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Poetry keeps me alive. It gets me going through the roughest and
toughest passages in time. Good'poetry is like the divine nectar: like
a rainbow, like the smile of an infant. Good poetry is an inexplicable
emotion like love which can only be experienced and seldom explained
in mere words.

A person has to undergo a lot in life before being able to pen
meaningful poetry. A lot of hardship, heartache and heartbreak go into
the making of a sensitive poet,

It's in the endeavour to try ta contribute my mite to poetry that | took
to translating good poems in Tamil that | came across into English.

It was the content, lucidity and clarity in A, Nasbullah's poetry thaf
urged me to seek permission to translate his poems and | was very
happy when he readily consented to my request.

It wasn't an easy road to travel, given that the poet had used words
not much in vogue in India itself but widely used in his native Srilanka.
Time and again, | sought and got clarifications from him.

Egged on by the response from poetry loving friends, he suggested
that | translate a minimum of forty poems to be published in print form.
It took us Time, but we did it.

My thanks go not only to A. Nasbullah but also all our friends
who read the original together with an English translation and made
encouraging comments on Facebook.

Sri N Srivatsa
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THE MOUNTAIN EATERS

| cross a rivulet

and reach the valley
where you live.

You are eating

a mountain.

‘Realising that

the mountain

is not enough

to satiate your hunger,
God makes the mountain
grow again and again.
Your hunger does not
appear to diminish.
You drink the oceans
one by one.

You are still hungry.
Ultimately,
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as your food is exhausted,
you ask for a little more

of the mountain and the sea.
Your time is up, says He.
You wish to devour

my mountains

and drink up my seas.
They had come

from within your earshot,

to escort your soul.

You go.

| shall follow.

My mountains and oceans
will be devoured

and drunk up

one day.

You go.

| too will go.

In the second space,

let us meet for the second time.,
Meharoon from Class Eight

will come behind us.

Sri17:43 | 06.02.2018 | Chennal
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FoRrcED ENTRY

On a blank paper

lying on the table,

| draw a deep sea.

On its lips | see

a river resting,

koels correcting
centuries of helplessness
by building nests

with the music of the rain
and, contrary to ancient rules,
crows getting ready

to lay eggs in koel nests.
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A gale wind making
a forced entry
carries the painting
past me

into the mouth

of the rain

pouring for a week
and the rain
sn.lv\;rallows the painting.
Disturbed,

my big dream
starts flying

in just a short while.

Sri11:02 | 06.02.2018 | Chennai
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Petcar

Raindrops awaken
my pet cat

curled up

outside.

The cat comes
and sits down to
sleep

by the side of

my pillow.

Since am not fond

of the cat's mewing,

16 A Dacarballoc ke FoRmS



| let the cat sleep

in the cupboard,
grab the moon

and light it up
instead of a cigarette
and sip in the flavour.
In the smoke

of the moon

| exhaled,

a cat

revives.

W

Sri21:21 | 04.02.2018 | On board the Blue Mountain Express to Chennai
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ADAM AND EVE'S CHILDREN

| arrange

a few words

and drive nails.

It becomes

a ladder.

Stepping on the ladder
and opening the window,
| peep out at the sky.
Some of us

are reading

political issues.

Some others,

taking it to be tea,

are sipping

empty cups.

One person alone,

while operating a computer,
is discussing about

the seventh sense

20 A Nasballak: Toams



he has got

with someone

on his cell phone.
After playing for a while
on an imaginary swing,
| get off the ladder
thinking that we

are the children of
Adam and Eve.

Some raindrops
drench me.
Summoning a word,

| order it to turn

into an umbrella.

It became an umbrella.
The raindrops and |
are now drinking

hot tea.

The raindrops

outside the window,
And, me,

sitting on a chair

at home.

18:42 | 03.02.2018 | AtKaryr Railway Station on board the Jan Shatabdi to Coimbatore
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WHOM DID YOU INVITE CICADA?

The cicada's call

in the language it knows
rebounds from

the nerves in my ears.
Since | am a male,
the cicada may have
invited his ladylike.
Since it was 5:30
early in the morning,
it may have been

to wake the Sun up
and ask the night

to go to sleep.

Or to satiate the pangs

24 A Daarbiallacke Toam S



of the needle sharp pains

of winter.

If not that too either,

It could have called me

for the morning prayers

or to write a poem.

To inquire why

the cicada called,

| get up from the room

and get closer to it. _
Bringing along the leftover dew
and moving my words aside,
the cicada comes and sits inside

the poem.

Sri15:30 | 02.02.2018 | Thanjavur
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CITY OF FIREFLIES

Yesterday | happened

to go the city of fireflies.

Only to converse with fireflies

did | learn the language of insects.
For carrying the light

from those very heavy moments

in their bodies,

amidst insect clans

Fireflies occupy the second place
because honeybees

remain the top most in the insect species.
Still, there are no records

of their division on the basis of castes.
The city of fireflies

28 A Dacasbillak: Toamg



is very beautiful.
There were a lot of colourful scenes
fit to be shown

to children.

Stars borrowing light
from fireflies

could be seen there.
| got some light

for my children too.
That's now growing
into fireflies

in my entire room.

8ri23:43 | 28.01.2018 | Chennal
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CoLours

A bird has taken

the colours on me

and kept in a room where

| am not there

or hidden it

in a big forest.

Unable to start on

the coloured dreams | had seen,
| let them be as they are.

Like a doll devoid of those
hopeful hues,

several moments remain there.
With colours gone

| am black

like a crow.

Sometimes,

32 A Do sballak: Foams



like a child

who hasn't yet learnt to speak

| even start to weep.

There's talk all over my room
that this must be

the third stage of ripening grief.

Even if that bird had kept

my colours in space beyond the sky,
back one day in pairs to my city
those colours will fly.

Regaining lost forms,

as a human with colours,

even if very late,

my conversation

| shall begin.

Sri11:18 | 28.01.2018 | Chennai
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LIKE A STATUE

On a full moon day,
tunnelling through mountains,
| discover

ancient statues.

At my touch,

the statues

turn into birds

and start leaving.

Since it may be a struggle

in this universe's space,

| order the birds

to remain as statues only.
The birds say that

it is impossible in the present
and, propelled by worldly desires,
start for the great forest.
Before they leave,

36 A Decasballak: Foams



| instruct

that one day

after their desires are quenched
they should return,

"Just as you were changed
from statues into birds,

from birds into angels

I shall transform you,

Are there any

who don't like angels?"

| say.

Accepting my instructions

the birds left for the forest,
Realising their dreams

upon experiencing forest life,
the birds liked the universe's space.
Having liked the universe's space,
the birds forgot

the instructions.

Waiting for them,

| now looked like

a statue.

Sri19:22 | 27.01.2018 | Chennai
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| AM NOT THE KILLER

Dreams thrown

out of the window
Trespass once again
into my'bedroom

like the smile

of a child.

Even that solitude
would believe

when told that it was
a very irritating night.

The dreams | nurtured
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make me burn

in the toxic ambience

of a lighted candle.
Because of its treachery,

| have come to the decision
of not sleeping or interacting
with dreams.

A blood-coloured dream

is lying dead.

| am not the killer.

Sri11:14 | 25.01.2018 | Chennai

A Decsbiatialke Toams 41




GlBTemevwimefl Brssr Sje060

Femen epiE@ GleueflGu

o1 b SeTe ST

Femayip

o GYbmsilar yararems Gure

srair LRBen@EWEH DEGET 2|55 15 B
BisnipEl et per.

aflsse 0@ bs Gre| @5 CaeTn GeraiaTre
o155 peflewub By,

e grésdl euer g eTeysei

fegs Gpeme)

42 | A ﬂﬁ.JlﬂLLLa.[\; TFoems



Gloweusdule o b

stestenem B|Hley eriflw eﬂ@ﬂmmm
G\ger

&Crraid (a;msq&(‘ésrrrr@ 2_mEIGaEST
SV B!

2_pey maubgis GlarateuGsm Gsvensu
sterdlp (pyell be

Brar e b wHadd G mevt.

155 B ool

soQeuraTy Cessis 85 ng)
Glsrensuwmef] Bra =)6hsv.

A D sbillate Toewms 43




IF A SCENE HAD HAPPENED

A song played by rain
has occupied the whole room
You readers may wonder
A water tank could have
been erected there
Fishes could pounce

and sleep on the cot

A frog may jump

and seek asylum

in my words

Then

a regifoam may
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carry my poetry

like ants

Along the edges of my moustache
the two banks of a river

may appear

My solitude lying prone

could be ended

by Mehroon's memories

If a scene had happened like this,
a poem may Cross

a few cities

Sri22:37 | 24.01.2018 | Chennai
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WhHo 1s HE?

I'm writing an introductory note.
It's not clear who he is.

Even during daytime yesterday,
he came in a dim-lit dream.

For the last few days,

he comes to my sireet.

When no one is present,

he splashes colours

all over my room.

Then, he creates lines

and steals all my imagination.

The roots of the light
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from the candle
have photographed
the moment he moved.
Let's identify.

The one crashing
into the mirror

and splintering
could be me.

My dream

thus propped up
may slide

anytime.

Sri19:34 | 22.01.2018 | Chennal

A Dacasbitlat: Form g 49




Seuesr wiriy

Ml pas @HuQureaTe D er1ph s
Qs ewTig.(mdsdl G met

Sjauat wnGlyerm Glsflwel shsnso.
Cpnmilt LS

Gurdlw GeuaflFabd @evsvr s
seuTeyS@eT bl GLIme e,

fev Brimemmul

sTen &l Glapmayde eubs Guimdl mrest.
wrhHLd @sens Gprrisefls)
SIS S|DD (P(pds

B prisener £ 19 ol Gd prer,

50 | A Decarbitllake poams



et GleusTensm s g,rreﬁr&stﬂsb

sufl Semer 2_mHeumasdsl

sTeuT & DLIEHETHEeTGlwsveuTd F (higel Gl mirest.
Gl ullsd®hg e
seflufl et Gaurser

Sjeuar pa®HL Cprsms UL Uy b
sw6v & (Hdf s mewT.

S|EHL_WITETLD STemTGLIT LD
sentenrmiguiled Guordl s Glg bl Oususst
DBTETTT&ES Sl (G)(HSSOTLD,

By YLGs CsnOHmEGH
6TEVT &) EevT 6

e b G Hrapd Fflwsomn

A Dasballak: poeme 51



BUTTERFLY WITH FIRE

It was solitude

It was a forest

There was a butterfly

| allowed my dreams

to befriend the butterfly

The friendship enlarged
beyond legends,
snowforests and cloud covered mountains
and flew all over the universe
on a body of air

Wow!

Frogs flew

like birds do

Fireflies galloped

like horses

One day

the butterfly
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started to fly

with fire

It was time for

the dream tfo return

to the nest

Even after coming back home

gathering the history

after friendship died

but leaving the myth of friendship behind
| have asked for the dream's copy in mind
that the butterfly

would be hunted down

by wild animals

or eagles with cruel talons

be discarded

and dissolved like ashes

in a sea.

Sri20:50 | 21.01.2018 | Chennai
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REeADER

While searching for some words,
finally | happened to meet
words arranged by someone
in the library.

Taking those words then,

| entered my favourite park.
They like the reader,

the words said.

| like words,

| said.

Where were you

all this time,

the words asked.

Searching for you only,

1 said.

Our creator is dead,

the words said.
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You haven't died

said |

Swearing on the

night and the day,

they have been

in the dark

for a few decades,

said words,

Swearing on the nights and days
you were alone,

you will be in vogue

as the reader’s copy

for all the time to come,

| said.

Don't lie in the name of the Devil,
said the flowers.

Sr21:42 | 17.01.2018 | Chennai’
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STRONG STRUGGLE

The wind bursts unusually
to start playing

my motionless

solitude

and my silence.

My roaring ocean,

my body that had dreams
have all fallen on this earth
odourless

and lifeless.

| have begun

a strong struggle.

The lineage of

the sorrow of

a treachery

called childhood

that had fallen
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deep into the shadows
of direct incidents

is incomprehensible.

I learnt it only later

the background fashion
of my having lived

as a person who did not know
how to measure

the ancestry of love,
From the drop of venom
of the snake

that entered the room
yesterday,

| start watching

the tale

of a wine goblet

of great love

foaming all over

sprouting solitude.

Sri19:17 | 13.01.2018 | Somewhere in the skies over Bhopal
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ENTRY INTO A DREAM

| woke up

right in the middle of a dream.
A little girl

stands alone in a forest.

| saw her father

being chased by an elephant.
The two had come there

to spend the little girl's vacation,
Finally, the lion and the zebra
started to enter the dream.
By now, the lion

could have got closer

to the little girl
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or the little girl could have
rode the zebra

to drive off the elephant
‘that chased her father

and the two could have also
got out of the forest

and reached home.

To know the scene

on the last page of this incident,
lLwe °

have to enter

the rest of the dream.

Sri19:34 | 13.01.2018 | Somewhere in the skies over Nagpur
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LIKE AN AIR BUBBLE

Further,

| know that dream

for forty years.

its face,

its colour,

are on the walls of my room
still with

the same old type

of individual forms.
Additionally, about its nature
and lineage, '

it has to be said:

The eyes are green,
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capable of turning blue

at times;

the skins are soft

like clouds;

the body

has an ocean like limit.
From the beginning,

thét dream has been living
at the centre point

of the sky and the earth

like an air bubble.
Sri 19:52 | 13.01.2018 | Somewhere in the skies over Hyderabad
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SoLiTube

Yesterday too solitude had to be drawn.
| drew solitude aé a night.

Some stars came and sat for the night,
A few birds also reached.

The Moon Princess

kept hiding inside clouds

and appearing anew.

There was company to talk to.

It felt like an era had passed through.
Solitude is akin to the black hue.

It had laden on me
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the darkness of a vast jungle.

Darkness is a kind of ache too.

It has to be hidden

under pillows.

However much hidden,

It permeates all over the room.

Now, the third watch of three hours is past.
| start drawing solitude as a day.

A day in which some people may

move about.

Sri17:56 | 08.01.2018 | Noida
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Memory

A meeting happened
with a memory abandoned
by everyone.

On its face

in lieu of eyes

were two stars.
Instead of its arms
were two rainbows.
It wore distress

for a dress.

It started to speak
very slowly
and-shared

its story.

For everyone,

over eons of time,

it had wandered



in autographs,

walls of halls

and grey hairs,

it said.

Then it was transformed
into old dolls

and thrown away

on the road

and, even now,

only after giving birth to a memory
was it meeting me,

it added,

and handed over

the memory given birth to by a memory.

In that memory,

| was being born.

Sri11:48 | 08.01.2018 | Noida
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JOURNEY

To travel through

this path to

reach me,

you have to

climb on to the wind.

You

have two

options to

mount the wind.

One is a ladder

and the other,

wings,

to continue

the journey.

Within the given minutes,
the path must be traversed.

The right option
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must be chosen.

Else,

the ladder and the wings
shall vanish.

To think it over a bit,

some free time is give'n.
Everybody

covers the path easily.

| am all exclamation marks.
"How did it become possible”,
| asked a person.

He laughed

and said

"We too took

the same flight of imagination
that you took

to journey through the path.

Sri21:50 | 07.01.2018 | Noida
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From an oLD BoOK

It must have washed up on the shore
from the river

that dead body.
Someone had
arranged death

for him.

The dead man is
walking from the shore
towards me.

It may take

three more minutes
for him to reach me.
Two minutes

are over,
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]

He nears me.

Where did they come from
these cavalry men!

They take him away from there.
There is a palace at that place.
The guards open

the palace gates.

How could this be possible!
Soldiers and citizens

welcome him with garlands.

A woman offers him wine

or his favourite beer to drink.”
Anothr—;' one

brings apples.
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Surprise!

A cat comes there

and asks him

"Who are you?"

Amidst all that

one said

"Have you forgotten Hon'ble Minister
that he is the lazy King

of our Empire”

and added

"Because he was always sleepy
we sent him to bathe in the sea.
But he slept

there too".

That's how

the story read

from an old book

ended.

Sri15:35 | 06.01.2018 | Noida
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Event

Because it's a mystery novel
| am reading

with great care

Unexpectdly

a mountain

may collapse

The night

may break quickly

and be lost

Angels may come out

of mirrors

The words | read

may elongate

like rabbit ears

Tension prevails

Since it is the rainy season
a frog leaps into my imagination

and draws this event to a close.
Sri22:30 | 01.01.2018 | Noida
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IN sMOKE FORM

Sipping hot tea

two cups

begin o converse

As to start

on what

they spoke about

two smoke spirals
rise up over the chairs
wriggling like snakes
that then spread

and sway

like a lovely tree
There is no opportunity
for mosquitoes

to hover around
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or taste

Two tanks

could be seen there

Since the thick skins

of the cups

were fitted with glass rings
they don't die

with bodies burning

Now the tea shakes

in.the air blown

by someone

Henceforth it can be drunk

by two ordinary people

Sri20:15 | 30.12.2017 | Chennai
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AWAKENING

Sleep remains undisturbed
because of journeying

an agonising path

strewn with glass splinters
amidst pieces of the word
that fell and broke

the night before

For the ache

to leave me .

and go faraway

from the universe as well
send a black stallion

It's necessary to fransform
that horse into another night
and banish from

memories too
Sri21:33 | 29.12.2017 | Chennai
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SOME CALL HIM A SEER

Keeping truths

at the back

of his room

he left

with whatever
legendary copies
accessible

He looked at a valley
and called it a mountain
He saw a bird

and called it an aeroplane
A firefly

he called as the Sun
Scattered words
gathered in a heap
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met to congratulate him
Felicitation

grew like a mountain
Unable to descend
from the mountain

He learnt to live

at the summit

Some call him

a seer

Some others aver

that when he starts to pray

the devils go away
Sri17:51 | 28.12.2017 | Chennai
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INSTEAD OF THE SPARROW

A sparrow -

that had forgotten its nest

on my teacup came fo rest
Tinges of sorrow

on the edges of its eyebrows
chan'ged the colour of the teacup
Tea's thirst

now had to sip the sparrow

For a moment

|

look at the lonely sky

"Tweet! Tweet! Tweet!' resounds
Accepting the call of the times

| send off the pair in love

and instead of the sparrow

| sip on its love.

Sri17:08 | 26.122017 | Chennai
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SEPARATING THE CITY

" My city
should be
separated from the lands of the ancestry
said he
who had been transformed
beyond yc-iur guess.
He
is neither a toy
moving from
one place to another
in my room
nor the wintery cold

that came through the window
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or a legend - filled poem of mine
For him to say

my city should be separated from the ancestoral lands
he had more than

one copy.

He placed a copy

in front of me.

A copy

that | could open and see.

From the copy

heaps and heaps

of naked people

began to emerge.

Sri18:53 | 25.12.2017 | Noida
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~ THREE COPIES

| have divided the night
into three copies

In that

| have given

a high degree of difference
to each copy

In the first copy

you may

have a cup of tea

with llayaraja’s melody
and discover

that the world is flat

In the second copy

you can sip
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on an angel - kissed cup
and discover

that the world is elongated
In the third copy

living in a window-room
that's neither earth nor space
you may discover

that the world is round.
Say now.

In which copy

would you like to be?

The price of each copy

is a piece of dream

Sri 16:30 | 23.12.2017 | Noida
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INTOXICATION

A little girl

catches a serpent
as if a butterfly
Without wings fly
some roadside birds
A bus stops on the stroet
to urinate

The road changes -
into two

Passengers jostle
like buffaloes

Human stink
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pervades all over

the universe

The tree in the middle of the road
beckons with lust

The wonder of varied sights
Must be pitch drunk

The telltale smoke of marijuana
has changed me into

a resident between

hell and heaven

Sri14:59 | 23.12.2017 | Noida
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OF THE TWO

Suddenly two birds
‘woke me up from sleep
The window was open
Through that

| crossed

the seven skies

to reach a boundary
An angel hands me
adress

A dress that changes me
to suit the ambiance
Two rooms

were then shown

| was ordered
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to interact

with one of the

two there

In one was God
and in the other

the Devil

| chose God

What could | have
done with the Devil?
For further updates
it's necessary

to break another night

to enter the rest of the dream

Sri10:08 | 22.12.2017 | Noida
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THE OCEAN'S WINGS

Every time

that | look

at the ocean

it is flying

on its wings

To first ascertain
from where

the ocean

got its wings

the soul may get compressed
into a barren memory
Like this

a thousand memories
have gone barren

Being a useless person

120 | A Dawbillak Foams



today too

I love the ocean

| go nearer and kiss
A wave slaps

into my face

Within me

the ocean'’s wings
wash ashore

Now

waves that

don't leave the ocean
are its wings

notes a reader.

Sri10:24 | 19.12.2017 | Noida
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By mEMORIES

At the first stop

| stand

The bus you mentioned
" has come

| have not boarded it

Next to the window

a seat is available

| am not seated there

| must have crossed

the city's midnight

Two different

routes

| have not chosen

anyone

Whatever chosen

it's only the busdriver

whao will take it

While enquiring

about the city

the bus
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did not move
here and there
| was about to fall

down a gate

A reader caught hold of me.

| think that this must be
the last stop of the city
A new reader shows
the house

It's made out of

birds feathers

Why have | come

to this house

on board memories
instead of on a bus
The poem

you are reading

| am going to write

here only

Sri23:13 | 18.12.2017 | Noida
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FisH miInD

Because | didn't know how to swim
friends

won't let me into the pool
and swim

They dived into the water
and began to frolic

The mind started

to wander all over

Without anyone knowing
the mind changed into a fish
plunged into the pool

and jumped over them
They tried a lot

to catch the fish
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but could not.

The fish dunked

and jumped

not just once but many times.
Alas! They couldn't catch the fish.
Time passed there quite interestingly
Unable to catch the fish

the friends got out of the water.
Since the fish was imaginary,

| got out of the water

before they did.

Sri23:28 | 17.12.2017 | Noida
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WHAT'S CALLED NIGHT

| had to change

into a long night

Change so as to

get to a collection

of various events

Now

1 am a long night

The humming of insects
Meandering in a close crawl
is the Moon

This afternoon

the Sun must have broken apart
That's why here and there
stars have sprouted

Or my Princess's smile
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must have been disturbed
Some sleepless birds

carry me hither and thither
in their beaks

| wander in flight

People with no work

drag me along with them
The stench of alcohol too.
It's a big pain to be the night
From this minute

it's ohly possible to be a human being
So .
fromthe word night

| exit.

Sri23:38 | 16.12.2017 | Noida
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LEAF'S STORY

A leaf that had

wandered through the city streets
| brought home

and arranged it

like the leaf it was before
The leaf had studied

the big cities

The leaf had been scattered
here and there

like a swear word in the wind
Thus,

the leaf had to flutter afresh
in the wind
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A leaf's flutter in the wind
is not a life of freedom

but wandering in a landless emptiness.

Look up a bit

at the free

Birds live there only

Rest your head on the tree
and take a nap

Someone or the other

will make you out to be
The Buddha.

Sriog:12 | 15.12.2017 | Noida

A Dasbitlak: Toams

137



@Imeuuﬁlsu'r E2F:3

BT hElar Qg msaatcd

s bz Al bs Gewe gatenn
T G5@ aTBSe o bl

L

pesrett @\ bs @ene GumeGeu
PURIGUO SE Geent

G CUGpsTREDST LG5S B 555!
@smeveniu LIsV(HLD

@ Gl L surl Sengenw GLired
S|BIHLD EEIGWLTE & Hfed
Sjensvttiadl Lty (F B TasiT

S| SeTLg

138 | A Dawbillake poams



Geoew Y5 bl smis

ST H5l6) Hjenauil (Ssum‘rq.uﬂ@;_'ﬁg,gj
@)ewsv s b pled fmevalClserL g

& & 5T Lo SUIT LpEEm s LIsa)
Beowbmn Qeusflufed 3|EM60 560,
Glamehed Loy Sem s

S| STTERTTIT B85 LI (fhEi5 6T
]Jlmmsueseﬁ' AARGSTET suflbbl i Dt
GlsmEhe wrsdeb SOV M6l G
Srmdlls L mEissT

wirrr wrGgr

2_BIBEHST L Sgermad) Glrcauniast,

A Decsh i..u.a_ll. Foems

139



WorLD

Leftover world

was being taken away
by ants that came later
goes a fable

Ants

that came earlier

had finished eating
three quarters

of the world

So, the last smile

of the world,

like the last days of life
of a film actress,

was changing
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From the leftover world
a new world

had to be made
According to the fable
I transformed myself
into an ant

Battled the ants

and delicately
retrieved the world

It was tiny enough

to be cupped

in my palms.

Sri23:29 | 13.12.2017 | Noida
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FinAL PLOT

Every kind of

my desire

is lying unconscious
only at the centre point
of the first plot

| am attempting to forget
that a plot is waiting for me
like a bird perching

on the branch of a tree
The copy

earmarked for me,

its silent reading,

the apples growing

on that plot

and my favourite

wine goblet

are there only

| am denying

the I in me knowing
that my first plot

is like a butterfly
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flying in a blank paper

and a colourless dispersal

Returning home is very

necessary

To end where it began

is another plan

for birds returning

to their nests

and so also for the monkeys living in forests
Even then, | prefer remaining

as one who doesn't like to go back home.
My final plot is waiting

grabbing myths

| am still jumping

upon the first plot

| have come to like

living with cannibalistic devils

Pardon me!

| am a typo

Sri 04:42 | 12.01.2018 | Noida
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MiGraTiON

Leaving forests behind
wishing to live in the cities
birds hunted for a place

to build nests.

People began to perceive
birds made up as nomads.
The birds located their residences
in temples and tall buildings.
People attached the term
nomads to the feathers

and let the birds fly.

Day by day, the incidents
increased.

At that very moment,

148 A Decwsballabe Toams



heartbroken birds
landed on heads

like glass shards.

The next instant,

the birds left the cities
and reached forests.
One day,

they lay

as rofting dead bodies
in a disaster.

People became

long distance travellers

bound for forests.

Sri 08:551 19.01.2018 | Chennai
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REACHING THE SUMMIT

Doubts abound

about how the butterfly
flew up

to the mountain top.
How could a butterfly
reach a mountain high?
It's not an eagle-like bird
or, to say the least,

a member of the
sparrow species.
Someone must have
lowered the mountain
and placed the butterfly
on top.

If not,

the daughter must have
raised the butterfly

on to the summit.
That's the beauty why
the line drawing

has come out well.

Sri 09:52 | 20.01.2018 | Chennai
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TORTOISE AND THE HARE

A tortoise

drenched in the sandy vastness
foraging for food

gets dragged away

in the cruel claws

of an eagle

Before raising higher

Into the clouds and disappear

| pray for the tortoise

to fall down

My son is adamant

about preparing at the earliest
for a running race

between the tortoise and the hare
Else

his line drawing

may get dissolved

in the rain

Sri 09:56 | 28.12.2017 | Chennai
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SECRET PAIN

As all nights

turn yellow

and migrate

into my copy

the loneliness of the previous night
accidentally crashes into them
That loneliness had initiated

the story of a forest

through which

a secret pain

that sprouted all over the flesh

as trees with wide spread branches
occupied

Some apes residing with me

jump from the branches

to start reading my secret pain

all over the city

| run

with the colours of the night

into the loneliness of the previous night

Sri 22:38 | 29.12.2017 | Chennai
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A. Nasbulla born in periya Kinniya on 15 of
November 1974. he was educated in Arafa
maha vidyalayam Kurinchakkermy. he was a
very enthusiastic student in writing poems from
his school days. his enthusiasm has made him as
a modern poet right now ! '

Today poet A. Nasbullah is known well to his
readers. he has so far presented nine anthologies

and a collection of short stories.

The Indian famous weekly, "Aanatha vihaden "

~ also welcomes his modern poetries in order to

publish in their magazine. readers can
experience that poet A .Nasbullah how nicely
composing his poems through the modern way !

And this is why mister Sri N Srivatsa an Indian
writer has chosen A. Nasbullah's poems for
franslate in English. all the poems in this
anthology have been translated very beautifully.
as well as poet A, Nasbullah also has created his
poems with utmost elegance.

This is the first collection of modern poems

which was translated from Tamil to English
language by an Indain writer.

AM.M. Ali

Rs. 350/-

ISBN 9TH-4955-TIRI-(
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