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I’ve stood here politely  
A little away from metrical corners 
if some memories along with perspective try to enter 
I block them  It’s not wind or other things 
or requests judgements or an emptiness 
that has come before   I throw a fistful of dust 
at the map — especially wherever there’s rain — 
may it get drenched like us  
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I think of the act of listening  
It keeps changing according to each measure for hearing  
Stories and the chill  The onomatopoeic word for touch — khosh khosh 
A shiver in the nipple   the way an adolescent’s lips quiver 
as a measure for emptiness — I don’t know if there is any spark left 
  in the difficulty of our  daily practices 
But I keep pushing — almost as a ritual — a heap of stones beside rivers  
running alongside mountains  

I keep pushing the flow    I must breach the body  
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I knew of this impossible non-shadow 
of this unmoving temperature over an excessively golden stone 
in this new city  

Because it didn’t exist in the dictionary 
I didn’t know what this colourless light rushing through the window was called 
somebody’s shout — it was white in colour — rattled the windows in the morning  
We burst like firecrackers so easily    what else could we want 

I tame the word sujog    I break it 
stress the word jog   
With the names of those birds I have avoided learning 
I join the different names of 
bus-stops and flowers    
reserve some space for  
possibility — sombhabona — 
on the space between two lines  
 If you give this word a direction 
you will create a map  

I call it dharma  

sujog:	opportunity	
jog:	addi9on  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At old crossroads the blue voices 
called us out   is time folded  
into chocolate flowers 
We leave  touch glances back at us and  
moves towards a bindu on its body the freshness of a just-dead skin  
that shivers like a 15-year-old song  

It’s difficult to say if we can be glued to 
the thinner parts of an almost-broken dream  
But there’s one wish  

What happens to these broken shadows 
After we keep slipping our glasses break into terrible pieces 
where does our flesh and skin go 

Is it remade into something new 
Birth from water 
I pray for the flamboyance of a sharp arrowhead  
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I think of the body  I want to take a sallow  turquoise deity mix it with a 
dome and see the khaki colour of new thrills  Are you in my tongue or are 
you a moss-covered road   or are you the touch of a reader who felt a 
manuscript covered with dust   It is not that I am trying to explain 
something to myself before I gain complete knowledge over it  In fact  this 
discomfort is all   this tremor of a hummingbird  Yet  bending over for a 
body comes to my mind  a prolonged esraj  a durbari kānāḍā  why remain 
awake   Why will I not accept tremors after refusals 

I write aahong – the self   say  we will never know what truth or other dogs 
above us  do  just a couple of layers — it’s difficult to know if they are non-
related  I don’t know what lies over these non-evenings  I write that harsha 
does not just mean the salt from sweat   huge Islamic masonry structures  
maghreb  and the flight of vultures beside young women   

esraj:	musical	instrument	

durbari,	kānādā,	shree:	musical	ragas  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Between a cut and a dialectic is the neat line through a rustic widow’s head 
after she has parted her hair with a comb/ think of a type of writing whose 
seed is a sting into the flesh   is there still some place for an open field in 
that flesh  a field where you learn to ride cycles  Just a few paces away an 
adolescent girl will wait at a door  It’s May   can the syntax of letters written 
to transfix her   trick her by showing glittery clothes  bring back these 
punctuation marks  As this question elongates further a few more scratch 
marks sneak out of my mind  like 

a  

My hide  which cannot hold itself together any more  tries to grab 
something after it has succumbed to a tune  It succeeds  but it’s still unclear 
what it has grabbed  just these images: just before entering the 
underground train in a foreign country  the dark 6 am morning   a couple of 
thin young men are gathering papers which have been thrown away   in 
front of their drugged brains a couple of mannequins are being washed   
even if we don’t bring up the impotence of dolls  why do the brains of these 
young kids become such a musical notation 

b  

A squashed tin can / if you come to people like us you might find  apart 
from coarseness  some infinite glass and molten batteries  Those women 
who sit on top of a mountain of garbage  exchange stories of pickle-eating    
are they water bodies in mountains   In front of us  in this stony mist amidst 
the straightness of pine trees  who  I wonder  has left behind Raju + Shanta  
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In this way  we bring up friendships just as I am about to leave for a second  
I begin to believe that stillness is actually quite dependent on hurt  

In evenings spent with everyday cups  there is no animosity when you are not there  
Just a still oblique light falls on the song  

The body of a song means kneeling down  
Saluting a sunken language  the old city is a jukebox  

It’s just that heavy trucks keep walking over soft leaves 
now there’s not a sound after the rain  

These coffee Augusts are brushing against cats when we’re sitting  
lyrics which don’t come to an end  

In my surroundings  the deficiency of heat is building a pillar  
In a room full of accusations November rests its tongue  
On the stony side of the teeth  a metallic drool  
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I stand near a fleshy street  
The scales of October have become soft 
after they have  done the rounds of theism  

This cycle    this sudden leap    
riyaaz that remains awake after having surrounded  
the acoustics of words and  after seeing a silvery envelope  
new labours have become stupefied   
Is semicolon  then   raag shree   
What is this non-illusion on the body of a 7:30 evening   

I unveil these letters and the syntax  
A huge jungle has disappeared  
What would have happened if words and trees had not been beside each other   
I name the unexpectedness of this presence grammar  

riyaaz:	an	ethic	of	daily	prac9ce	in	the	Hindustani	classical	tradi9on 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