DHOOMIL
Five Poems

Translated from the Hindi by Rahul Soni
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Difference

No mountain

is bigger than the tip of a sword.

And no eye

is smaller than the sea

It’s only the difference in our longings
that joins us —

sometimes to iron, sometimes to waves.
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A Knock

We may not see it

still the sinuous arms of light

tear through the countries of darkness
to touch us

We may not open the door
still the diseased velocity
that roams the city streets
finds its way

and knocks

at the hospital gates

We may not say it

still even a stranger knows
from the map of our faces that
lines and signs

shapes and points

are more than failed depictions
are more than indifferent maps
We may not see — ourselves

we may not tell — anyone

still even a stranger knows

that when the white haired light
comes knocking

doors open

And then the teeming city

of the mind is revealed

where we too will join

the elderly light.
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Daily Routine

In the morning when there’ll be no darkness
anywhere. We’ll gather

the burnt out lamps

and divide them amongst ourselves

In the afternoon when there’ll be no snow
anywhere nor falling leaves

the sky will be blue and clean

the city

swinging from the arm of a crane

we’ll meet at some corner

and envy each other

In the night when war will be as dear to us
as a line of song

we’ll hear the violin cry

and think upon our broken relationships.
And be sad.

6 / almost island, monsoon 2015



T T T 8

ASH! & Ie § - e &
ESESIEACEe]

et e §

TeTeT ST

A &,

el foodTe Bl Nieg & I
[EGIEAEN

AR T

IR HT A &

G g !

B CIRCARIIGIR

T @E, TeR-37ER
BT T STHT 31 &
UH |

ECIES ARG

7 / almost island, monsoon 2015



The Young Century Sings

The shrieks of bulbuls break and fall
off the boys’ faces

the girls carry

slingshots

in their lunch boxes,

the fear of father
on the cover of a golden notebook
and inside

a lover’s letter

Listen! Do you hear!

The young century sings
letter by letter

playing hide and seek
this is the way of love.
The young century sings.
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Dhoomil’s Last Poem

See

how words

become poems

Read the man

who has fallen among letters
Have you heard whether

it’s the sound of iron

or the colour

of blood spilled in sand.

Don’t ask a blacksmith

the taste of iron

ask a horse

that has the metal in its mouth.

10 / almost island, monsoon 2015



