?
Separate them.

When you come of age, you live not
In my room.

Talk you not with a young girl

And even if you,

Lowering down the eyes.

Smile you not,

Love you not the flower

As it is for the gods,

Not for you.

Take you not eggs.

If sit I on a cot, you must stand up
And sit on the floor

As for your respect to elders.
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Apnei Ko Wah Governor Sochata Hai/ He Thinks
Himself A Governor

Apnei ko wah

Governor sochata hai,
Governor nahin to
Governor ka beta avashya.

He thinks himself
Governor,
If Governor not

Then Governor's son surely.
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Apni Bibi Ko Cchupa Ke Dusron E Nazar Na Girao

(Keeping Your Bibi Under Teh Veil, Wink At Not
Others)

Apni bibi ko cchupa ke,
Dusron ki bibi pe
Nazar na lagao.

Keeping your bibi at bay,
Under the purdah, the ghunghata,

Wink at not the beauties of others.
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Apni Dehati Wife Ke Sang On The Eve Of International
Women's Day

Apni unpadh, dehati bibi ke sang

Mein chala

International Women's Day manane,

Unke sang jo apne husband kaa naam tak
Uccharan karna nahin chahatin hain,
Mahapap, mat lo pati-parmeshawar ka naam.

With being the illiterate and unread countryside wife
I going

To celebrate International Women's Day,

With that who does not like to take

Even the name of her husband,

A great sin, don't take the name of the Husband-god.
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April Fools' Day

The fools not, but the pranksters
Gathering

To celebrate and commemorate it
With jokes and hoaxes.

They gathering and planning the eve before,
I can hear their whispers,
Let us who befools whom?

April Fools' Day,
The fools not, but the pranksters are
Celebrating to commemorate it

After having netted the fools wisely.
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April Fools' Day, The Fools Gathering Not To Celebrate
It

April Fools' Day,

The fools gathering not to celebrate it
But after having befooled

Others.
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April Fools' Day, Who But Made It?

The 1st April as fools' day,
Who has but made it,
The fools or the the befooled ones?

The pranksters or the mischief-makers,
The fun-makers or but who?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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April Fools’ Day

The fools gathering and planning

As to how to celebrate

April Fools’” Day

On the eve of it,

The fools gathering the night

And taking themselves in confidence,
Evolving a strategy of own

As to bust and crack the things,

Doing the rehearsal of pranks

And other measures to please and appease.

They coming with the bands and asses,
The master fools

To herald the coming tomorrow

Of jokes and funs and laughters,

Smile holding the cheek in chin

As much as you,

The busy trapped in

Hectic schedules and routine-works
Looking back in wonder

When cheated on.

The forgetful realizing it after

When the tactics used in

And repenting as for being inattentive
To the days memorable and specific,
Those who remain tied to,

Keep rounding about

Their affairs.
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April Fools’ Day, Western And Indian

When a child, I used to think,
What does it mean,

April Fools’ Day,

Is that a fools’ day

Or fools having a heyday,
Having a laugh?

Now I understand it,

It is a day of jokes and humour,
Genteel jokes and fun,

A day of enjoyment,

European and English fun.

But I feel sorry to say about
The Indian fools,

Blunt and bogus,
Blockheads and dullards.

One Indian illiterate menial boy,

When asked I about his wife’s name,
Said he not,

When asked I his wife to say his name,
She maintained courtesy,

But the fool forbade from saying.

The fools are in such a number
In India

That we need not celebrate it,
The blunt rustics ready to

Be the prime ministers of India.

The cowboys, herdsmen, shepherd women
All wanting to be leaders,

Whether they are able to write their names,
Put their initials or not,

But will be leaders.

Another Indian fool asking his daughter
As for why did she smile
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On seeing a boy,
Why did she talk to him,
What's the matter?

The bufflomen with the big-big lathis into their hands,
Seated on the buffaloes,

Going to the assembly houses,

Smoking a beedi as for an advertisement,

Sometimes seated on the bullock-cart,

Sometimes on a horse-back.

The milkmen who mix too much water into the milk
And sell it,

Not the tap water, but the wayward pond water
They too aspiring to be legislators not,

But ministers,

After calling themselves socialists.

An illiterate, backward and foolish woman
Calling another widow

A witch

And quarrelling,

The witch doctor treating,

A villagerly meeting called to settle
Desirous of confiscating her properties
And willing to expel her to appease it all.

The Indian fools conservative and faith blind
With the lathi

And a clamp of hair hanging from the back
Of the head crown

Going,

Maybe he a scholar.

But the fool is not

As his presence shows it to be

And he is adept in thrashing the lathi
From behind,

A Tinmudiya, three-headed one,
Trishanku, three-forked

Blockhead and dullard is he,
Reasonably brain-dead.
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Arabian Leopard

Arabian leopard

Of the mountains and deserts
Talk I,

Think I

Of conservation status.

The leopard with pale hues
From yellow to golden yellow,
But patterned with rosettes
Over the whole of body.

The leopard,
Arabian leopard,

How to save it from extinction?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Are Bibis For To Be Kept Under The Purdah?

Are bibis

For to be kept

Under the purdah,

The ghunghata,

Speaking from the purdah,
The curtain,

The theatre protagonist?
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Are The Girls For To Be Sold & Bought?

Are the girls for to be sold to the bars,
Hotels and restaurants,
Lodges and resorts?

Are the girls sold and bought for
Selling their bodies,

To be drawn into the sex racket?
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Are The Rape Victims To Die? The Old Mind-Set Of
India

The rape victims,

Are they but to die,

To be left

On the footpaths of life,
The crossroads of life,
Are they,

They for to die?

The old mind-set,
Mind-set of India
Never did I,

Did T admire it,
Admire it,

Old Indian mentality.
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Are You Going To Divorce Me?

With tears in the eyes

Asked she,

Asked she,

Are you,

Are you going to divorce me,
Divorce me really,

With tears in the eyes,
Asked she.

Do you not love me,

Love me,

Say, say you,

Keep you not silent,

Are you,

Are you really going to divorce,
Divorce me,

My love,

Asked she weeping?

But like a hard rock

Heard i

The cries and screams

As had made my mind,

My mind for a divorce,

Just like a hard-hearted fellow

Heard I crying her,

Looking heavenwards

For a change in my heart,

Praying the Lord for to be more human.

My love, go you,

Go you not,

Forgive me, forgive me for
What I have,

Have done

Even if digressed and deviated i
On the path of life,

But never was such an intention
Of mine,
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My love, love!

Saw I her going on the path of life

Alone, all alone

And after seeing her going
Distraught and devastated,
Felt I pity for,

Pity for her,

Could not keep myself stony,
Called I, called I from behind,
My love, my love,

Come back, come back
Before you go, go away.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Are You Going To Devastate The Earth By The Third
World War?

Never, never

Do you

As such,

No, no,

never, never
The green earth,
Mother earth,
Good earth.
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Are You Going To Divorce, Divorce Her?

Are you,

Are you going to divorce her,
Divorce,

Divorce your first wife,
Having divorced her,
Divorced her,

What,

What will you get?
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 757



Are You The Girl I Had Been Madly After?

Are you the girl
For whom
I had been mad?

Are you,
Are you the girl

I had been madly after?

Now think I,
How mad had I been!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Aren'T The Wild Flowers Glamorous?

I can call myself great
As you too are great,
Which know you not,
Know T it.

The light I have, that is actually yours
And borrowing from you,

Call I it my own

Otherwise am not so talented

As think you.

The light which is in me
Is in you too,
You just try to see.

When see I my small daughter standing before,
Think I what have i in me,

Have the innocence of hers

And if not, why to call myself great?

When see I the wild flower blooming in the woods,
Think I about its glory and glamour,

Does it say so,

That it is very, very glamorous and beautiful,

So lovely to look at?

Actually, the small men do it,
My chair, his chair,
Do not sit on his chair,

Why not to make the heart larger?
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Art Is Artistic

Art is artistic
Be it painting,
Sculpting,
Idol-making,
Embroidery,
Architecture,
Singing,
Dancing,
Pantomime,
Imitation,
Emulation,
Acting,
Staging,
Announcing,
Advertising,
Anchoring,
Dialogue-making,
Rehearsal

Or mimicking.
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Art Never Dies

It is always alive in
Art done,

The artist may

But his art will not.
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Art, What Do You Mean By Art?

Art,
What is art,
How to take to?

Is it the creative urge
Of man
To express with poise and style?

Is it in the style
Of an artist,
The artist as a man and a dreamer?

Art,
Art is in the art of the artist,
Subjective and impressionistic.

Art,
The imaginative faculty,

The creative skill.
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Arun Jaitley: A Portrait Of A Minister

A somewhat tall man,
Looking sober-sober

And gentle,

With the specs

On the face,

Intelligent and intellectual
And fair-spoken.

Handsome and good-looking,

He is not so

In the complexity of politics,
Dispensing with an open mind
Without keeping anything

As to conceit and screw up later on.

A legal professional like Kapil Sibal,
But not so vocal,

He is a silent reader,

Taking the intuits

So closely,

Reading and going after

To pursue elegantly.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Arun Kolatkar

Arun Kolatkar

Though many have admired for,
But comprehend i not

His base

That of an artist

Or a Marathi writer.

Starts with Jejuri

A series of 32 poems

And acclaimed for the same
To add to

Kala Ghoda and Sarpa Satra.

Whatever say you,

Arun was a sceptic, an atheist,
An iconoclast,

Just humouring all the time,
Not serious at all.

Though reality is therein

In the doubts cast over

With regard to the ramshackle bus
And tarpaulin covered windows
Rattling all over the journey.

But the story has become comical
Than the journey undertaken,
Faith professed,

More in suspense and doubt
Then why to take the journey?

Kolatkar became more famous after
Writing Jejuri

Than this is,

As jokes kept him alive

Rather than thematic diversity.

An ironist he was double speaking
And critical,
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Not at all easy at heart
As was Ramanujan
Toning down always.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Arun Kolatkar's Jejuri

Kolatkar as the journey man
Journeying,

The travel man

Travelling,

The pilgrim

Setting out on a pilgrimage,
Going to Khandoba

In a ramshackle bus

Old and unable to carry
And crowded

With strange pilgrims

The old and the weak

And poorer,

Widows and of all sorts

The bus somehow going
With the window panes
Shattered and tattered,

The colour and paints
Discoloured

Kept under sun and shower
And lying out of use,

But repaired for the purpose
And in the same burs
Kolatkar going to Khandoba
With his faith and doubt

In the age-old bus

As if running on a cobbled street
Going to Khandoba,

Taking to.

Kolatkar as a man

Moustached and long-haired,

The artistic guard

Or the sculpted dwarpala, gatekeeper
Going,

Going to Khandoba

With little faith

In his heart,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 766



So much of skepticism,

Doubt and suspicion

In his soul,

Twirling and twisting his moustache
And cracking jokes.
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Arun Kolatkar's Kala Ghoda Is Not Black, But Red, Lal
Ghoda

There is nothing about the horses

Black and running races,

But poverty, impoverished conditions

Of living, people below the poverty line
Against the backdrop of the crowded space
Of colonial statues and monuments

And this fast and busy acing life of today

Full of so much gala and glitz and glamour
Showcasing modernity, urbanity and industrialization,
Btu the reality is far from that we still poorer
Without sufficient food, cloth and housing
And life-saving drugs and medicines.

Arun Kolatkar's kala ghoda is not kala,
But a lal ghoda,

A red horse,

A leftist horse,

A socialist horse

Of the unknown citizen,

The common man,

The have-nots, the underprivileged,
The proletariat,

The suppressed and the oppressed
Which reared by them,

Just the kings and courtiers ride it.
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Arun Yeh Madhumay Desh Hamara Poem By
Jayashankar Prasad (A Poetic Summary)

How golden is this country of ours

Where the unknown skies and horizons
Seem to be lurking around

With the light flashing in the morning

With Vedic and Upanishadic chants and mantras,
The same light retreating with

The twilight falling on the treetops

And shifting out with a dazzle, a glow
Copperish, pale and reddish

With life pulsating with consciousness
Littered over a vast stretch of land

Full of greenery and vegetation,

Homes, huts and population

Showing cartography and demography
Enveloped in nightly eerie silence

And darkness shrouded in mist and mystery
But the dawn arousing and awaking us

From our slumber and we looking up to

In thankfulness and glee

Thudded with joy and sorrow

Punctuating it intermittently

As rain and light balancing,

But the clouds again looming around

For a burst, the pains to evaporate

And our imagery to take wings with greenery
And vegetation as the birds fly without any obstacle!
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Arunachal And The Tawang Monastery

I can just hear about the Tawang Monastery of Arunachal
And can say nothing more,

One of the Tibetan Budhist type,

Standing at the foothill

Purviewing the hills and the mountains

And the valleys,

In the midst of greenery and hilly surroundings.

Arunachal’s Tawang Monastery,

Of the land of the dawn-lit,

Tells of a faith sustained and survived by,
A relic of the Tibeto-Burman stock

As the earlier tribes were from

Which we can mark it from

To trace back

To the Mahayana school of Buddhism too.

Tawang Monastery founded by the Mera Lama Lodre Gyasto

In accordance with the wishes of the 5th Dalai Lama, Nagwang Lobsang Gyatso,
It belongs to the Gelupa sect

And the Tibetan name, ta-horse, wang-chosen,

Meaning hereby Horse-chosen too indicates

The things mystically and mythically,

Merag Lama searching fior the horse

And finding it to tick on

For the probable selction.

The eight-metre Shakyamuni Buddha in Tawang Gompa
Looking golden and beautiful

Endearing to the Monpas, Takpas and the Tibetans,
Who are but the Tibetan-Buddhists

And the 6th Dalai Lama, Tsangyang Gyasto, was born
At the nearby Urgelling Monastery,

5 kms. from the town of Tawang.

The monastery known in Tibetan

As Golden Namgey Lhatse,

Which means 'celestial paradise in a clear night’,
Is what we do not know it
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In our tongues,

Really, an India unexplored

And far flung,

Indiscoverable too

With such geographical and physical variations,
Who can at least venture into?
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Arundhati Is For Awards, Only Awards And Nothing
More, I Mean Arundhati Roy

Arundhati,

Arundhati is

Only for awards,
Awards and prizes

And nothing more,
Only awards and prizes
And nothing more,
Arundhati wants,

I mean Arundhati Roy.

To do politics,

Politics as for coming

Into limelight,

The media glare

Is the job of Arundhati,
The hidden desire of hers
Doing the drama peculiarly.
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Arundhati Roy, Medha Patekar And Mira Nair

Arundhati Roy, Medha Patekar and Mir Nair,
Their dramatics and latent desires to come
Into the media glare and limelight

Through politics and drama,

Nukkads and demos,

I know all that,

They are not at all protesters,

But shooters to fame,

Oh, their histrionics,

Medha's, Mira's and Arundhati's!
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Arvind Kejriwal The Great Dramabaz

Arvind, act you,

But overact it not

As for to be a politician

As people understand it now

The drama of yours,

The strategy for coming into power.

Clutching the jokers along,

Making a mockery of Indian democracy,
Do it not politics,

Keep the constitutional values

In mind too,

As power is not all,

The chair not all.
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Arvind Krishna Mehrotra

What is he, I understand it not,

A modernist, post-modernist or avant-gardeist,
A poet of Allahabad,

But one dislocated and displaced definitely
Telling of things surreal,

Talkative and conversational,

Poetical not, un-poetical

As means it not

What he says, communicates

Apart from situational, circumstantial.

A poet not, going to bazaar,

Buying things, enquiring about rates,
Meeting people on the way,

Seeing things,

Smiling not,

In a vortex of thoughts and ideas,

A poet un-poetical,

Himself confused

Confusing others.

His white and flowing beards
Not Tagorely,

But the kaash grass blooms
Similar to white beards

Long and flowing,

A saint poet not,

But earthly and mundane,
Disordered and disarranged,
Never transcendental and metaphysical,
A poet surreal,

Talking and going.

Poetry to Mehrotra is gossips,
Conversation,

Talks,

Tidbits of thought and idea,
Poetical not,

U-npoetical,
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A poet confused

And misinterpreting poetry,
A poet not,

But a non-poet as a poet.
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Arvind Krishna Mehrotra's White And Long Flowing
Beards

Poet Arvind Krishna Mehrotra's
White and long flowing beards
Silvery white and dazzling
More beautiful than

His poems written,

The mind which marks

And captures momentarily.

What is unconventional and experimental
In him,

Poetry is poetry,

What is surreal,

What post-modernism talk we?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Arvind Krishna Mehrotra's White Flowing Beards Not
The Beards Of Tagore, But Those Of A Surreal And

Surrealism

Arvind Krishna Mehrotra's
Kaash bloom like

White flowing beards

Not of Tagore

Refreshing the memories of
Kadambari Devi,

But those of a surreal

And surrealism.

A lean and thin personality,

Old and ageing

With the white flowing beards

Those matching with Tagore,

But not a Tagore,

But Arvind, Arvind Krishna Mehrotra,
Going surreal,

Bearded for poetry.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Arvind, If Your Aap Activists And Friends Are Really
Interested In Sweeping...

Arvind, if your companions are really interested in
Cleaning and camping drives,
Sweeping the roads,

Helping the common man

From hazards and hurdles,

Let them be engaged in municipalities
Which want they volutary service

As for trekking it along

And I think

Your men can help them

Crawl out of the funds’ cruch.

Yea, they may go to clean and sweep
The platforms,

Train toilets and general lavatories
Which will really be a great job

To be ispensed with

But Arvind, a social worker is a social worker
Not a politician politicking

As you and your followers are doing,
What are you in reality,

O nautanki men,

Say you,

A theatre company men

Or the politicians as per your agenda?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Arvind, Your Political Agenda

Arvind, your political agenda

None but

I know you,

What your secret plans,

The upcoming strategy

Of yours

Which can guess about

From here,

Oh, your hidden agenda and plans
For coming to power!

But to say to you

If your cleaners and sweepers
Really want to do a job,

Serve the nation wholeheartedly,
Let them, let them

Be engaged by the municipalities
As for giving voluntary service
Where there is fund cruch

As well as the shortage of staff
As for the posts are vacant.

Arvind, the drainage system is creating
Health hazards

And is the thing of concern,

The sewage problem,

How to remove the mountainous vats
And city garbage heaps,

May seek your help in this regard,

As have heard

Your AAP members are interested in cleaning,
Giving the roadshow

With the broomstick

Donning white-white kurta and pyjamas?

I know it, know it, Kejriwal,
Your hidden agenda and politics,
Your strategy and plan

As for to be famous,
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Into the media limelight,
Coming into power.

Kejriwal, if you have to do politics do you
Directly,

Not indirectly

Under the banner of the common man syndrome,
From the common man of Indian politics
Switch over not to an uncommon man
And if one slaps you on teh way,

This is a also a media stunt

Or a gimmick

Of yours

To be famous

Or in the media limelight,

People discussing sitting in shops

How the common man has slapped him,
Arvind Kejriwal,

A leader of the Aam Admi Party

And he too said it not,

Just took the slap

As for to be an aam admi,

One of their representatives!

Oh, oh, your nautanki,
Arvind Kejriwal!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Dreamflower

As a dream flower,

Dream flower

Are you standing before me
And staring speechlessly,
viewing wide-eyed.

As a dream flower,

Dream flower,

Keep you swaying

And the mild breeze that blows

Carrying the sweetest waft and wisp of yours.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Man Think I Sometimes, What My Duty, What My
Responsibility?

As a man think I
What have I given to the world
And what have I got?

What have I to society,
What society to me
And what my responsibilty and duty?

As a man just think I about
Sometimes

What the world to me

And what have I to the world?

Can one's sympathy and affection be returned,
Can someone's loyalty,

Can all these?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Man, Can You, I Am Post-Colonial Or Colonial?

However construct or deconstruct
You,

I am the same man

From the same area

Moving with time,

Grew up in the colonies

To be post-colonial.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

784



As A Man, I Hate The Fanatic The Most

As a man, I like him not,
Whom call you a fanatic
Behaving fanatically,
Showing it be religious,
Holy and chaste,

But is not from his within,
An old and out-dated fellow,
0Odd and awkward.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Poet

As a poet, what have I got, what have I really
As mine is a painted grief, a painted life

And I have been viewing all that

Through my poetical eyes,

The coloured lens

And as for my vagaries,

Vacant mood and reflection

Call they me a poet otherwise am 1

And am I really?

Just for poetry’s sake

I am a poet

Otherwise would not have been,

Just for my painted grief and coloured reflection,
Seeing through the dark glasses;

A poet melancholic and fatalistic am I,
Marred by failure, frailty and loss;

A frustrated lover am I

And I loved too just for poetry’s sake,
A poet of beauty and broken heart,
Bandaging through rose-loving.

In the libraries lived I, dreamed I

Without getting highest degrees in library science not,
But book-keeping and maintenance,

As looked I after my father’s books,

My brother’s

And personal libraries of own,

The room grew smaller

And the books many

And what more do you want to hear from me?

A poet of the gipsy heart and gipsy living,

I went on loitering into the fields and fallows,
Hills and wilds,

Graveyards and crematoriums,

Roaming and composing,

Passing through in between solitary hills

And feeling the bewitching silence
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Away from human haunt and reflection;

A poet of broken heart and broken living,

Broken for poetry and philosophy

And accompanying poverty

And the resultant struggle and suffering thereafter.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Poet I Am But A Pessimist And Poetry My
Pessimism

As a poet I am but a pessimist
And poetry my pessimism,

As optimism lures me not,

But the darker side of life,

A poet of bleak hope

And devastated human destiny
And its predicament,

A poet of frailty and failure
And fatalism,

But not at all superstitious.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Poet I Am But...

As a poet I am but of

The Dark Daughter, A Singer of Heart,
The Unknown Citizen,

Devadasi, Patita, Yama,
Asthi-kalasha, Pinda-Dana,

Nataraja Shiva, Hari Om,

Kalpurusha, Bamiyan Buddhas.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Poet I'm Brahminical And Anti-Brahminical Too

As a poet I am Brahminical and anti-Brahminical too at the same time
As because humanism is more important to me than Brahminism

And I cannot uphold the Brahminical tenets only,

The conservative and foolish Brahmnins I have always hated them.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As A Small Man

As a small man want I to live in here,
Where to go
Becoming great?

My poems too

I want to forget them
As they have destroyed
Naturally.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 791



As A Writer, What To Narrate It?

As a writer started I my journey long back in the eighties
And since then have been writing,

Devoting near about ten to twelve hours to studies daily
But none supported me

In my onward journey.

My father wanted to see me posted in the administrative service
But chose I differently,

Struggled, suffered and sacrificed

And life taught me

In full destitute instead of being well-to-do.

I published my first collection of poems, The Ferryman (Songs of Soul)
From which the excerpts appeared in Debonair magazine, Bombay
With the comments of Adil Jussawalla

And after that fell seriously ill

And there had been a little hope of survival.

Again, something saved me and the struggle continued in
And while moving to the university after my M.A. in English
As for my Ph.D. on nce,

The bus I was travelling turned turtle

And I came out of the window thanking God

As just it took a curve on the sideway mud

And turned over.

Again, did I my M.A. in History and .

Without being given a part-time teaching job,

Neither in a college nor in a school,

The customers used to take the milk from our dairy farm
And used to pay not properly,

The servants too had been bad.

I used to milk the buffaloes and cows from VII upto my Ph.D.
With my hand,

Forty litres a day

And used to look after

But father had not been so worldly

And at that time the salary too had been low.
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We had the farmlands seventy kms. away from the service place of my father
But the production never did it come to regularly,

As we had been so humble and submissive,

From the tillers and farmers

Given on contract

And they showing reasons for the deficit always,

As for scanty rains, poor harvest and theft.

Even then doing household works and ill-paid tuitions,
I supported and promoted many a journal poet

After subscribing to little journals

But forgot they,

Moving ahead,

Left me behind

And I too cared not for name and fame.

Many of my poems saw not the light of the day
And the rats gnawed them,

The white ants ate into,

Snakes sat into,

The scorpions came out from sometimes.

If this be the thing, how to call myself a poet,
How to write poetry,

How to think of survival as a poet,

How to save the old books of father?

Many in the house ask it,
How long will you go reading,
Why no to sell the old sheets of paper to the hawkers,

Why to keep the rooms stocked with?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As An Aryan Settler Saw I The Native Taking To Hedia
& Pocche By The Raw Roadside In The Santhal
Parganas

As an Aryan settler saw I from a distance

The aboriginal natives

Taking Hedia and Pocche,

Sour and stale palm juice and rotten rice beer
At the local ale-shop

By the roadside or into the bushes,

The piyyakads taking to full

With soaked and fried grams

And speaking in drunken capers,

Drinking and going.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As For Black Money, Let You Not The White-Moneyed
People Harrassed And Heckled

As for black money,
Harass and heckle you
Not the white-moneyed.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As I Sat Alone By Blue Ontario's Shore By Whitman (A
Poetical Summary)

As I Sat Alone By Blue Ontario's Shore
Is a poem of Ontario
And its blue shores

And skies

Under whose canopy
Lies he dreaming,
Taking visionary glides
Floating and floating
And gliding far,

Slipping into

Nostalgia, homesickness
He has for America

And its Americanness,
Plucking a leaf of grass,
Green grass,

Piping and singing,
Singing the song

Of American democracy.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As If It Were Buddha In Meditation

The morning time breaking into lotus petals
With the Buddha seated in a meditation
And the sunbeam flashing upon.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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As Such Was The Beauty, The Mystery Of The Forest
Tract That I Was Beholden To, Seeing And Passing By
To Cross Over To

It was the evening,

The evening

And I was,

Was

Passing by,

Passing by,

Crossing over to,
Crossing over the forest,
The forest tract.

There was silence all around,
All around the place

Scenic and landscapic

With the trees,

Trees

And wild greenery

Running amok,

Mesmerizing it all

And,

And I was,

Going,

Going it all alone,
Covering the distance,
Distance,

Crossing,

Crossing over the stretch,
Stretch of plot.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asians Will Disrupt American Culture

The Asians will disrupt

American culture,

I am sure of it,

The rogue Asians and Arabs,

The ethnic and religious minorities,
The racial people

Will bring doom

To Americanism and Americanness.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asiatic Lion

Asiatic lion,

Indian lion,

The bulky-bodied
Sturdy beast,

Robust and hurly-burly
With the hairs hanging
From the neck,
Growling

And glowing-eyed
Straightened into
Ferocious and furious,
Bloody and heinous.

How the face,

How the imagery,

How the picture,

It resting, resting beneath,
The lion,

Lion big and burly,

Sturdy and mighty

Ready to attack

And drag!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asks , Freedom, What Is Freedom, Who A Freeman?

Asks in a radio-talk,

What is freedom,

Who a freeman

And about the types of slavery,

Natural slavery and man-made slavery?

Are we free really?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asthi-Kalasha

Asthi-kalasha-
The asthi-kalasha hanging by
Is of my mother.

A day before had been she,
But today is she not,
Dead and gone by.

Just a handful of ashes,
Bones and body burnt to ashes,
The remains lie collected in.

A small earthen pitcher-like urn,
Containing in her earthly and bodily remains,
Of the mother gone by.

Opening the door at midnight,
Under the starry skies

And the twinkles above,

I see the kalasha hanging by.

But the mother is not,

She has already passed away, departed for,
But her bodily remains

Lie in hanging by.

The navel which kept burning
Like an earthen lamp
And burnt it not

Lies therein.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asthi-Kalasha (A Poem)

One midnight

When I opened the door
Found I not my mother
But her asthi-kalasha.

The asthi-kalasha of my mother,
One midnight
When I opened the door.

I did not, did not find her,
But the kalasha
Hanging by the pole.

Spell-bound, spell-bound
And speechless

Stood I by

Seeing the urn.

The earthen pitcher-like small urn
Of my mother
Containing in the ashes.

The earthen pitcher-like small urn
Of my mother
Containing in the ashes.

One midnight

When I opened the door,
Found I not her,

But her ashes in a container.

Mother, mother,
Mother, my mother reverberated it
Within, but she was not, not.

When I opened the door,
When I,
Saw her not,

But her bodily remains in a container.
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In the kalasha,

Asthi-kalasha

To be immersed in the Ganga,
The holy waters of it.

The kalasha,

The asthi-kalasha of my mother,
Mother,

Saw I speechlessly.

After being wordless

And spell-bound and awe-struck,
The kalasha, asthi-kalasha
Hanging by the bamboo pole.
Day before had been alive,

But day after she is not,

Dead and gone by,

Mother, my mother.

Mother, my mother
Lying dead and lifeless
And burnt I
Consigning to flames.

Tearfully saw I,
Saw I mother
Burning on the pyre.

Returning to,

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
My mother into the five elements,
Pancha-tattwa.

Earth to earth,
Water to water,
Fire to fire,
Wind to wind,
Spirit to spirit.

Mother, my mother
Vanished she into the panchatattwa,
The Five Elements.
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Collecting a handful of ashes,
The bodily ashes
Put it in an earthen container.

The kalasha,

Asthi-kalasha of my mother,
Mother of everybody

Kept it hanging.

And as thus, as thus lost I
My mother, mother
Whom I had been close to.

Ma, ma, ma,
Mother, mother,
O mother, my mother!

Now after her death find I not
Anybody so nearer to me,
Consolatory.

Making me understand,
You should not so this, that,
O my son!

Forlorn stand I, stand I on
The banks of life
Waiting to sail the boat someday.

Motherlessly view I the world
And still remember I my mamma
Bereft of her love and affection.

Mother's love, mother's love
None can return it
And this understand I losing her.

Asthi-kalasha,

Whose asthi-kalasha is this,
Whose?
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It is of my mother, my mother,
My dead and gone by mother,
Devastated stand I, sir!

Mother, my mother,
Mother, my mother!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asthi-Kalasha (A Series Of Poems)

Asthi-kalasha,
Whose asthi-kalasha is this,
Whose asthi-kalasha?

It is, it is the asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha
Of my mother, my mother.

Whose, whose asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha,
Whose, whose?

Of my mother, mother,
Of my mother,
Mother?

A small earthen urn,
urn,
Hanging, hanging by the pole.

A small, small kalasha,
Pitcher
Hanging, hanging by the bamboo pole.

A small pitcher, small pitcher
Containing,
Containing the ashes.

Ashes, ashes of my dead,
Dead mother,
Mother.

A soul left, left forlorn,
Forlorn and bereaved,
Deceased and bereft.

A soul, soul

Bereaved and wandering,
Wandering and wailing with the wind.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 807



Asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha,
The asthi-kalasha of my mother, mother!

Whose, whose asthi-kalasha,
Kalasha
Is this?

It is, it is of my mother,
Mother,
Mother!

My mother,
My mother,
Mother, my mother!

Asthi-kalasha,
The asthi-kalasha of my mother,
My mother dead and left for!

The asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha of mother,
My mother!

Hanging,
Hanging by the bamboo pole,
Bamboo pole.

By the bamboo pole,
An asthi-kalasha,
An urn containing ashes.

An asthi-kalasha,
Kalasha, kalasha

Full of bone contents.
A kalasha, kalasha,
Full of ashes,

Ashes, bodily ashes.

Asthi-kalasha, asthi-kalasha,
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Full of ashes,
Ashes, bodily ashes.

The body which it matters it not,
The soul which leaves it finally
When the body of flesh and bones goes frail and weak.

The body, body which it is not my own,
The soul, soul which but it transmigrates,
Migrates and it not own.

The body, body which it is not my own,
The body which, which it dies,
Is not ours, ours.

The soul, soul too not own,
Own, but of other domains
Mystical and unknown.

As opened I the door,
The door of my house,
House.

Found I,
Found I the kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha of my mother.

Mother
Hanging,
Hanging by the bamboo pole.

As I opened,
Opened the door of my house,
House one night.

As, as I
One night,
One night.

One lonely,

Lonely and deserted night,
One deep and dark night.
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When,
When the world was sleeping,
Sleeping.

The wide-wide world
Stood it lonely and silent,
Manless and deserted.

As, as I,
I one night,
As, as and when.

Opened I the door,
The door of the house,
Found, found I the asthi-kalasha.

The asthi-kalasha
Hanging,
Hanging by the pole.

The asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha,
Hanging, hanging by.

Mother,
Mother was not,
But her, her kalasha.

Kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha
Hanging, hanging by the pole.

The asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha

Lay it hanging.
Hanging by

The door,
Door.

When,
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When
Opened I, opened I the door.

Of my house,
My house
One midnight.

Midnight
Dark and lonely,
Dark and lonely.

Found I,
Found I
The kalasha.

The kalasha,
The asthi-kalasha
Of my mother deceased.

With the navel,
Navel
Put into.

The navel,
Navel which burnt it,
Burnt it.

Like a diya,
A diya
Glowing with the oil wick.

Lit and lighting,
Lighting
The ways.

A lamp,
A lamp burning,
Burning dimly.

Flickering,

Flickering and flaring
And flaming.
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The diya,
The earthen diya
Lighting and lighting.

Under the stars
Twinkling,
Twinkling without answers.

The asthi-kalasha,
Asthi-kalasha
Of my mother, mother.

Dead, dead and gone,
Gone, gone and left for,
Left for the heavenly abode.

Burnt she on the funeral pyre,
Going into flames,
Flames feeding upon.

Flames, flames,
Fire flames singing,
Singing it the body to ashes.

When the body burnt it to ashes
Reduced it to coal,
Coal and ashes.

The body burnt it completely,
The body
With nothing there as a relic.

But the navel,

The navel kept it burning,
Burning for some time.
Which the cremators,
Cremators

Collected, collected the fire fragment.

To be put,
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Put into a small pitcher
Just for namesake.

With the mud
Wrapped, wrapped over the kalasha,
The kalasha earthen and symbolic.

As,
As and when
Opened I, opened I the door.

The door,
The door of my house
Found, found I kalasha hanging.

Hanging, hanging by the pole
Near the door,
The door.

The kalasha,
The kalasha,

The asthi-kalasha of my dead mother.

Mother is not,
But her remains
Contained in the pot.

Which but,
Which but saw I speechlessly,
Dumb-founded and solemnly.

The asthi-kalasha,
The asthi-kalasha hanging,
Hanging by the pole.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asthi-Kalasha (Ii)

Asthi-kalasha,

With the asthi-kalasha in hands
The spirit going to do pinda-dana,
The bereaved soul on a pilgrimage
To immerse the kalasha, the urn
Containing bhashma

Into the holy waters,

Just a handful of

Bodily ashes,

Of bones and flesh

To be immersed in.

Asthi-kalasha,

I saw the asthi-kalasha of my father
Hanging by the peepul tree
Just by the banks of the river
Where stood it the hamlet
Wher I was born,

Under the sparkles and twinkles
Of the stars

Burnt I one day,

Asking the gods to help,

But came they not.

Again saw I mother dying before,
Prana coming out,

Life wailing for survival,

Whom burnt I in the garden,
Saw her turning ashes and coals,
The same mother who reared me,
Made me grow affectionately
And the situation was as thus,
The asthi-kalasha hung it

By the bamboo pole,

But mother was not one night.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Asthi-Kalasha And Pinda-Dana

The body burnt to ashes and coals

And it remained not anything else to be
Said own,

Everything but went off,

Turned into

Just the asthi-kalasha lay it hanging
By the peepul tree

On the river-bank

With the navel and the ashes

To be immersed into the holy waters

And thereafter started the process of pinda-dana,

As for the shantih of the bereaved soul,

The spirit flown off,

The maya’s body still breaking,

Memories and reminiscences making them break down

To feel what it remained, lay
As the remnant,

A memoir and a memento to be
Of the dead and gone away,
The traveller from the distant.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Astitvavad/ Existentialism

Astitvavad,
Aami je ke,
Kothai theke,
Kothai je jabo?

Existentialism,
Who am 1,
Where from,

Where else to go?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Khajuraho

The frescoes, sculptures and figurines
In love and relationship,

I could not avert the gaze

From seeing,

Sometimes saw them voluptuously,
Sometimes felt ashamed of

In gazing at,

The terracotta work,

The art-pieces in stone

On the outer walls decorating

Or inside the temples

Designing artistically.

Though erotic

It connotated, denoted something
Of Indian philosophy,

Dharma, artha, kama, moksha,
Worldliness and spirituality to deliverance,
Something must be reined in,
Sex should be controlled

If one wants to attain

The heights of sadhna,

But many understand it not

The presentation,

Vatsyayna’s Kamsuttras

In decoration.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Park Sreet, Calcutta Met I Miss Burkhawalli

A Muslim maiden

So beautiful and charming

And lovely,

So young and promising

In her burkha,

I could not see her,

But when peeped I inside

The window

Saw I a heart full of so much love
Taking me to Uzbekistan, Kazakhstan,
Azerbaijan, Chechnya.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Airport

At the airport

Saw I the girls

Alighting from

And going with bag and baggage
The foreigner

Girls,

Blondes and belles,

Not of here,

But outlandish,

European and White,

Occidental beauties

With extraordinary beauty and charm
Glazing and glistening

And glowing down,

Oh, those beauties,

Heroine-like,

White and European,

Golden brown and glistening,
Frank, mod and beautiful

And stylish,

All those girls,

Foreigner girls

From Romania, Bulgaria,

Serbia, Sweden, Poland, Hungary,
Germany, Italy, Denmark,
France, Argentina, Brazil,
Ukraine, Azerbaijan, Kazakhstan,
Russia, Bavaria, Armenia,

Just like the petunias, celosias,
Salvias, dahlias

From foreign.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Airport I Kissed Her, She Kissed Me

At the airport
I kissed her,
She kissed me.

0O, my heart went away
With the foreign flower,

The girl from foreign!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Airport Viewing The Air Hostesses

It was a beauty,

Beauty

To see the air hostesses

From India and foreign,

Ladkis deshi and videshi

Failing heroines

And designers,

Oh, models

Superb,

Exquisitely beautiful,

From China, Japan, Korea,

Hong Kong, Singapore, Malaysia,
Thailand, Indonesia, Burma,
Mongolia, Nepal, Bhutan,
France, Germany, Italy, Denmark,
Spain, Norway,

Serbia, Croatia, Bosnia,
Argentina, Mexico, Canada,
Pakistan, Iran, Iraq,

Uzbekistan, Kazakhstan, Siberia,
Ukraine, Armenia!
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At The Airport When I Saw You Forgot I Myself

At the airport

When

Saw I

You,

Forgot

I myself,

My nationality,

My self,

My visa and passport
As struggled

I

With the image

Of the foreigner girl
And together with her,
Went I

To foreign.
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At The Airport, The Foreigners I Saw

At the airport, I saw the foreigners
With the bag and baggage,

The luggage,

Getting down, coming and going,
Doing hi-hello,

Waving at and smiling and going.

They came and went away,
But the beauties I saw, I could not forget them,
The foreigners getting down, waving and smiling

And going away far from.

See me but with love,
Forget me not, O foreigner girl!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Crossroad Of Life

At the crossroad of life
Think I where to go to,
Where the path to lead to?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Dashshwamedha Ghat Observing The Ganga
Aarti, The nate

Modi, the Prime Minister designate
Before taking the reins from
Observing the Ganga Aarti
Amid the blowing of conches,
Obeisance to the deity

Or to the mother Ganga

And the showing of diyas
Burning,

Struggling with darkness,
Telling human habitation

And living,

The house not a haunted house.

The eve prayer is it

Which it is performed in every home
With the showing of light

And the prayer

And the blowing of conches

In every traditional village home,
But the ghats of Benares famous for,
Centuries old,

Muted in with the coming and going of man
And from the gahts of Benares,

The Ganga can seen flowing

During the serene nightly calm.

After the burning of the diyas,
Blowing of the conches

And the recital of mantras,

The minutes with the sacrosanct,
When the ritual nearing the end,
The jalabhisekh is done,

Offering of Ganga water

With other items

On the gold-plated lingam,

Modi piously making an obeisance,
Praying to and looking up to
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In utter thankfulness,
Ganga Maiya and Lord Vishwanath.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Fair Met I

At the fair met I

The maid

But when departing
Forgot to ask her name?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The Fair-Ground

At the fair ground I met, the drama girl, the theatre artiste,
You looking beautiful,

The face powdered and creamed,

Wearing the glazy dresses,

I saw you

With your alighting from the train bogey

And moving to the open field

On a bullock-cart,

With tents and poles and tarpaulin sheets,

Camps and bivouacs.

The barren stretch of land turned into a scenery
With your coming,

Your speeches and dialogues,

Your sweet words and sayings,

The drama girl, the drama girl,

The theatre girl,

The artiste exclaimed they,

But in the inward of yours

Beat it as a human being,

Feeling homesickness and nostalgic sometimes.

As the theatre artiste held you the stage,
Public threw the coins and notes,

You danced, sang and enacted

As the opera queen,

Reigning princess,

But the heart of hearts

People could not know it

That you were too a woman,

You were too an artiste,

A poor soul,

A poor heart which beat it for your own men.

But such a day came too when the field turned empty,
They packing the things for the journey home

Or some other place,

The fair spots

And the same bullock-cart scenery taking them away,
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A caravan of the theatre men,
Going on carts or moving on foot
To board the train

Or to go by van.

O
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At The Fairground Of Life

At the fair met I,
But could not ask her name.

Do the people meet and depart from
Unsaid, untold?

I met her, but where did she
Mmove away out of sight?

Before I could say, love you,
She parted away with.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At The First Glance Of Your Cursory Eyes

At the first,

First glimpse of your face
And cursory eyes
With which saw you,
I fell,

Fell into love,

The love of yours,
Going dragged to,
Getting pulled,

At the first,

First glance of yours.

Say, do you love me,
Love me?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Victoria Memorial, Calcutta

I saw a loving a robot,
A robot kissing a robot
Mechanically and technically
In the crowd,

Crowd of life,

Taking time out of
Lifted out of

Their busy schedule

In the little space for,
Saw I

Life pulsating in,
Gasping for

In that congestion
Leading to the park.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At What Fold Of Life?

Where have I come to

And from here see I my life,
What was I,

How had it been my life?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Your First Glance

At your first glance,
Have I fallen in love
At your first glance.

Ask me not,
How is it possible?

It is possible,

It is possible, madam,
Everything can happen it here
In love.

I saw you, you saw me
And love was born,

Did you understand?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Your First Glance (Haiku)

At your first glance,
Have I fallen in love
With you.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Your First Glance- Ii

At your first glance,

Have I fallen in love with,
You ask me not,

How much do I love you?

I love you, I love you,

you ask me not,

How much do you love me?
I love you, I love you

Since the day I have seen,

Seen you.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Your First Sight

At the first sight of yours,
I fell in love with you.

At your first I fell in love with you
And your beauty bowled me over.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 837



At Your First Sight (Haiku)

At our first sight
Blushed you,
A shy and coy mistress.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Your First Sight (Ii)

At your first sight
Have I fallen
In love.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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At Your First Sight (Iii)

At your first glance,
Yea, at your first glance,
Since,

Since the day i saw you,
I fell in love with you,

Is it,

Is it love at first sight
Or you as my first love,
My first love?

I saw you,

Saw you and fell in love,

A girl never seen before,

A beauty so rarer,

A lass so beautiful,

A girl never admired before.

You are the girl,

You are the girl I admire you,

You are the girl I love you so much,
You just say it to me,

Say it to me,

I love you, love you

So much.

I love you, love you,

Said she,

The mistress,

How many,

How many times to say to you,

I love you, love you,

I love you, love you so much,

But may I request you,

You leave me, leave me not please
After loving me?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atal Bihari Vajpayee

Atal Bihari Vajpayee

As the first non-Congress P.M.,
A statesman,

An orator,

A diplomat,

A nationalist,

A patriot,

A humanist.
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Atheism & Blasphemy/ There Is A Pleasure In Abusing
God

There is a pleasure in abusing God
And those who have not know it not,
Can feel it not

What pleasure lies it therein

In abusing God.

Living in a godless world and feeling pains
In life, sorrows untold,

One can.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atman

Atman the Soul,
The Soul
Dwelling within the heart.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atman (Haiku)

Atman,
What is atman,
The self?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atman And Parmatman (Haiku)

Atman and Parmatman,
What the relationship
Between the two?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atman And Parmatman Interrelationship (Haiku)

Atman is
But a part of Parmatman,
The Over Soul, Greater self.

Bijay Kant Dubey

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

846



Atman, The Soul (Haiku)

Atman,
The Soul is a part
Of Prmatman, the Greater Soul.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atms Cashless, Rupeeless,

ATMs cashless, moneyless,
Rupeeless,

Running short, gone dry,
Notes not available,

The older notes devalued,
Scrapped off,

People returning home moneylessly
From the kiosks

And thinking going home,
When will money come to,
When will the new notes,
Will be printed and bundled
To be sent to?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Atop The Gidni Hills, Dumka

Atop the Gidni hills, Dumka,

I used to see

The unwanted guests sitting on,
Looking beneath,

Perched on the cliffs

Or chunks of rocks

And ruminating,

The vultures,

The big-big vultures,
Sometimes labouring on a carcass
Into the fields

Like a taxidermist,

But I see them no more.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Attipate Krishnaswami Ramakrishnan

Was he a Kannadiga
Born in Mysore

Or a Tamil,

Who was he,

Say,

Say you?

Who his father

A Tamilian

In Mysore
Mathematical
And astronomical
Khagilshastri
Or...?

Who his mother,

The wife of

An Iyengar Brahmin,

A Tamil or a Kannadiga
Speaking which language?

Whatever be that, he knew it well
Kannada, Tamil, Telugu,

English and Sanskrit,

A South Indian polyglot he
Settled in America.

An expatriate academic

Used to teach

In the department of

South Asian languages

Interpreting Indian thought and culture.

Having grown up

In an orthodox Brahmin family
Astrological and astronomical,
He fell short of

Turning into a magic man.
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And it added to his poetry,
The so many rituals and rites
Mind-boggling and confronting
Coming in between
Convention and modernity.

Surely would have laughed at

The Brahminical excesses,

Letting them believe,

But he taking to jocularly,

If god is everywhere, where to live it,
Step on?

Attipate was a folklorist,
But we do not know it
Whether a folk dancer,
Singer, musician

Or painter?

Ramanujan was but a joke man
Poking fun at,

A laugh man

Laughing to burst the balloon,
Humoring and polishing,
Polishing and putting ironically.

Double speak had been his job,
To say it doubly

With dual meanings,

A poker and a blazer was he

In his poetic statement.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Auden

Auden the master artist

How to salute you, the master craftsman,
Experimenter in verse, the modern poet
Consummate artist and technical craftsman
Catching the rhythm of speech, the rhythm of life,
The city heartthrob and life space,

The pace and stride of movement,

Steps taken fast, hurried and swift,

A life technical and mechanical

Telling of heartbeat and pulsation

In factories and malls,

Artificial, coloured, dyed and browned!

But the age one of dismay and bewilderment,
Despair, dejection and despondence

Of darkness and bleak hope,

Human anxiety and bewilderment

And angst maligning the self

And marauding it

With the rootlessness of tradition

Darkening the space over

The waste land and the aftermath of it

And he rag picking, dovetailing images,

The shattered dreams of ruffled man in fatigues.

Images conjuring upon the mind's eye,

The images upon the mind's plane,

Leaves out of modern life and living,

Human predicament and man-made disasters,
Drawing and deriving from shattered dreams
As for to rebuild and re-construct images,
Images of life ever new,

Decoding and coding the language

In a masterly art of technical virtuosity,
Catching the rhythms of speech,

The nuances of language

Auden the master craftsman of verse.
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Aurangzeb, Were You A Fanatic,

Aurangzeb, were you a fanatic,
Say you,
If a fanatic or not?

Had Dara Shikoh been the king,
It would have been better,

But you seized upon to rule and reign over.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Aurangzeb, Why Did You Sow The Seed Of Animosity?
Why Had You Been So Orthodox?

Aurangzeb,

Why did you sow

The seed of animosity,

Hatred and vengeance?
Couldn't you understand

The sentiment of the populace?

Was religious bigotry

Your blindness,

Had you been as such,

You lived in India

And understood you not

Its people and their culture,
Thought, philosophy and living?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Aurangzeb, Why Did You Sow The Seeds Of Hatred,
Misanthropy And Communal Disharmony?

Aurangzeb, may I,

Many I Aurangzeb,

Why,

Why did you

Sow the seeds

Of hatred, misanthropy and communal disharmony
After toppling many temples,

Breaking them

And throwing the debris

On the steps?

May I, may I know it, Aurangzeb,
Don't keep silent,

Answer you, answer you, Aurangzeb,
You came from other lands,

I mean your forefathers,

But they couldn't,

Couldn't take the populace

In their favour,

The people they ruled over

As kings,

I mean the foreigners taking the reins from
After looting and plundering,

Wasn't, wasn't it your medievalism,
Orthodoxy and conservatism,

Bigotry and dogmatism?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Aurobindo, In Your Love For Mira Alfassa

Aurobindo, in your love for Mira Alfassa,
Forget you not

You Mrinalinidevi,

Your Mrinalinidevi.

Have you ever tried to know

The heart of your Mrinalinidevi,

If had not to live with,

Why did you marry her

To be a saint is not to not desert her,
Leave her alone?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Aurobindo's Savitri

Aurobindo's Saivitri is a delving

Into Upanishadism, Vedism,

An epic of the Vedanto-Upanishadic structure
Where the discourse of Yama is,

Where Savitri is under the banyan tree,

Ding the mrityunjaya-japa,

The recitation of death-conquering mantra,
But can death be?
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Aurobindo's Yoga

Yoga,

Yoga means light,
Light of soul,

Self

And spirit.

Yoga,

Yoga means transcendence,
Transforming,
Metamorphosed

And changed.

Yoga,

Yoga means meditation,
Contemplation,
Thought and idea

And reflection.

Not so much of
The bahkti-yoga,
But the gnan-yoga

Taking the canvas.
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Aurobind's Two Poems, Revelation Anxd
Transformation

If Revelation is about sadhna,

The undergoing process of it

Transformation is all about a transformed man
Illumined and spiritual,

If Revelation is about Nature

Shelleyian as swift, tameless and proud

In the context of the wild west wind

And the frightening and shadowy figures
Testing the sadhna of the practising sadhaka
Who but carry the commands of God

As is in Milton's On His Blindness.

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Autobiography

I do know if one can write one’s autobiography so truthfully
Without concealing facts,

It is not so easy to tell the truth,

As when it is presented, the facts are suppressed

And curtailed, O

Cut short, censured and put before,

As one presents just the good things,

Not the bad things,

The errors are omitted.

An autobiographer is a liar, who keeps lying about,
His life story,

As it is very difficult to be true to one’s life,

Art and fiction,

The things may be artistically,

But not the hidden facts of life,

Can an old lover spot the past beloved,

Who has still a family to deal with?

Personal life and the story of relationship as often belied
Which an autobiographer cannot be true to,

He will not have the guts to reveal them,

The closed file of his life and relationship,

In an autobiography, something is hidden

And something is said about.

Only the autobiography of a famous man sells it,
The world loves to read it

Otherwise the things are not so

As we take them for,

Wish to get from the leaves of the book of life
Written as a subjective anecdote.

My life what will you know about,
The ups and downs of it,

The troubles and tribulations,

My toil, tears and sweating

As for to travel a long way in life,
As for to make a distinction.
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Autumn

Autumn came it

With the kash grassy blooms
Dancing in the wind,

The dew drops dripping

Late into the night,

The cchatims tree blossoms
Hanging in clusters

And with them Durga Devi
Coming.

The kash blooms

Atop the tall standing grasses

By the marshy plots

Of the river banks

Just like the white beards

Of the old men

Or the beards of the old Santa Claus.

The blossoms in clusters

Of the old cchatim trees
Fragrancing the eves

Scented with

So heavily, strongly,
Enchanting the days

With the whiffs carrying us way.

And in the midst of all this,
The onset of

Devi coming

On a boat or on horse back
With the eyes cursory

And dark black

And historically mythical.
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Awake, Awake & Arise You,

Awake, awake and arise you,
Bhagabati,

Awake, awake and arise You,
Bhagabati,

Devi Durga,

Ten armed goddess

With the eyes radiant and shiny,
Awake, awake and arise You,
Bhagabati!

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Awake, Awake You, Bhagavati! Awake, Awake And
Arise You, Goddess!

Awake, awake and arise You,
Bhagabati,

Bhagabati,

Awake, awake and arise You,
Bhagabati

Representing Valour, chivalry
Of the gods,

Appearing as the Battle-queen,
Annihilating satanic forces
Representing ego, pride, tyranny,
Sin, vice!

Awake, awake You, the Creational Force,
Awake, awake and arise You

Bhagabati,

The Eternal She,

Kalratri,Maharatri, Moharatri,
Mahashakti, Mahamaya, Maheshwari,
Yogamaya, Trinetri, Mahadevi!
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Away From Brahminism, To Vikramshila And Nalanda

Away, far away from the Brahmins and Brahminism
To Vikramshila, Nalanda

Want I to go, go

Away, away from

To get rid of the excesses

Misleading to unnecessary rituals

And make-believe superstitions

Whose base not in logic.
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Away From The Cityscape To A World Of Nature

Where the birds sing, dance, hop and play
Where it blows the fresh wind

Where the rivulet murmurs by

Where the arcades of trees shadow the region
Where landscapes secluded and lonely delight by
Into a world free from din and bustle,

Dull and drab city life,

Urban space and area

Into that orchard plot want I to sit and opine
In confidence,

What man has,

What Nature has?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Away From Your World

Away from the world of yours
I am going,

Going away

From the world of yours,

A world distraught

And raked by.
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Baba, What Sort Of Shisya Had Ravi Shankar Been?
(Teacher's Day)

Baba,

Allauddun Khan

Of Maihar gharana,

What sort of,

Sort of disciple

Had it been

You Ravi Shankar

That married he your bitia,
Annapurna Devi

And left her,

Making her sacrifice her talent
In surbahar, bass sitar?

Baba,

Baba Allauddin Khan,
Say, say you, O Baba,
Of Maihar gharana,
What,

What sort of disciple
Was he

Ravi Shankar?
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Babaji, Babaji, Who Is This Ladki In Your Ashrama?

Babaji, Babaji, who is this ladki in your ashrama,
Nameless, untold about,

Who the shisya,

The disciple

And you taking in ganja,

Smoking in,

Piping in

In your company?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Background, Casually By Nissim Ezekiel

Background, Casually not,
Ironically,

Lightly and humorously,

In a funny and amusing way
Telling of,

Introducing himself

As does a convent boy

Or a hosteller,

A boarding fellow.

His Jewish background, Bene Israel identity,
Oil-pressing ancestral profession,
School-life and college-education,

Sojourn in England,

Love with an English girl,

Departure for India,

Marriage

And his sense of belonging,

A poet of Bombay

Writing about Bombay.

All but indirectly,

Adopting the ironic mode of reflection,
Spicing and salting the stuffs,

Taking a fillip

All but humorously,

His settling, joining,

Striking of roots,

Nativity and connection,

Aggravating Indianness.

Before he goes, passes out,

He has commitments to accomplish
And serve

Personal, national and societal
Which but he cannot ignore them
A place where he was born,

Grew up as a man,

Got educated
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So how to distance oneself
From it?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Bactrian Camel

The Bactrian camel
Double-humped

Taking me back to
Central Asia

And beyond,

The face strange-looking,
Horse-like,

Buffalo-like.
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Bade Miyan, Cchote Miyan Aur Bukhawalli

Bae miyan, Cchote miyan aur Burkhawalli
Ki kahani kahata hun,

Bade Miyan bade andaz mein,

Cchote Miyan cchote nadaz mein

Aur Burkhawalli teer-nayan she

Bag and baggage jaate huye,

El quawalli ki peshkash ke liye,

Bade Miyan bade andaz mein,

Cchote Miyan cchote andaz mein

Ek quawalli ke liye jaate huye.
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Badi Mon Karecche Jhumar Shunek (Angika) /(Want
To Hear Jhumur Songs)

Badi mon karecche
Jhumar shunek,

Jhumar gaan

Aar sangei-sangei naach
Lok sangeet

Aar swar ke saath.

Want to hear

The jhumar,

Jhumar songs
Combined with dances
Played with folk music
And tuning.
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Badmash

The bad boy

Will remain a bad boy,
Bad,

Very bad

Cannot be made good.

Naughty
Naughty,

Cannot correct himself.
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Badru Mian Going With His Three Begums

Badru Mian going

With his two to three bibis,
I mean veiled begums
And still he is after,
Hankering after.
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Bahut Jajbati Ho Gaya Hun, Maaf Karenge (Have
Become Too Much Emotional, Sentimental)

Mein tumhare karib

Dil ki dhadkan shun raha,

Kya kah raha jamana dekh ke,
Pyar ka afshana jo likh raha mein,
Ei ladki, pyar karegi?

I am near you

Hearing the heartbeat,

What is the world saying after seeing,

Am that writing the repentant memories of lost love,
O girl, will you love?
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Baisakh, Baisakh, The Blazing Heat Of Baisakh,

Burning It All

Baisakh,

Baisakh, the blazing earth of it,
Burning and parching,

When there heat soars

And it singes it all,

Fire flames seem to be falling,
Scattering over

In Baisakh.

No respite from the hot month

Of the blazing sun,

Parching earth,

Dry and hot winds blowing

And the weather humid,

The scorching and sweltering heat
Baffling all.
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Bakhtiyar Khilji That You Vikramshila University! How
Uneducated And Uncivilized Had You Been!

How uneducated and illiterate,
Uncivilized and uncultured
Had you been

That

Destroyed you

A university,

How uneducated and illiterate,
Uncultured and uncivilized
That

You a university?

Uncouth and shoddy
Bakhtiyar

That

You Vikramshila,
Vikramshila University,
The ancient citadel
Of learning

Drawing students
From far

If you had not been
Educated enough
To take into?
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Bakhtiyar Khilji, You Devastated And Destroyed
Nalanda

How satanic had you been,

How idiotic and stupid

That destroyed you Nalanda

Where your sons and daughters could have read
And seen light,

You yourself read you not

Nor let your kids read,

Get the light,

Had you nothing with you to carry along
From Turkey

As a legacy and heritage

And carried you nothing, Bakhtiyar,

As had you not,

People would, have remembered you
Had you treated otherwise, [

But the fanatical ones may take your name,
But never the educated ones,

Bakhtiyar,

How satanic had you been,

How demoniac and devilish,

A bigot had you been,

A zealot

And nothing more,

An invader, a foreigner,

A nomadic tribesman?
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Bakhtiyar, Your Horses Those Of A Nomadic Invader,
A Barbarian

Bakhtiyar, your horses

Human not, animals,

Galloping with

To loot, plunder, invade

Just as the goons do it,

Criminals do the crime,

The convicts put behind the bars!

Bakhtiyar, were your parents
Not educated,

Cultured and civilized

That destroyed you
Vikramshila,

Devastated and demolished it,
Bakhtiyar, criminally!

Had the people been united,
They would have driven you out,
Had the people been,

An invader you,

A zealot, a bigot

Religiously blind!

Mark it, Bakhtiyar,

Religion is fanaticism,
Blindness,

To be bigoted to one's faith,
Religion is not

Loot and plunder

Of monasteries!

Destroying Vikramshila,
How have you turned
Into a criminal,

A villain

Uncouth and clumsy

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 882



And shabby,
Bakhtiyar!
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Bakhtiyarer Ghoda, Bakhtiyar, Your Horses

Bakhtiyar, your horses

Could have done nothing

Had the people of Hindustan
Been Hindus been united,

Had the people been,

They would have taught a lesson
To you

And your fanaticism!

How barbaric and brutal and bloody
Had you been,

Just think you

That destroyed you

An ancient monastery,

A seat of learning,

How uneducated and illiterate

Had you been, Bakhtiyar!

Bakhtiyar, it is easy to win territories
As a looter, a plunderer,

A goon and a dacoit,

An intruder, an invader,

But not as a king of hearts

Winning the heart,

Bakhtiyar,

Ho w bloody, brutal and bloody

Had you been!

Bakhtiyar, how nomadic and wandering
Had you been,

How bigoted and cruel

And unholy,

A foreigner who could not

The spirit of India,

Bloody bastard, Bakhtiyar!

Religious fanaticism is not the all

That we expected
From you,
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Religious blindness, ,

Religious bigotry

Never did we appreciate it, Bakhtiyar,
Destroying Vikramshila,

Blackly spotted you your forehead!
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Bakhtiyarer Ghora (Horses Of Bakhtiyar) Not, How
Notorious And Orthodox Had You Been, Bakhtiyar
Khilji!

Bakhtiyar Khilji, how notorious and conservative
Had you been that you destroyed

The seats of learning,

Finished them all,

Nalanda, Vikramshila, Odantapuri and so on,
Were you a criminal,

A criminal, Bakhtiyar,

Did you not get education

In Turkey

To be a Turkic horde

To finish it all

What good it was in education?
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Bakriwalli Bhi Bihar Mein Mantri/ The Goat-Keeping
Woman Too A Minister In Bihar

The goat-keeping woman too
A minister in Bihar,

Not a minister,

But can be a chief minister
If the buffalo-grazer can be.
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Balck Poetry (Ii)

Poetry is poetry,
What to do with
Black and white?
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Baldev Mirza

Baldev Mirza, born in Malerkotla, Punjab
In 1932

Is in reality

A very talented poet

In whom the artist speaks,

Art is art's sake.

A poet who has authored

Shall I speak out? , Words on Fire,
Buddha My love, Across the falling snow,
When the stars ache, Theatre of Silence
Is really no less than.

A poet of the theatre and art galleries,
He has something of an artist

And poetry into the hands of his
Turns into an art,

Pure art as envisaged

By the artist.
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Baldev Mirza As A Poet

Is a poet artistic,

So much aesthetic

As poetry turns into his hands
Pure poetry,

Poetry for poetry's sake,
Poetry for artistic delight

Holding dialogues with Buddha,
Rehearsing into the theatre of silence,

Putting words on fire.
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Baldev Mirza's Theatre Of Silence

Theatre of Silence by Baldev Mirza
Taking me far away
Into the theatre of silence.
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Bamiyan Buddhas (A New Poem)

Buddhas

Rock-cut, cliff-hewn,
Buddhas of peace
Blessing upon in Bamiyan.
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Ban The Burquawalli From Entering America

Ban the burquawalli,

The purdahwalli,

The ghumtawalli

Bibi,

Lajwanti

From entering America,
America,

The shy and coy mistress not,
But the conservative ward

Of ic fanatical!
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Banalata Sen

Banalata Sen,

Since when havebeen searching you,
Searching you,

Banalata Sen

Going deep

Into the pages of history,

The myths of beauty,

Beauty and love.

Are you a poet's imagination
Or a king's princess

Or a nautch girl?

Are you a celestial damsel
Or an artistic imagination
Or a girl post-modern?
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Bandarwalla

Badarwalla,

Indian Bandarwalla

Coming

With the monkeys
Red-mouthed monkeys

To make them play,

Play the bridal story,

The male monkey playing
The role of bridegroom

Going to marry

And the female monkey sulking,
Bandarwalla powdering

The face of the monkey

With dust

To look handsome-handsome
And sounding the damru
Singing a bridal song

And the male bandar rounding
And rounding

With the rope tied around
His neck.
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Bangladesh Is Now-A-Days Giving Free Hands To
Fundamentalists And Fanatics

Bangladesh is now-a-days
Giving free hands

To fundamentalists and fanatics,
Religious bigots and zealots

In eliminating the bloggers

Of free mind and expression,

I do not know,

Just have read in newspapers,
Have come to know lately

What it is happening in Bangladesh.
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Bapu

Bapu, where you spinning the hand loom wheel
And singing with the toothless smile,

Raghupati raghav raja ram,

Patit pawan sita-ram,

Ishwar-allah tero nam,

Sabko sanmati de bhagawan?

O singer of Ram and Rahima, Ishwar and Allah,
Where you, where you,

The country searches you,

Remembers you,

the need of the hour is?
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Bapu (In His Sweet Memory)

Bapu,

A photo,

A recollection,

A remembrance,
A memoir.
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Bapu, In Your Memory

Bapu, in your memory,
Stand I here,

Marking the candle burning
On your samadhi

At Rajghat,

Asking,

Be thou light to thyself.
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Bapu, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi

Bapu, Bapuji

Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi,
The Father of the Nation,
Indian nation

Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi,
Bapu, Bapuji.
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Bapu, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi (Remembering
Him On The 2nd Of October)

Where Bapu, the old man
Singing the song of Rama
Toothlessly,
And in zest?

Raghupati raghav raja ram
Patit pawan sita ram

Ishwar allah tero nam

Sabko sanmati de bhagavan.

Where, where the old man,
Bapu,

Sitting on the floor

And spinning the hand-loom
And singing the song of Rama?

An old man singing, singing

The song of Rama

And spinning the wheel zestfully
And singing the song

In whispers prayerfully?

Bapu in the khadi vest and dhoti
with the round specs on the eyes
Looking feeble and frail,

But singing the song of Rama

So zestfully

With tears into the eyes.
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Bapu, Teri Yad Mei/ Bapu, In Your Memory

Bapu, teri yad mei
Hum kitanei bekhabar,
Bapu, bas teri yad mei!

Bapu, ek sapna!

Bapu ka Bharat!

Bapu, in your memory
How lost are we,
Bapu, just in your memory!

Bapu, a dream!
Bapu's India!
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Bapu, The Iconic Father Figure

Bapu,

I saw you

On the Indian currency notes
An old man going

With a lathi

And in the round specs,

In dhoti and vest.

Your bust

On the notes

With the dhoti

Around

And in the round specs,
Mahatma Gandhi!
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 903



Bapu, Tumhari Yaad Mei/ Bapu, In Your Memory!

Bapu, tumhari taad mei
Hum kitanaa bekhabar!

Bapu, in your memory,
How lost are we!
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Bapu, Where You?

Bapu, the Father of Nation,

Where you spinning the charkha,

The wooden hand-loom wheel for yarn
Tomake khadi clothes?

Where you, Bapu,

The votary of satya, ahimsa and shantih,
Truth, non-violence and peace,

Where you, the Father of Nation,
Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi?

As you believed in karma which was your dharma,

In viswa-manavavad, world humanism,

Service to man was service to God as your philosophy
And so served you man and society!

Gandhi at the wheels spinning yarn

Rounding and rotating the hand-loom,

The charkha for khadi clothes as for to clothe
Humanity half-clothed and unable to cover up.

Bapu, where you, where you,
Making yarn spinning the wheel
And singing the song of Rama,

Raghupti raghav raja-ram...?
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Bapu’s Red-Mouthed Banars And Loknayak’s Black-
Mouthed Hanumans

Bapuji's red-mouthed banars, I mean small and simple monkeys,
Seeing into the eyes,

Small and lovely,

Scratching the hairs

With the bizarre and grotesque red face.

Do not see bad, do not speak bad, do not hear bad
And they are so,

With the hands over the eyes,

The hands on the lips

And over the ears.

This is all about Gandhiji, not Shastriji,

A Sahityacharya, Vyakarnacharya or Jyotishacharya
From a Hindi or Sanskrit Vidyapitha,

A linguistical vernacular university or not,

Which but I don’t know.

Whether read or not, just the degree taken from,
As some just get the degree from,

Many labour it not,

Just get educated and knowledgeable

After teaching.

Oh, what was I saying,

As digressed I a bit, deviated from my point

And lo, I was saying about Gandhiji,

The bandars of his,

Do not see bad, do not see bad, do not hear bad.

But Lokmanyas banars not, but hanumans,

Lokmanys, I mean not Tilak, Bal Gangdhar Tilak, but Narayan,
Jayprakash Narayan,

Wotoo had banars, banars not, but hanumans,

Black-mouthed notorious hanumans.

And he did friendship with them, taming the untamable wild,
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Biting and chattering,

Making you afraid of,
Jumping on the rooftops

And the tins and tiles rattling.

If tease you, it may slap and bite

As it keeps grinning and ogling

And even the officer on chair may in fear
May leave it

To ask the orderly to drive it away.

Gandhi, to some extent, friendship can be
With the small breed banars,
Red-mouthed Indian monkeys

As the showmen do it,

But with the black-mouthed,

One can never.

The savage will remain savage,
The wild and untamable,

Bloody, brutal and bestial,

The bests and brutes of the wild,
The call of the wild

And it's evening descending upon,

Let us be to our homesteads,

The howls and roars

Frightening us,

The small and winking red-mouthed banars
On the cycle sitting and going

But the burnt-mouthed hanumans,

Ram-bhakta hanuman not,

As that was divine,

I mean Darwin’s hanumans

Primitive and untamable

And they will never be cultured

And educated even though take you the trouble of nurturing.
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Bapuji's Three Monkeys

Bapuji's three monkeys,
They used to say peculiarly
And I used to hear

With awe and astonishment
When as boy

Bapuji's three bandars,

Monkeys,

Bura mat kaho, buro mat dekho, bura mat suno,
Do not say bad, do not see bad, do not hear bad

And if search you for the most bad man,
None but yourself

Will turn out to be the most bad man.
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Bar Dancer, What Have We And What Have You Got
From Dancing?

Bar dancer,

When it grows dark,
Opaque

Your theatre,
Theatre opens it,
Opens it,

You dressing,
Dressing under

The curtain,

The curtain
Dressing,
Powdering and creaming
Before the mirror

And in dazzling costumes
And make-ups,

You to take to the stage,
Light falling upon,

The dress embroidered
And bespangled,

Light falling and scattering
Just as the twinkles

Of the stars,

But your audience drunk,
Drunk in full

Unable to stand

And you,

You by them

Dealing with,

Handling,

Handling them!
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Bar Dancer, You Dancing In Your Drunkenness, Dance
Not, Leave You Dancing

Bar dancer, society extracts the all that is good in you,
Extracts and dumps you elsewhere

Taking out the all that is good in you,

First, tempting you,

Luring with the profession,

Monet and fame it gives to

Then turning you in an addict

And a deviated professional.

Bar dance, see you, think you

What have you made of you

And yourself,

Is it good to dance among the drunkards,
Is this called enjoyment,

You unable to stand,

So much so drunk

And they too,

A lonely girl in the midst of drunkards?

A wine bottle, thrown off

With a bit of dregs are you,

A cigarette butt smoked and thrown off,
Drunk, intoxicated and inebriated
Talking in capers,

Staggering and talking,

Is this called style,

Is this the name of glamour?

Bijay Kant Dubey
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Bara Ho Jane Ke Baad

Bara Ho Jane Ke Baad

Bara ho jaane ke baad

Sabhi kahten hain,

Mein eisa thaa, waisa thaa

Jo mein hee kewal jaantaa hun
Mein kaise thaa..

After Becoming Great
After becoming great
All but say it,

I had been this-that
Which but know I

How was I?
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Barack Obama And His Comprehension Of India,
Needs To Do More Homework

Obama as a foreigner came and went away,
Saw India

From far

Never envisaged

With enlightenment,

Landed with a namaste

And we loved to see him,

An American

With a very namaste,

American diplomacy and his party-line allegiance,
But he should keep in mind

That at the time of liberation

All, India, Pakistan and Bangladesh

Had been secular,

But which one is now secular,

Apart from what the Hindu organizations
Say about now,

Never did they in the past

And had it been,

The foreigners would not have made
Inroads into India,

Wreaking havoc,

Looting and plundering

In their trail of attacks

And devastation?
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Barack Obama Often Talks Big / Barack Obama,
Instead Of Minding Your Own Business, Preached You
Us

Instead of taking to your comprehension
Indian thought and culture,

Religion and philosophy,

Gave you the talk,

Debated you religious freedom

Given to people,

Taught in tolerance and harmony

Which the sages too could not.

Barack Obama,

Your walking on tip-toe,

Strutting

Did not go well

As what is it Indian culture

Indologists know it well,

American transcendentalists and Brahmin pundits
Rather than

Belittling on

What Modi does?

Obama, judge you not us

On the basis of political governance,

Going across the political lines,

Had Hinduism and the Hindus been as such
Then the Parsis, the Christians, the Jews
Would not have been here,

The people of many faiths and many paths,
Many races and ethnic affiliations.
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Barack Obama, America Has To Be Cautious Against
The Entry Of The Ethnic Minorities

America has to be on he guard of
If it has to survive

With its charter,

Not its dubious diplomacy,

Has to be cautious against

The ethnic and racial minorities
As they know it not liberalism,
but religious orthodoxy and bigotry
Whatever say you,

I shall hear it,

But shall not take it for granted.
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Barack Obama, Thank You, For The Speech You
Delivered

Thank you very much,
Barack Obama,

For the speech delivered you,
Religious freedom

Talked you about

Referring to the clause

Of our charter,

Religious tolerance

That bore we

Down the ages

Giving shelter to the people
Of different faiths,

But misread you

In delivering

As we are not

What you think about,
Maybe they,

But not so volatile

As think you

As ours is a composite culture,
So vast and varied

That you cannot judge it

At a glance.
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Barack Obama, Your Lesson Could Not Go Well

Barack Obama,

Instead of cautioning others

Who are not tolerant

And conservative,

Cautioned you us

Teaching a lesson

In religious tolerance and harmony
Which you should have to

The Arab world,

Desisting from petro dollar diplomacy.
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Barmaid

Barmaid,

Is your life a peg of wine

To drink,

Is to pour wine into a tumbler

And to serve wine

Your life,

To keep the alcoholic beverages
Behind the bar

And handling the drunk people,
Hearing unwanted capers and babbling
And sometimes brawls taking place,
You as a witnhess marking them

All but silently,

People getting emotional

Or overexcited

Or quarrelling

Or vomiting?

They too are drunk

And you too are

As one dealing in wine
Cannot,

Which is but quite natural,
They coming and ordering for
And you bringing in,
Serving them

Sparkling liquor

Poured from a bottle

Into a tumbler

To their cheers,

But I know,

They will not cheer,

But will quarrel finally

As they are not peg-takers
But the bottle-emptier.
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Barrenland Imagery, God Save The Green Earth

Will life come to a close

As they keep saying about the heat wave and the cold wave
Taking their toll by turn,

The soaring temperature

Rising abnormally?

Are these happening as for global warming
And climate change,

Will the coming summer be unbearable,
Intensive heat will fall

And from which,

There will be no respite?

Global warming, green house effect,

The ecological disbalance,

Deforestation and desertion

Keep adding to our woes

And we are anxious about our uncertain future.

What will it happen tomorrow,

Will life not exist on earth,

Will it come to a close,

Will the green earth turn into a barren land,
God knows, man cannot answer?

Acid rain,

It will rain acid as for poisnous gases
Emitted from our factories and automobiles,
Fuels are also getting exhausted,

Has the doomsday come,

The time for a cataclysmic disater?

The atomic summer seems to keep banging at the door,
A life cursed by radiation,

Nuclear radiation

When the radio-actives will be all around

The place we dwell in,

Resulting in fatal, deadly

And life-threatening ailments.
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A world bereft of trees, other species of creatures
And greenery,

How can we imagine

And think of,

A world bereft of all its scenic an