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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

Sukrita Paul Kumar

When it comes to his poetry, feeling the intensity of love in its denial is Vishal
Bhardwaj’s forte. He comes across as a deeply romantic poet — a spy in his own
heart’ — exploring the possibilities of realizing love in his poems. In a sense, he
seeks to experience the positive in its contrariness. While promises are sought
and made, their value can perhaps be felt more if they are not kept! The poet
revels in yearning. Many of the poems in this volume pulsate with some ‘seeking.
There is in them an unusual imagery, evocative style and an idiom that is
contemporary and yet reminiscent of the old-world charm of both the Hindi as
well as the Urdu poetic traditions. Lines abound offering examples of how
contradictions can be reconciled simply and ingeniously. They flourish in Vishal’s
poems and add a reflective dimension to them.

Vishal's request to translate his poems was very timely and providential. His
ghazals and nazms came like melodies to lift my spirits just when I had broken
my leg and was completely immobilized. The dismal prospect of a long and
fallow period ahead — that of healing — filled up at once with imaginative
expeditions into the wotld of Vishal's poems. I was nowhere close to my own
muse to write poems around this time. Thankfully, this external stimulus to
engage with poetry came my way and I fervently began the process of translation
with almost an instinctive owning of the poems. I can say with absolute
conviction that I responded to these poems not as a critic to evaluate them, nor
as a teacher to interpret or explain them but as a reader, in a natural way. The
process of translation followed without any deliberation. Yes, indeed, the calling
was that each poem be born in a different linguistic locale while preserving its
identity as a poem. Losses in translating poetry are inevitable. I hope there are

some gains too in their recreation.



Indeed, there were challenges, ones that always come up while translating
from an Indian language into English. Transferring images or delicate shades of
meaning of some words or even culture-specific humour or irony from one
language into another is arduous and sometimes impossible. I am aware that
linguistic encounters in translation can be fatal, they can kill poetry or then,
create completely new poems, eroding the value of fidelity. Here, I have tried to
negotiate between two languages to create the poems anew and yet keep an eye
on faithfulness to the original expression and spirit. I wish to heartily thank the
editor, Shantanu Ray Chaudhuri, for lending a third eye and offering many
useful suggestions. However, I take the responsibility for any lapses and perhaps
some awkwardness that may have entered the Queens English in this
translation. But then, dont we need to pool into the postcolonial project of

creating our own brand of English?
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I drifted infinite miles away from myself

But became famous all over the world

The weather laid a bet and lost it

The cloud was compelled to rain

The train’s whistle startled the birds
Shattering the silence of the forest
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'This is Delhi, not Benaras,

Here, even the Ganga would flow in reverse

Look at the nude painting closely
What purity radiates from it

Feeding rats home-made roti

Politics is a strange cat indeed!

He finds my verses worthless

Success is perhaps round the corner

Stripped of the body, the soul
Is light like the Buddha in meditation
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I am sad for no reason, no cause whatsoever

Not even a yearning to meet you now

There's neither a day nor night when

The heart does not ache, eyes are not moist

Out of respect or for want of courage
He texted what the lips could not utter
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Naked are the heart's motives in the eyes

Naked are we all beneath our clothes

At the crossing of the five-star hotel
Many children starving and naked

More than the semi-naked hiding in rags,
We are naked, fully clothed

Presenting the truth on the screen

Film-wallahs are naked, say all
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Why this earth, why the sky
Without you, why this world

Doused in the heart might be a relationship
Why this smoke in my eyes?

When I cannot say what I want to

Why this tongue in my mouth?
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Darkness was his, light is his too
When you leave home, the sky is yours

Even while near me, you were not so close

When away, I spend every moment with you

Just to remember you, I often end up

Calling strangers by your name
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The earth was sleepy, the sky asleep
When she planted the moon on my palm

Indeed, I search for myself in vain

Having lost myself within me

A dense tree kept growing on my chest
As Islept in the magical folds of the jungles

The tree sown with great hopes a few years ago

Now gnaws away at the very roots of the house



T e ST & Fal 99 €,
s W A8 @i &bl a9 € |

JT & SIG SATHIT TAaT 5,
ST AT & BIAT T & |

69 o 3 9l 91 99 § G @1,
T 9 s TR U & T B

ST @S H T & G
T 9T G N <M, I 994 © |

Ted HeTeh! e o, 31T ¥ O
T THT 9T I T a9 B |



Call me, I shall return, there’s time

Time lingers at the corner for you,

Time is like the sky on the move

And the sky is Time paused

Moon in the day, at night like the sun
In the heart throbs the time of your land

The accused is also the judge
How will he punish himself, bad are the times

I needed you once, now you do

That was your time, this is mine
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Sturdy are the houses we live in

While crumbling inside like mud homes

We are two shores of the ocean

In the same house, each living alone

The crowd roasted him alive

His house had cow’s meat, they say

Many a winning bet have we lost

Often swept away by the tide of emotions
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That you will not return, I'm sure
Why then does my heart wait for you

Good that you have forgotten your promise

Arrogant was I with my heart at peace

I do feel sad writing this, but what can I do
Selling pain is my profession
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The bond between us collapses

The sun begins to set at noon

Seeing him sad reminds me

Of a tree drying in the rains

He fell silent all at once
The network was breaking, I felt
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No one is a stranger for him
Who knows his own face well

So slowly does time drag
Like a tale told by an idiot

If you are to come, here’s a request

Do not bother if you have to leave soon
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Swimming in the eyes is a fish-like gitl
Comes resting on the shoulder butterfly girl

Leaves behind a silence inside me

That chatty, somewhat crazy little gitl

All day she cascades like a waterfall at home
Burning all night, she melts — that girl
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The halted journey continues
Stranded in the eye, never reached the heart

The evening folded and melted in the lamp

Laden with sadness I remained at home

No one heard the story of the guard

The ones who robbed remained in the news

Don't remove her photograph from the table

Let her remain in the house somehow
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Beautiful are the people of my land
They ooze like open wounds

For centuries have they been deceitful
How truthful the liars look

Buried in the graves of their bodies

Forever moving between homes and offices
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Inflict some pain on your heart

If a lover, get your home robbed

If you want to live today
Tattoo the Swastika on your forehead

To hold on to the throne

Bring down a masjid or a mandir

Were I to reveal what's in my heart

Paralysis will strike you
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Slowly as the sheet of sunlight withdrew from the courtyard
The heart’s ineffable sadness scattered over the walls

Red pullover, turquoise shawl, green coat and white muffler

Wrapped in my body is the scent of your warm clothes

The tattered, torn feet of the rickshaw-wallah

The warmth of my socks drives a chill into my soles

The day’s loaded truck has already passed over my heart
The silence of the night too crushed me as it went by
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Heavy is this sadness, let’s step out of the house
Let’s look for her in the faces of strangers

Just take the glasses off your eyes
Let me too see the depths of the lake

Weary are you of this mehfil, like I am
Come, let’s walk hand in hand to the horizon

Let’s go out now, if only to breathe

How long do we let this grief stifle us inside?

Look for an address that does not exist

Walk on paths on which we can lose our way
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He watches over every throb, every breath
A spy in my heart keeps shadowing me

It’s the innocent who is often sacrificed

He tells me so, citing history

Your absence does not bother me all day long

As the sun sets, you stab through my chest
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Fearful is the heart, weepy and tearful

Like a child lost in a fair

Haven't let my eyes dry waiting for you
I have kept them drenched

On his cheeks fall my tears
Yet he does not wake up

If only someone would nurture me

Like a secret hidden in the depths of the heart



21

T X Net U &t &0 9 g,
3 in-box T & dhdT &,
T email 3T & IHE H,
ST Sl TRE AAT-gAT T |

g el TR Wiehl-Hihl @,
9 & phone T T JrEN o,
el A= T8 T, TR R o1 3%
FHUHUT AT W H Ryewar @)




21
Holding my heart in my mouth, gazing at the inbox, I sat all night
Waiting for an email, hope flickering like fireflies all night

The sun emerged feeble, like your voice on the phone yesterday

It wasn't too cold, yet a shiver took hold of me, kept me aquiver
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The morning lies tattered, evening scattered
And the night humid, filled with mossy dampness

I brought home a wounded rabbit
For this I suffered a lot of beating

In a few days these jamun will ripen

Children will emerge from their homes to pick them

Her complaints did not touch my heart
Her silence pierced through my chest



23

ISl gudl 39 & A |

Zh! 91 & T BT a,
I F Ifererd € I |

W 6l F U € AE |



23
Close to wet eyelids are these eyes
The sadness a blur in these eyes

It's cold, drape a dream over them

Naked since dusk are these eyes

Moist for so long, they will dry

Close to your lips are these eyes
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The breath plays a flute in the heart
Serpents of pain dance on the chest

Carrying smoke in the eyes all life
You and I have burned like damp wood

It keeps pouring outside

How can the rock in the heart soften?



25

¢l Hed &2 ST 7 3 faT 99 TEE,
T f9reRd {FeRTel QU 9 HiET |

T AT S ST b HEl T ThA AT &,
TR AT AT arbr E, A fdr o

Tl 99 99 €, § T 90 U gU W& §,
ST & S &1 gkl I UMl H Sari |




25
It's been long, let’s rip off the night one day
Create new grievances, excavate old ones

They will not stop even after burying me alive

Only after wiping my name off will they rest

They are all silent now, I am the sun over their heads

Let the day wane, they will drown me in water
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I was the one, I am the one...

River am I, also a tree
Sky I am, the earth too

Temple am I, also a harem

Shia I am, Sunni too

In the hands of the pandits
Like a diya for a prayer

On the forehead of a Qazi

A mark of obeisance

On the chest of the pastor

a swinging cross

I was the one, I am the one
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Hullabaloo

When for no reason

A holiday is declared at school
Jubilant are the children
What a din they create

That same hullabaloo
rises within me
When out of the blue on some road

I run into you
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Stale

My heart is like some government office
Files upon files lie here in a heap

Stinking of time gone stale

In them lie forgotten old woes
Termite-eaten taunts

And complaints of times gone by

The look you gave me yesterday
And the way you laughed at me, jeering

These too will come back in a file tomorrow

In this office, I'm the only employee
Clearing several files each day

Yet the heap keeps growing

My days of service are numbered now
Who knows when the probe will be complete
Who knows when your file will turn up
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Concern

They are all anxious after your departure...

These valleys, girlfriends of mine

Garrulous, they keep me occupied with a constant chatter

For days now, the sky too, my childhood yaar

Neither quarrels nor argues with me

How sombre the old ocean once,

Now tries to make me laugh with stale jokes

What a wonder! That snooty river — a tomboy

Avoiding me earlier, now flirts with me

Pathways, the breeze, springs and fog
Walk clinging to my body

I have neither the time to think about you

Nor to wallow in sadness for long

They are all anxious after your departure
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Cold

Eyes cough your name
Sneezing it out through the eyelids

Dripping into my jammed ears
That melodious note of your voice

Your scent emanates from the nose

You have caught hold of me like a cold
Lodged yourself in my chest like a chill
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Mirza

Ghalib sits on the bridge, stone in hand...

I told him in passing
About the gitl who's so troublesome
Living in a house at the turn of the lane

Named after you

Ghalib, reciting his verses kindly,

Lived up to his name

With the sun setting and a little drink
I gathered some courage to read out

A few raw couplets of mine

Troubled he was and sat somewhat silent

Not your fault at all, he said

Who is she, where does the cursed one live
One who has compelled a perfectly worthy self

Like you to write such worthless poetry
Of all the roads in Bombay,
Could she find only Mirza Ghalib Road to live?

Interrupting him politely, I said
Excuse me, the government calls it

Mirza Ghalib Marg, not ‘Road’

Stone in hand, Ghalib came after me
Somehow I managed to run and save myself

But since then Mirza sits waiting for you



On the bridge, with a heavy stone in his hand
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Intimacy

All night in the courtyard, the wrestling match went on
Nobody won, or lost

Both wrestlers, tussling and scuffling,

Seemed experts at crafting wily moves

One fell on his face with a monkey flip
The other laid a trap with a cobra-clutch leg-sweep

They wept, went silent and shouted
Igniting the past, at times dousing it

Dawn was about to break
They had to return to their own lives

Turning over on the bed, lifeless they fell

For couples married long

How intimate is the enmity
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Lonesome Tea

Often after a deep sleep in the afternoon
A bottomless silence settles inside

Old memories begin to come alive

The lonesome cup of hot evening tea
Warming the palms
As I watch the sad night approach through the dusk

On the ceiling of the bedroom
Under the gloomy brightness of the droning
tube light

A lizard waits in anticipation of an insect

Eyes smart with the smoke even today
Recalling the scent of the burning flour
As the roti puffs up on the fire

At night, on the roof cooled by sprinkling water
Eyes well up listening to an old song on the radio

And looking for a face in the hazy moon all night

Falling asleep at the break of dawn, face buried in the pillow,
To the sound of manjiras ringing with prayers
That echo from the temple down the lane

Often after a deep sleep in the afternoon
A bottomless silence settles inside
Old memories begin to come alive
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‘Twin Springs

Lighter than cotton are these tears
At times heavy as mountains
Like moss on parched wells

They stick to the eyes

At night, often around the lamp post
Rain comes pouring down

Like tears welling up, waiting

To spill from behind the eyelids

Two eyes, twin springs
Stopping and sprinting

Like pathways in the jungle
These dry tears on the cheeks

Hammered with nails
Are images in the retina
Like gentle ambers
Tears aflame in the pupil
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Unwanted

How embarrassing it was on that shore

Seashells sat sulking
And the sands blazed in anger

Just as I put my feet into the sea
Agitated waters pinched my soles

What a scare the shaking boat gave me
If it had its way, it would have thrown me off

Those tiny fish kept staring in wonder
Stuck to their depths, the sad woeful corals

All were impatient to meet you
I was an uninvited guest without you

Like the unstamped envelope of a letter

How embarrassing it was on that shore
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Pleading

In the church, in front of Jesus, when I proposed to you,

You ignored me first, and then you laughed and let it pass

In the dargah I proposed again, in the presence of the old pir,

Your wide eyes glaring wider, you threatened

In gatherings, in markets, in solitude, in silence

How I pleaded, how many times I asked you to marry me

I know not what it is that has annoyed you so

You have got to come back whatever the issue

A divorce without marriage is legally impossible
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Suffocation

My soul is trapped in the traffic jam of bodies

Countless figures wriggle as far as the eye goes

On discovering another route, a bypass

I meander around and find myself back in the jam

Who knows when this jam will clear, when I'll reach your home

I suffocate within my own body now



13

ElE]

gqears i@ H Hig & Johs @
Ted g @i & Ffie SiX adE
T TE 9 Ysd 07 o weft S o e

g Bl g & R MU T H g
TH T Wl e U Y BT e o e

T T A sitge & 4 ardu

e1-qe f3@d @1 § of Seel U=y




13

Seeds

Eyes brimming over, hold seething tears
Pull them back, swallow them and tell us

Was your heart aflame this way ever before?
Was your scream ever stifled in your throat like this?

Have you ever rubbed hot ash this way on your body?

Sow your tears if you want to keep burning

To look fresh and young, let your tears fall inwards
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Endless

From sunrise to the vanishing of the moon

An endless running around

Each moment it feels as if

I am forgetting or have forgotten something

If you fall silent even for no reason

I feel I have upset you

In my sleep, I keep running

Or perhaps I sleep while running

From sunrise to the vanishing of the moon

An endless running around
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Home Alone
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Home Alone

Don't go away leaving me alone at home

With you not there, the TV refuses to come alive
And the lock of the cupboard does not open

The tap catches a cold the moment you go
Drip-drip it goes dripping, the cheeky fellow

The lights play hide-and-seek

The air conditioner spews hot air

For no reason does the Internet hang up

Without a reason it connects again when you return

The breeze and the curtains join hands to frighten me

Hatching conspiracies against me all night

Don't go away leaving me alone at home
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Machine

Adorning my body with raw wounds
All day the cold winds peel me off

In the evening, I am in a stupor

I peer through the darkness, eyes wide open

At night, the silence pricks me like
An iron chair being dragged on the floor

Before the eye closes, the pale morning

Brings home the same old day again

In the locked old factory of this world

I am a somewhat rusted sick machine
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Human Rights

Wherever tyranny begins to cross the limit

The Human Rights Commission comes into play

Gently tending to the wounds of the victims
Tenderly drying their wet eyes

Its ear to the ground, the Human Rights Commission

Hears the bellowing and screaming from afar

I hear they fight for your rights, they get you justice

One day my wails too will reach them

There’s still time; come back or else they will come for you
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Reunion

His body burned on the logs
His name buried in the tongue
The face blazed into embers

Limbs turned into ashes

That tall stout brother of mine
Now fitting into a
Tiny little cloth bag

Was immersed into the river

On the banks of that river

I often sit and ponder

One day I too will flow in it
And get to meet him
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Winter

Once again will we write on the sheet of fog
The sizzling saga of scorching roads
Thus will we warm the cheeks of winter

Plucking the arid heat of the blanched land
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Tempest

A storm blew the courtyard away
My home and hearth lay on the roads that day
Uprooted, the old banyan tree fell to the ground

Its roots reaching for the skies above
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Suddenly

Wrapped in a soft light-green shawl
As she moved towards me

Eyes lit up with the glow of the ties
We had buried in the snow together
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Mark

Every breath I take hurts
On silent lips rest snow-laden nights

That reddish mark on your back

Now gleams somewhat like the sun
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A Date

All night I will sleep fully awake
You must come tiptoeing
Place your heels on my eyelids

And enter my dreams
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Bhai

(Gulzar Saab)
Careful, lest you shatter his solitude

He is like a cloud of light velvety wool
Swallowing the harsh sun to provide shade to others

Drag yourself on your knees to him

Lest he comes apart at the sound of your feet

Weigh your speech on your tongue

Measure every word on your lips

Like Santa Claus he’s a true white Sufi
Careful, lest you shatter his solitude



25

3w

Ueh &1 919 99 I Hed &
q & B ar g
d¢ 3@l | <@ |l
T HHEH AT Ped &

T AT TR Wi &
IS @ e e €

3R I @RT Iq T 9R
T YHadd e | o ol
TH BHoX R BT & g |

1 SAUT GATS Al bl

THA e H BT §8 B
YT T AR & @R a4
g qah & Il & qHH
T & |id B 9 & e S

AR dfaa T of & 7q
SEh ST i HRT AT E
Sl =T T AT bl B

H/E | ¥ AT qF TaT &

e | drhl T o WA



39 garel |, ¥ fTgwm g%
Uk & 91 SN FEd
qH el B At fefm g



25

Osho

He says but one thing all the time

I will meet you when you are not there

Learn to see with your eyes closed
He whispers into my ears every day
A whole wotld lies within you

And millions thrive in it

All these people, day and night
Seem to wrangle endlessly

Too loud is the cacophony in you
How do I tell you anything?

Stop conversing with yourself
Become a witness to the noise within
You have to reach your own self

You are your own goal, be the path too

And halt not when you reach the goal
You have to go way beyond it
Whatever is left has to be annihilated
Allow everything to be lost

When you are no longer to be found in yourself
In that emptiness you will find me
Only one thing does Osho say

I shall meet you when you are not there
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