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Editorial

Perhaps only an editor understands the pain
of not being able to put it into words. So
once again | apologize for this uninten-
tional delay in publishing the magazine.
Standing outside the mainstream,
'Samantaral Bhabna'has always sought out
exceptional pens, championing free
thought in world linguistics—and this is-
sue is no different.

We publish the writings of international
writers and poets in their original lan-
guages. However, in this issue, consider-
ing the general readership, the English
translation of some poems was also kept
along with the original text.

I am grateful to poets and writers from all
over the world for freely sharing their
works with us.

Let's hope that this mutual bridge of world
literature will be stronger with your sin-
cere co-operation in the future as well. In
addition to the printed magazine, we regu-
larly publish literature in different lan-
guages on 'Samantral Bhabna's own
website, hopefully the readers will read
them with equal enthusiasm.

ot Al
25 May, 2023 Partha Acharya

Kolkata
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Article

©

Six months with him...

Debasish Dutta A
“what are you trying to do?” I e

was a little shocked to hear his
question. He himself had given
me the responsibility of this

work.
O
o
Novella

Rasgulla Vanished, Sanyal Sahab

(Translated from : ‘Rasgulla Gayab, Sanyal Sahab”)

Anindya Sanyal

...there was a rumour spreading throughout
the town at that time of some inmates
escaping some Mental Hospital. Sanyal Sahab
ignoring the rumour said, Let him enjoy his
freedom....

Articulo sobre mi arte

Chantal Rosengurt
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Khosiat Rustam
(Uzbekistan)

Khosiat Rustam was born in 1971 in the village of Olmos in the Chust district of Namangan
Province. She studied at the Journalism Faculty of the National University of Uzbekistan (1988-
1993) and at the University of Higher Literature (2001-2004).

She has been serving as editor-in-chief of the World of the Book newspaper since 2015. The
poetry books which published by Khosiat Rustam : Osmondagi uy (The House In The Sky)
(1997); Najot (Rescue) (2003); Rido (The mantle) (2004); Devor (Wall) (2006) August (2008);
Ishg’ol (Occupation) (2011); 40:0 (2011); Unutilgan yillar (Forgotten years) (2014); Yupanch
(Consolation) (2005); Bebosh bulutlar (Uncontrolled clouds) (2019)

What is more, several poetry books by Khosiat Rustam have been published in foreign lan-
guages and in other countries including: Ertasi yo’q kunlar (The days without tomorrow) (Pub-
lished in Turkey, translated into Turkish language by Bashir Oksuz (2008); Qorxung (Fear)
(Published in Azerbaijan, translated into Azerbaijani by Resmiya Sabir).(2009). Her books
have also been published in Kazakhstan, Columbia, Russia, USA and other countries in Kazakh,
Spanish, Russian, English, German and other languages.

Khosiat Rustam participated in several international poetry festivals and was a winner in the
international poetry festival in Thailand in 2018 for her creativity. She has translated poems by
Marina Tsvetaeva, Eugene Eutushenko, Anna Akhmatova, Boris Pasternak, Ramiz Rovshen,
Nigar Refibeyli, Riza Khalil, Neguib Fazil Kisakurak, Khusnu Daglarja and other Russian,
Turkish Azerbaijani poems from Russian, Azerbaijani, Turkish into Uzbek language.

Khosiat Rustam was awarded with the 'Shukhrat' ('Fame') medal in 2004 and is a member of the
Writers Union of Uzbekistan. She has been awarded with the international award of Azerbaijan
named after Mikail Mushfeek in 2015. She has also been a member of Writers Union of
Azerbaijan since 2019.

MEAET SR | 559 (113)



1.
Where did you go as so many years passed ?
Was life a long and bleak dream for you ?
Why couldn't you knock on my door

at the last —
Just once as you chanced to pass through?
I simply can't stay in this world any more.
I've put on my coat and I'm ready to go!
But you remain behind in my life as before —
Like a host seeing me off at the door for show.

2.

I am leaving the road of life right now.

I am merely an artist's tired sketch.

It maybe a bird, but it's on my brow,

Or perhaps my raw mother's milk made
me retch.

Who can I hate?

Who can I complain to?

Where in this moment should I be?

Is that why this poem is vulgar pain too?

And why it's utterly putrid... maybe?

3.

When I will come here again?

What will my visit mean?

I'm forever trembling with the strain
Like waves out on the seas...

If only I were scattered

Through this world's glittering sheen,
Like the tent of a roving Gipsy,

Like the characters in Chinese.

4.
The wind came by chance and left
again swiftly...
My window panes took a deep breath
and sighed.
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It was ambling down our passageway

carelessly,
But it tipped my fragile heart on its side.
Where would it take me, and to which street,
As it overturned my life of before?
Yet my fear dispersed like a mist at my feet.
And there was no trace of my past any more.
Oh how much I loved you that day!
The trees on the streets and the moon

saw it all!
Its long silvery beams were showing the way,
The Earth is deeper than me as I fall...
My mind was confused, my heart

was quivering

The window of my soul was blown open too.
But luckily, you were above me delivering
Luckily it was you... it was you...

3.

Sometimes the wind is cross
And turns the opposite way.

It rolls its eyes at a loss,

Like grapes turn through the day.
The dry leaves of a bird’s nest

In deep puddles decay.

Empty nuts fill the breast

Of autumn passing away.

6.
The dark, stormy sky has got darker still.
It’s impossible to see to the other side.
The entire world is now dark-filled;
Even your big house seems to hide.
It's long until dawn and the wind's
gusting high.
The dessicated leaves will not recover.
Until summer returns, the trees must rely
On the ground — the garden's autumn is over.



The moon is rising. Can I hold on though?
Maybe the moonlight will linger a while.
The oblivious moon has forgotten to go,
And hangs there baffled over your roof tiles.

7.

I want to shout and yet I stay quiet.

I'm forever retreating to the back of the stage.

But a tiny snowdrop shows no fright —

It's cracked through the soil for many an age.
How and where does it find the will?

It's not scared of rocks, wind nor rain.

Yet there are such heavy feet stlll

That can pound a head in the ground again.

I am burning. My heart's full of fire.
Doomsday is blazing in my soul's glass!

But please God, there is one thing I desire:
To have at least the strength of grass.

8.

A tongue alone cannot endure,

It just can never behave.

It is quite impossible to keep pure
All the voices the universe gave.
Fields and steppes may run amok,
But the stone sleeps calmly through.
And trees keep their steady stock
Against the wind's tattoo.

9.
You're staring! Did you have

something to say?
I see your shadow on the floor in front of me.
Your light comes through my window

anyway—

No matter how hard you try, I can still see.
It’s like this each day: from the dawn skies,
Before the early breeze starts to arise,

Without hesitation, the thick-faced sun
Touches each of my windows one by one.
The gardens give all their love out

To the whole world roundabout.

But that stain from the sun will remain

In my carefully cleaned windowpane.

10.

The wind can't shift the Earth from its place,
A hurricane can't stop the sea.

And Life! For all your famous face,
You won't find killing so easy.
Lightning cannot smash the sky.
Autumn can't uproot trees.

My head is on the block, oh my —
Face to face with its decease.

You looked harmless from outside.
Are we that different, do you think?
But don't go drowning in the tide —
A cold fish can't drown or sink.
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Sherzod Artikov was born in 1985 in the
city of Marghilan of Uzbekistan. He

graduated from Fergana Polytechnic
institute in 2005. He was one of the
winners of the national literary contest
‘My Pearl Region’ in the direction of
prose in 2019. In 2020, his first
authorship book ‘The Autumn’s
Symphony’ was published in Uzbekistan
by publishing house ‘Yangi Asr Avlodi’.
In 2021, his works were published in the
anthology books called “World Writers’
in Bangladesh, ‘Asia sings’ and
‘Mediterranean Waves’ in Egypt,
‘Emerging horizons’ in India, ‘Healing
through verses’ in Canada in English
language and his authorship book ‘The
autumn’s symphony’ was published in
Spanish and English in Cuba by Argos

Iberoamericana Publishing House.
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Sherzod Artikov
(Uzbekistan)

The Spring

I like the autumn

I like the golden look of it

I like the smell of the leaves

The cold rains with a sour taste
And thick mists with a sad sigh.
Now it is springtime outside

It rustles as if dancing

A soft wind blows from the south
Passerby pass with a smile on their faces
The abricos tree is blooming madly.
I sit in front of the window like this:
From morning till evening serenely
With a cough on my throat

With a pain in my stomach

With a cup of hot coffee

And a book by Garsia Marquez in my hands.

Sometimes I glance longingly
To nature, to people, to everyone

And mutter “ oh, where are you my autumn?”

But instead of answer
The cheerful spring again
Makes a rustling noise there.



Life without principle

I live without principle

Without any instructions whatsoever
Without goddamn idols

Without authorities like God.

My life is so simple:

I get up in the early morning

Run for losing the weight

Taking up boxing in the yard

With an uncomfortably hanging bag.
Then I dress reluctantly before breakfast
And in it I drink hot tea or coffee
Enjoying it fleetingly by closing eyes.
Then with an old-fashioned diplomat
I rush off to a bloody job

That tires me out

That poisons my soul

That makes me a painful puppet.
Also in evening without any change
Do like what I did in the morning
Run for losing the weight

Taking up boxing in the yard

And do not forget about tea or coffee.
The same...

Only one change

Before going to bed

I reluctantly get undress instead of dressing.

Cortazar’s Tomb

The great one‘s ashes rest here

In the cemetery of vain Paris.
Among strangers a lonely tomb

As if staring into the horizon sadly.
From here impossible it is

To see kindly land of Argentine
The homeland where he was born

The homeland where was spent
His childhood and adolescence.
No, you can not see it,

Can not see it at all, painful tomb
It‘s as obvious as

Two and two is equal to four.
But, a stubborn grave

Does not want to admit it

And it‘s capricious claiming

To the gray clouds

To a half-naked trees

That beyond the horizon shines
The radiant smile of the motherland.

Sky’s tears

Ruined and broken

Land of Palestine

Day and night

Under the bombs.

Blood flows like a river

Poisoned life of people

Dying children, old men

Dying fathers, mothers and sons.
Families are being destroyed
Houses, walls are being crumled
Nature is being terrified.

But, the world is silent

The Mankind is silent

The God is silent.

Maybe cries only the sky

Because of the cruelty of humanity
Carrying a complaint against them
Or being angry at their silence.
Maybe cries only the sky

Who caught in deep shock
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Whispering in the company of Earth
Turning whose tears into the rain.
Maybe cries only the sky

For being not able to understand

In spite of the endless thoughts:
Why so bloodily killing each other
Brothers who in one land were born.

A Letter to Marquez

Teacher,

I pray for your homeland!

Now there reigns

Chaos, turmoil, bloodshed.

A threat to peace grows

Human rights are being destroyed
Justice disappeared.

Your Macondo weeps

Where you’re safe and comfortable
Lived in past with a brunette Mercedes.
Where you wrote the fabulous Buendia family
And described the formidable Patriarch.
Your Makondo weeps

Where you breathed the fresh air
Opening the window in the early morning
Waiting for the sun on the windowsill
With a cup of coffee in your hand.

You Macondo weeps Master

Where you sang a serenade

Cheerfully with a smile on your lips.
Danced the tango, played tirelessly
With a glass of bitter tequila

Wearing a big branded hat.
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Alina Velazco-Ramos
(Mexico)

Writer, Poet, Journalist and Cultural Manager. Studied her major in Literature Creation from
the National Institute of Fine Arts and has been present in lectures in multiple forums across
México, Colombia, Chile, Brazil, Romania and India.

Honorable Mention in Poetry genre of the “XLIV International Poetry and Narrative Contest
Audiobook Voices of Today, 2015”, Argentina. Finalist in the contest “The Tenth is a Tree” of
the Arts and Crafts Museum of Santa Clara, Cuba. Honorable Mention in the “V Edition of the
International Poetry Contest 2018 of Altino”, Italy. Has served as a jury in various literary
competitions.

Translated into Romanian, English, Italian and Portuguese; published in México, Chile,
Romania, Basque Country, Dominican Republic, Colombia, Spain, Peru, Argentina, Cuba,

United States, Bolivia, Canada, Italy, Honduras, Brazil and India.

1.

Haré poesia en tu piel.

Te escribiré en cada centimetro.

Vendaré tus ojos para que,

a ciegas,

nos sientas por completo

ami y al poema que surgira de nuestro encuentro.
Mis besos te erizaran recorriéndote

con una lentitud non sancta

hasta llegar a lo erégeno de tu entrepierna.

Y mi lengua continuara escribiendo poemas en ti,
para nosotros.
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1. (translation)

I will make poetry on your skin.

I will write you on every inch.

I will blindfold your eyes so that,

blindly,

feel us completely

me and the poem that will emerge from our meeting.
My kisses will bristle you, going through you

with unholy slowness

until you reach the erogenous part of your crotch.
And my tongue will continue to write poems on you,
forus.

2.

Me seduces con tu voz y me desnudas con esa forma que tienes de mirarme.
Llegas al centro de mi alma

cada vez que pronuncias la certera frase que destroza mi coraza

y te metes al fondo de mi libido

con tan solo un movimiento silencioso, licencioso de tu lengua.

Aun tu piel no se ha acercado a la mia y ya me conviertes en agua.

Cada noche.

Religiosa pero profanamente.

En el ritual que me transforma en pecado

y me santifica las vidas en que hemos coincidido,

que libera la que tengo

y me redime de las que debia regresar pero ya no tendré que volver a ser/estar.
Anbhelo tu abrazo y fundirme en tu pecho.

Y resguardarme de todo porque,

ahora lo sé de cierto, que es tu corazéon mi lugar seguro.

El que no me permitira ser alcanzada por mis demonios,

aunque me entregara sin pudor a la lascivia de los tuyo.

Me seduces todo tu:

tus palabras, tus miradas, tus actitudes y tus movimientos

y esa forma tan especial que tienes de sonreir

cada vez que la melodia termina y tu voz se queda en silencio.

Y me seduce atn mas el cerrar los ojos y sentir tu abrazo al final de nuestro abraso.
En ese instante en que nuestros demonios suspiren

gimiendo por un poco mas de piel con piel.

agradeciendo la paz que les brindamos en esos segundos en los que

calman su sed y pueden conocer la castidad del amor que t y yo nos profesamos.
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2. (translation)

You seduce me with your voice and undress me with that way you look at me.

You reach the center of my soul

every time you utter the accurate phrase that destroys my shell

and you get to the bottom of my libido

with just a silent, licentious movement of your tongue.

Your skin has not yet come close to mine and you already turn me into water.

Each night.

Religiously but profanely.

In the ritual that transforms me into sin

and sanctifies the lives in which we have coincided,

that frees the one that [ have

and it redeems me from those that I had to return but I will no longer have to be / be again.
I long for your embrace and melt into your chest.

And protect me from everything because,

Now I know for sure, that your heart is my safe place.

The one who will not allow me to be reached by my demons,

although he will deliver me shamelessly to the lasciviousness of yours.

You seduce me all:

your words, your looks, your attitudes and your movements

and that special way you have to smile

every time the melody ends and your voice falls silent.

And I am even more seduced by closing my eyes and feeling your embrace at the end of our
embrace.

In that instant when our demons sigh

moaning for a little more skin to skin.

thanking the peace that we offer them in those seconds in which

they quench their thirst and they can know the chastity of the love that you and I profess.

3.

Suena el despertador,

a tientas lo busco para llevarlo a un lugar comun:

esos 5 minutos mas que todos ansiamos.

Cuando ya no puedo postergar el despertarme por completo,
los abro y lo primero que me encuentro son los tuyos.

Y se que es la sefial de que mi dia ird mejor que nunca.

Los adoro con una fascinacidn extrafia.

Confieso que desde el momento en que los conoci los amé.
Por estar llenos de amor y de justicia por el mundo.
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Y por el modo en que sonrien a la vez que hablas de tus pasiones.
Por la impudicia con la que se vuelven agua,

sin importar nada mas que dejar ir los sentimientos que los rebasan.
Porque encuentran la belleza en la enorme complejidad de la luna
y en las cosas breves, casi insignificantes,

como el alma que se contiene en mi cuerpo,

0 en mi sexo que se contrae ante una palabra tuya.

Y por como me ven cada noche al volver del trabajo:

con un tipo de lujuria casta o una casta lujuria,

porque a pesar de todo, me permiten ser,

mas que hermosa. Perfecta para ti.

3. (translation)

The alarm sounds,

I grope for it to bring it to a common place:

those 5 more minutes we all crave.

When I can no longer put off waking up completely,

I open them and the first thing I find are yours.

And I know that it is the sign that my day will go better than ever.

I adore them with a strange fascination.

I confess that from the moment I met them I loved them.

For being full of love and justice for the world.

And by the way they smile while you talk about your passions.
Because of the impudence with which they turn into water,

without caring about anything other than letting go of the feelings that exceed them.
Because they find beauty in the enormous complexity of the moon
and in brief, almost insignificant things,

like the soul that is contained in my body,

or in my sex that contracts at your word.

And for how they see me every night when I come home from work:
With a kind of chaste lust or a chaste lust,

because despite everything, they allow me to be,

more than beautiful. Perfect for you.
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4,

Deseo recuperar la libertad en tu abrazo,

que me lleves al orden al que no sé por donde comenzar.
Aprender de tu sabiduria y seguirte

en la paz de los siglos que ya no necesitaba vivir.

Recobrar el amor, resurgir. Ya no estar oculta.

Reencontrarme con ese sitio tuyo que me enloquece,

con la claridad de los sentimientos que me inundan

cada vez que me veo en tu alma.

Ansio tomar nuevamente el papiro

y decorarlo por ambos lados, pero que mis letras nunca sean tuyas.
Para que permanezcas junto a mi

la eternidad que necesito para hablarte del amor que me produces.

4. (translation)

I wish to recover freedom in your embrace,

that you take me to the order that I don’t know where to start.
Learn from your wisdom and follow you

in the peace of the centuries that no longer needed to live.
Recover love, resurface. No longer be hidden.

Find myself again with that place of yours that drives me crazy,
with the clarity of the feelings that flood me

every time I see myself in your soul.

I long to take the papyrus again

and decorate it on both sides, but may my letters never be yours.
For you to stay with me

the eternity I need to talk to you about the love you give me.

5. ]
Hoy hubo luna llena g
y como cada noche en que es asi .

sali a cantarle. A rendirle tributo. f—

Aunque esta vez fue diferente.

S~

\\_
S aw ey
Le pedi qué me licantropo regresara, V’ \ {/ Y/ (/ N

pero no fue asi. V/ )// / \ 3
El pas6 la noche con su manada verdadera \) ¢
y con el despertar del embrujo,

mi voz perdi6 los motivos para volver a sonar.
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5. (translation)

Today there was a full moon
and like every night that is like this
I went out to sing to her. To pay tribute.

Although this time was different.

I asked him that I was a lycanthrope to return,

but it was not like that. p

He spent the night with his true pack :
and with the awakening of the spell,

my voice lost the reasons to sound again. ;7/\—\

Te Encontre

Te encontré en una tarde de invierno.
Entre el frio y el anhelo

de alguien que me diera amor.

Te encontré en la tarde invernal, '
entre el invierno de Vivaldi y una taza de té egipcio.

Te escuché como una sonata lenta. '

Senti tu ritmo y tus notas dentro de mi cabeza. k

Te vi en los dedos del pianista y en la mano del director.

T eres mi musica.
Me dejas volar contigo en las notas musicales.

Eres mi flauta.
Cuando te toco con mis labios, escucho tu musica del amor.

Eres mi arpa.
Cuando mis dedos te tocan,
produces hermosos sonidos que me hacen feliz.

Tu eres mi piano.
Cuando mi alma te toca, haces realidad nuestra amorosa sinfonia.

Me encanta nuestra sinfonia.

Caliente.

Humeda.

Llena de color y plena de sentimientos.

Transformas mi invierno en primavera solo con tu voz...
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La sinfonia caliente y himeda comienza lento.
Y llega hasta el rapido finale.
de tu sentimiento y el mio.

I Found You

I found you on a winter afternoon.
Between the cold and the longing
Of someone who would give me love

I found you in the winter afternoon
between Vivaldi’s winter and a cup of Egyptian tea.

I heard you like a slow sonata.
I felt your rhythm and your notes inside my head.

I saw you in the fingers of the pianist and in the hand of the conductor.

You are my music.
You let me fly with you on the musical notes.

You are my flute.
When I touch you with my lips, I listen to your music of love.

You are my harp.
When my fingers touch you
you produce beautiful sounds that make me happy.

You are my piano.
When my soul touches you, you make our loving symphony come true.

I love our symphony.

Hot.

Damp

Full of color and full of feelings.

You transform my winter into spring just with your voice...

The hot and humid symphony starts out slow. t\ o
And it goes to the fast finale.
of your feeling and mine.
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Tania Martinez Suarez
(Mexico)

Licenciada en Ciencias de la Comunicacion (énfasis en Estudios Multiculturales) por la
Universidad Auténoma del Estado de Hidalgo, trabajo en la misma Universidad desde
hace 12 afios, laboré en el Centro de Educacion Continua y a Distancia y actualmente
colaboro en el Sistema Universitario de Medios Auténomos; soy escritora y gestora cultural.
Formo parte del Circulo de Escritoras Margarita Michelena ysoy parte de la mesa directiva
de la Academia Nacional de Poesia capitulo Hidalgo de la Ilustre Benemérita Sociedad
Mexicana de Geografia y Estadistica de México. Mi trabajo literario de encuentra publicado
en diversas plataformas digitales, asi como compilado en diversas Antologias fisicas y
digitales.

Mi primer poemario unipersonal se encuentra en proceso de edicion.

Bioma desértico

El viento

Y la lluvia, /\

La lluvia y el viento, f
Se arrojan sobre el concreto, 6\
Debajo de este la tierra que clama, C

Y los pasos,

los dias en el calendario,

El tiempo es inexacto y precario,

El polvo del viento se disuelve en el agua.

La lluvia no llega, no llegan las lagrimas, Q/\
El viento revuelve las ideas, a

El viento
Y la lluvia,
La lluvia y el viento.
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El viento
Y la lluvia,
La lluvia y el viento.

La vida va ligera, los pesados somos los humanos

Hay una gracia sutil en las personas que pueden afrontar sus dias con calma,
Con paciencia y tranquilidad,

Todos tenemos problemas...

Pero esa fiereza de quienes los asumen con sosiego

Es de un valor indescriptible,

Lo mas facil es llorar,

Es montar en colera contra todo y contra todos,

Eso es sencillo...

Pero quien toma entre sus manos la posibilidad la templanza puede sin duda ver con claridad.

Es un regalo maravilloso mirar a traves de una dificultad,
No enfrascarse en una discusion,

No reaccionar ante quien nos provoca,

Y simplemente continuar ti camino.

No siempre lo entendi asi,

Mi respuesta muchas veces ha sido retadora,

He vociferado malas palabras,

Y reaccionado mal ante las circunstancias,

Sobre todo cuando el resultado no es el que esperaba,
Sobre todo cuando me agredieron,

O insultaron a quien amo.

No siempre pude voltear con una sonrisa en el rostro,
Y alejarme serena de una mala situacion.

No siempre quise hacerlo asi,
No siempre pude,
Pero mi corazon de alegra de hacerlo ahora.

No hay una pelea que resulte necesaria,

Para que salga de mi.

No busco la furia como halito de vida,

Encontré en el amor la sustancia inocua,

No tengo ganas de pelar.

Vivir es de lo que se trata, eso es 1o mas importante.

Imprecatoria

Una hoja en blanco es mi corazon,
una hoja seca que pende de un arbol...
se resiste a caer,
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se resiste a morir en el lecho de un tronco podrido.

Una nube es mi corazon,

que navega en el cielo negro de los que no quieren recordar,
que brinca de cielo en cielo buscando encontrarte,

las nubes tienen primera fila en el espectaculo del sol,

al presenciar como se nace y se muere todos los dias.

Una flor es mi corazodn,

con filamentos amarrados al suelo,

buscando el calor del astro rey y el consuelo del mundo,
mis pétalos exclamaciones para llegar a ti,

en lo efimero de mi vida radica su belleza.

Periplo

Y si un agujero negro me tragara hoy? C

podria volver a comenzar todo de nuevo, /_\Q]
reinventarme, Q
confabularia rituales nuevos, ( C,/ /_\

palabras nuevas, /\\)\
olvidaria todo lo que conozco,

lo que me es importante o necesario,

me olvidaria hasta de mi,
y la idea que tengo de lo que soy.

Si hoy un agujero negro me tragara ,

seria otra,

quiza no seria humana, o mujer,

seria una ave diminuta de alas rojas y cresta amarilla,
seria un bosque enclavado en la orilla de un desierto ,
para mirar como las dunas caminan por las noches y llegan al mar,
seria el viento que recorre las ciudades

pero siempre vuelve a los campos en donde nace,
seria una aparicion,

un remolino,

un jardin de alcatraces,

seria un rumor que alguien mantiene vivo.

Si hoy un agujero negro me tragatra,

tal vez volveria a ser yo,

pero habiendo conocido todo esto que enumero,
seria yo, pero seria distinta,

como cuando tomas un largo viaje

y luego tienes los recuerdos intactos en tu memoria.
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Ninfa

Su cabello era un rio,

Castafio vaivén le cubria la espalda,

No hacia falta peinarlo demasiado,

O someterlo a la tortura de las pinzas y las pistolas,
Bastaba con que sus dedos

invocaran una silenciosa danza,

Y los cabellos cedian a su hechizo.

En ese rio queria bafiarse cualquiera,
Era tal la sensacion de frescura,

De ligereza y

Que a su paso la rondaban los suspiros,
Y algunas extrafias proposiciones.

Prometeo

Era hermoso,

era un chico con los dientes perfectos
y ojos brillantes que me ensordecian,
era alto,

de piel blanca,

con mejillas sonrojadas cuando reia,
era perfecto,

a sus 27 afios era un adonis que no sabia que lo era,

yo veia el movimiento de sus pies mientras pensaba,

mientras elucubraba una historia para contar,
veia sus manos como se hundian en su cabeza

como buscando ideas escondidas entre el negro mar en su cabeza,

lo veia morder el lapicero,

jugar con él entre sus dedos,

y mi pelvis queria ir hacia sus brazos,

y mi corazon apurado buscaba su encuentro,
disfrutaba mucho mirarlo,

en suefos lo encontré mientras bailabamos juntos,
me dijo que no podia prometerme amor,

porque desde hace meses me amaba ya,

asi... en silencio

y con la certidumbre que da un imposible,

aun cuando lo tienes de frente,

aun cuando le has dicho todo,

desperté del suefio y hoy no he querido ni mirarlo.
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Corina Oproae
(Spain)

Corina Oproae (Romania, 1973) is a poet and translator who lives in Barcelona and writes in
Spanish and Catalan. The Romanian versions of her poetry collections stand somewhere
between translation and recreation.Herpoetry books in Spanish are:Mil y unamuertes
[A thousand and one death](2016), Intermitencias [Intermittencies] (2018), Tempranaeternidad
[Early eternity],which is a personal anthology published in Colombia in 2019 and
Desdedondeamar[ Where to love from](2021). In Catalan she has written La ma que tremola[The
hand that trembles](2020).She has translated many Romanian poets such as Marin Sorescu,
Ana Blandiana, Lucian Blaga, GelluNaum, Dinu Flamand, Ioan Es. Pop. From English, she
has translated Red Bird, by American poet Mary Oliver. She is the author of the anthology of
contemporary Catalan poetry published in Colombia, La hora indefensa (2021) and of an
Anthology of Romanian poetry in the 20" century (2022). Some of her poems have been
translated into Czech, Italian, Serbian, Slovakian, Swedish, French, English, Portuguese, Arabic,
Hebrew and Bengali.

El Jardinero Que Vuelve De La Muerte

“Nuestra especie ha dejado el Jardin hace mucho tiempo:
queda el Jardinero que vuelve de la muerte.”

Pascal Quignard
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L
Caminas

y queda atras el verde

aplastado en cada paso

la hierba preparada para soportar
el peso de otro cuerpo

eres el jardinero
que recoge las hojas
en el jardin de la muerte

II.

Enel jardin de la muerte
se hablan tu lengua

las viboras muerden
la mano abierta
de las palabras

I

Delas palabras
brotan flores que se marchitan
en el vientre de la madre

Iv.

Enel vientre de la madre
bailan lunas rotas
reminiscencias fugaces
de la primera danza

en la muerte
el deseo es una sombraque devora
la ausencia

V.
Laausencia

aquel viento
que danza
intrépido
y ahuyenta
los recuerdos

VL

Losrecuerdos
se clavan en tus ojos
por dentro

como vidrios finos
yalargados
penetran tus pupilas

a veces
la felicidad

es una herida
invisible b(}_/ O

Invisible

en tus o0jos

el miedo que paraliza al ciervo
antes de la huida

efimero ancoraje
en una geografia
que siempre ansias

bajo tu piel  pajaros
latidos imperceptibles
que arrancan los pétalos
de las flores
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VIII.

Delas flores
aprendes la muerte
si cierras los parpados

y la vida
si los abres

el padre

€s un cerezo
olvidado en el jardin
donde caminas

IX.
Caminas
y el Amor

el Amor

esta a salvo

dentro del corazén

del jardinero que vuelve de la muerte

HAY ciervos en mi suefio

sus 0jos

guardianes del miedo

rastrean los bosques extraviados
dentro de mis pupilas

hablan

todas las lenguas

que alguna vez he sabido

y yo los entiendo

y me regocijo

cuando el caos se me hace cosmos

desde donde amar

desde un lugar de aire y luz

que solo existe en la memoria

desde una infancia imaginada

que palpita dentro de este suefio

como el movimiento inalcanzable de una
estrella
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las palabras
duermen en mi garganta
un suefio superfluo

desde donde escribir

desde aquel verso incierto

que al leer dejé de serme ajena
desde antes de cualquier comienzo
sin comienzo

porque jamas tuve un primer amor
porque jamas escribi un primer verso

EN este suefio

tengo muchos nombres

Sylvia Ana Anne Alejandra Marina Maria
Anise Olga Wis*awa Juana

todo lo que sé

es que soy mujer

hay también arboles
en mi sueno
las palabras son raices
y ramas y hojas
soy vertical
soy savia que sube
desde la raiz
hasta la copa del arbol
que sale del suefio
y encuentra su lugar en el mundo
aqui
soy la mujer-palabra
hija de todas mis madres
reina de este reino
escribo poemas himnos letanias
poemas que nacen
de todos los nombres
y de todos los suefios
hilos que tejen la vida
hilos que rigen la muerte

leyendo a Cecilia Meireles

UNA nifia flota hermosa en el agua de mi
pensamiento

que discurre fragmentado

en silencio



su belleza me atraviesa como una espada

su belleza no esta en el ojo que mira
esta encerrada en si misma
es altiva e indiferente

no puedo escapar
su mirada hipnotica
me atrapa y me culpa

una nifa flota hermosa entre

la muerte y la vida
no hay ninguna rama de sauce rota
hay so6lo el engafio en la esperanza
esta armonia tan simple que repele el grito
que aniquila el instinto

finjo que entiendo la muerte
finjo que estoy a salvo

una cortina transparente me aisla
la nifia la traspasa lentamente

se levanta de su lecho y baila

ahi donde acaba el sufrimiento
comienza otra cosa
que no tiene nombre
una danza efimera como una flor
se abre en mi 0jo

es demasiado tarde pedir que esta muerte
no se me haga poema

ya sé que solo se esta a salvo en la palabra

ME detengo

en medio del camino

y palpo

mi cuerpo exiliado

ese no saberme bastante

ese extravio entre lenguas
entre lenguajes

rescato mi verdad

y reconozco mi mascara

lo que en el cuerpo se aprende
ya no se olvida

NO es ni helecho ni zarzamora
la muerte

elijo la vida lenta

esta vez

el sosegado envejecer del arbol

que tengo delante

y que ahora me sostiene

el camino infinito

hacia el mar que vi por primera vez
aquellas montafias gigantes desplomadas
en un cambio de estado de inmensidad

y el lento sumergir de mi ser

en un coro antiguo de aguas

lagrimas

que se mezclan con la sal

y se vuelven plegarias

reminiscentes caricias de la diosa petrificada
dentro de mi primer suefio

elijo la vida lenta

esta vez

ignorar que el arbol siempre reverdece
sofiar dentro de este mismo suefio

rezar en octosilabos que encierran el sentido
ultimo del mundo

y curan para siempre todas las heridas
olvidar a la madre

olvidar al padre

mas sinser huérfana

sentirme hija madre diosa hermana hada bruja
mas alla de la vida

mas alla de la muerte

que no es ni helecho ni zarzamora
sino oscuridad y caverna

circulo y esfera

de nuevo y siempre

fulgor destello luz
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Melita Meli Ratkovic is a famous

poet and writer from Serbia. She is
equally popular in children's litera-
ture. Professionally, she is the literary
ambassador of Brazil and Serbia.
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Melita Mely Ratkovic
(Serbia)

\ ..
Hello Blue Bird @ \

without shackles and cages in peace

In deep space l\_ﬁ\[b

you build your nest,

you live, you fly, you dream, you sing.

Infidelity in people scares you,

they don't know that paradise rests in you.

When they see you, they shoot you in the wings.

You are prey for them, they don't know anything else.

And you spread love with a song,

you carry the angel's message with you.
You come early at dawn, sleepy one

you wake up. Even the sky is not the limit,

what can a little blue bird do,

faith is your ally, early dawn

companion. If only people would

had they known, they would never have shot at you.



Julia Piera

ARDE. LA LLAMA DE LA LENGUA te
ensefi6 toda su historia. El dique, la bahia rota,
rompiente. El deseo del mar, que disminuye y
que crece. Sus viajes. Tu ojo clavado alli,
intoxicado, entre la red de atrapar mareas y el
anzu elo azul.

Fragil como fotografo calzado de goma que
persigue su imagen en la bahia. El agua se corta
y se aleja. Haz que empiece una vez mas y
levantas el sortilegio. La mezcla. Las serpientes
rojas, los caracoles verdes que mueven tu pelo,
los lagartos amarillos y agiles y ta los intentas
cazar cuando saltan.

BIENVENIDA. TU AUSENCIA, tu silencio en
mi, los afios de cactus uno a uno. La infancia de
maiz. Subes, me alcanzas, me envuelves de
mirra y bruma y lentamente recreas mis piernas.
Tu molde es la region entre mi vientre y tus
huesos. Perforas lava, hierves vértigos, flotas.
Si fuéramos seres ingravidos arderian nuestros
ojos, el blanco, el barro, la velocidad...

Chillan las nécoras. Cero otra vez. Tus manos
saben, silban. Quien deseas es tu piel ;qué
forma tiene? ;Qué queda ahora? Tu o yo, mas
cerca dentro. Copular con el mar para

engendrar un museo de esferas borrachas.

(Spain)

AUMENTA EL ATARDECER
Y EMERGE LA CORDURA

en un plano de desechos.
Vuelven las manzanas de oro

a endulzar nuestras camas
junto a las mareas,

se borran los cielos de alquitran
y el olor a moluscos cadaver.
Hay alas limpias.

Calmas.

Distancia expon
para esculpir ufias nacaradas
donde no habia dedos. Dame
tu despacio,
ofrécete un rumor o ruido claro,
labios, olas al envés.
Proctratearterias

resinas afluentes caudal,
crespones expon de hueso
sobre llaves abrazos margen,
reinventa marfil
preferidos nudos musculos blancos,
sien.
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Mas dame un alma,

caida de imperfeccion suficiente,
rotacion de luces,

un alma no animal,

azalea, corona, almendra, maiz

Y TE FIGURAS

perfil sin definicion
apareces roce

bruma y contorno,

roce racimo, acanto,

mas ti que nunca ta
surgen razon y contenido.

Y te figuras,

no hay lagrima u onda que abarque
ni imagen frente habil

ni llanto espectro

para acoger silueta tan breve
silueta acaso tl

si te toco
te asumo asombro en dos manos

y te presentas

“palma en mi palma”- dices-
permanece al fin

linea vida

erguida como un suspiro
codo al agua,

Amor.

Y te figuras
palmas, yemas de miel
From : B de Boston
(Papeles de Trasmoz, Olifante, 2019)
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A Maria Victoria Atencia

Y ABRE UN TEXTO

Unos acordes de guitarra clasica, suaves

y precisos, se escuchan en la cubierta del
transatlantico. Subimos la escalera atraidas
por la musica. Las notas huelen a mar,

a viento, a sales. Acariciamos el perfil

de las caracolas, las olivinas que la poeta
consagrada nos entrega en su diminuto
estuche de coral. Refulgen.

Llevamos a nuestro lado las estelas
bioluminescentes,

el arpa hundida en la maleta, un reloj
amarillo, un cuerpo a tierra que mi
hermana y yo tuvimos que expatriar. Pero
todo empieza a perder peso cuando

el Atlantico extiende su mapa.

Ya cantan los corales y la guitarra nos avisa:
azul, ahora, vuela.
From: Puerto Rico Digital (Bartleby, 2009)

“este es un estado desgraciado”,

cuando nos persiguen las ratas buscamos el
origen

de un origen inexistente de origen

Pierde su pasaporte

azul, maduro, cae

al fondo de una isla

con el ruido de su cuerpo pagina
ombligo pinchado henchido

de insertar tinta y arena

a chascas de sol

en su agujero-carne

loca.

“huele a hierro,
loca,
el cuerpo pagina”



Isla en corte leucocito
caer y rodar
“loca, t4 si...”
coagulo de documento
por la pendiente

Y asi comienza de nuevo

con la politica del miedo sobre los hombros
dientes sudorosos de rabia

un pecho hecho esgrima de llanto

entre basuras, screen,

cumulos stiicubos de basuras...

el terror con un cursor en la manito quemada
salvapantallas, multietnias

“personalizadas”, por ella,

ante un balcon blanco
de rejas y pitas

saltalab.,
gladiola digital,

y en algo inmenso
se sumerge.

Akelarre a la clara mafiana

una tras una las fotos de sus conquistas
extraidas del cofre tristrastristras

como fuegos fatuos:

“haciamos listas de nombres

con todas las que nos tirabamos”.

Vocabulario de b., sonrisas de carne

en proyeccion inmortalizada. A sorbos,
como en escenas (cultural particularism)
de Kusturica tropical

absorbe sus huesos entre dientes de oro
cubano.

Bilingiiismo a mordiscos,
filtro de huracan postcolonial,
salamandra a uflas de café,

con lapiz rojo escribe “corazén” en un muslo.
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Angela Escobar Clarimonda cursé el

diplomado de creacion literaria en la
Sociedad General de Escritores
Mexicanos (SOGEM) Es actriz, escritora
y cineasta. Ha publicado en diversas
revistas electronicas tanto como en papel
cuento y poesia. Publico su primer libro
de poesia con el titulo: Debajo de mis
venas silenciosas. Fue ganadora en la
convocatoria “Historias del t¢” por la
Compaiiia Nacional de Teatro de México.
Ha sido publicada en paises como
Argentina, Francia, Grecia, Espafia y
Alemania. Fue ganadora del VI festival
Urgen Musas.
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Zapatillas Rojas Sin
Tiempo (Mexico)

Salvame de mis alas sin aliento,

camino por los cielos que tiemblan
tiemblan.

Cimbran mis pétalos sin llave, sin aliento.

Salvame del tiempo que como ola furiosa
navega en tu saliva de remolino.

Salvame de la enfermedad del deseo,
mientras el reloj, abraza mis zapatillas
rojas de arcoiris.

Libérame de mis muertes
enredadas en mi espalda
y las montafias de fuego
que brotan de mi cabello.

Libérame de las agudas
letras de tu nombre, mi hombre
tu nombre.

Desatame del cielo y el inframundo
del que tiemblan mis piernas
asustadas de vino,

vino de sangre amancillada.
Libérame de mi garganta

al pronunciar tu nombre

que explota en el cuerpo de mi voz.



Yo soy agua

el fuego se incendia entre mis mares
en tu pecho se esconden tesoros,
tesoros que nunca buscamos

entre mandalas mal escritos.

Soélo eres una fotografia
fotografia que jamas
el tiempo
capturo.

Junio, obituario de nuestros cuerpos

Junio, florece en tus ojos de atardecer,
inquietos mis pensamientos yacen difuntos,
manjar de tu constelacion: palida

expuesta a mi jardin lleno de rosas en la mar.

Nifios que florecen de nuestras olas

en la proa que ta gobiernas,

zozobra del minutero que tiembla de nuestras manos.
Al fin, la luna nos abraza con su cuello cantando
rodeando tu espalda de naufrago

en tu desierto, destino de miel.

Llama abrasiva en mi adorable primavera
alma mia, eres el espiritu de mi cuerpo de estatua que
nada y nada muriendo en el otofio de nuestra voz.

Obituarios de nuestros cuerpos

jadeando en la tumba de un solo corazén,
unidos en el embarcadero oscuro de un rock,
ladrén de frutos liricos

imagino tu voz débil de musica

iAHHHH! Y el estruendo de tu tormenta de
nuestros cuerpos de fuego hundidos en la mar.

Primavera

Luminoso sol W/\
bafia la madre tierra _ ~
g

vivo preludio.

iy

e
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Samhain

La noche fria
abrigo de otofio
estrellas fijas.

Noches blancas

Sol reluciente
en el manto nocturno
luna ausente.

Ditirambo

Lauva crece

vino de sangre santa
inmortalidad.

Ella que en la nada
A Alejandra Pizarnik

Entre ella y yo hay una delgada fisura,
camaraderia amarga,

entre el juego del recuerdo y la memoria.

Ella con el cigarrillo de sol puesto entre sus labios,
sosteniendo nubes.

Ella que en la nada,
el viento muere en su herida
y, la noche mendiga su sangre.

Yo costuro las lineas del tiempo,
en nocturno despertares.
Sefior.
He consumado mi vida en un instante,
La ultima inocencia estallo,
ahora es nunca o jamads,
o simplemente fue.
¢ Como no me suicido frente a un espejo
v desaparezco para reaparecer en el mar,
donde un gran barco me esperaria
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con las luces encendidas?

¢;Como no me extraigo las venas,

vy hago con ellas una escala

para huir al otro lado de la noche?

Ella tiene miedo a la muerte,

sabe del terror en su sangre cuando se
esconden ratas hambrientas.

Yo también siento panico,

al eco de mis muertes ausentes, que escribio.

Ella inocente a la noche que se va,
pide su mano;
Yo tejiendo versos,

en esas tinieblas convertidas en reflejos.

Ella es una nifia que juega en la plaza,

igual que el recuerdo de yo en ese atardecer

bailando,
con la cuerda de la sonrisa perfecta.

Ella ahogada en pastillas y poesia,
esas mismas marcas de arena,

del miedo con sombrero negro

la vida misma es un hoyo cadavérico.

Ella, estallara en la isla de un recuerdo,
en la prision de huesos de mi memoria,
ausencia sin mafana.

En el vidrio que dibujo su espiritu;
nosotras en una noche que no es noche,
es sol.

Es sangre que llama a las palabras,
vestidas de féretro,

infiernos y vientos.

Es la transparencia de la coincidencia,

de muertes rojas,
llamaradas que queman a la luna.

Ella escribe mistica triste,

y su sombra es un sonido roto,

frente a mi espejo palido.

Ella amordaza palabras,

en el papel arrugado,

lenguaje nacido de vino, papel y cigarrillo.

Ella, luz mala,
se mimetiza en la noche abierta.

Yo le respondo cuando el baile muere,
donde la noche se rompe,

en el ululante silencio de la tinta,

de una pagina insatisfecha,

en esa noche de otofio roto,

de suspiros y respiro de las animas.
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Nacid en Santa Marta en 1963. Formador

del Programa Todos a Aprender del
Ministerio de Educacion Nacional.
Miembro fundador de la Asociacion de
escritores del Magdalena. Premio Nacional
de poesia Rafael Maya 1997, Popayan.
Premio Un Canto a tu hijo, Casa de la
Cultura del Magdalena. Tiene publicados
los libros Memorias de Romero, editado
por la Universidad del Magdalena, 2007.
Noches de Montana, 2016. El delgado hilo
de las huellas, 2019. Publico en la
antologia: Sustrrame un poema Magdalena,
2021. Participa del colectivo

Bohemia Itinerante.

8% (142)| Samantaral Bhabna

Alberto Prado Morales
(Colombia)

LAGRIMA DE MAR

Al llegar la noche
busca la sonrisa de luceros,
de esos encontrados una vez

tras la palabra
de ojos desprevenidos.

Pregtntales
si en alglin puerto de esta patria
alguien mira estrellas
y lleva en sus pupilas
una lagrima de mar
endulzada con la sonoridad
de tu nombre.

BARCOS Y LLUVIA

Partiré en el lomo de la lluvia
a comienzos del verano,
llevando en las pupilas
enjambres de recuerdos
y pagando segundo a segundo
la aventura de los suefios.



Navegacion perenne
en noches de pirata
con muchos soles de naufrago
colgados en las espaldas.

Partiré
en el lomo de la lluvia
bajo las letras borrosas
de un fragil barco de papel.

MUSICA

El tiempo no existe en tu voz,
cada centimetro de esa palabra
lleva en sus entrafias la misma fragancia
de lo que alguna vez fue obsequio
a la identidad de mis oidos.
Silaba a silaba
te haces calidez de canela
en el regocijo de los poros.
Ruborizas los rios
que reposaban en su pausa de sequia,
silentes, dociles.

Niego los relojes
esta vez y para siempre...
Entras al alma en sonidos vivos,
musica... salvacion de poemas,

a pesar de tantos calendarios.

NOCHE

El reloj ha marcado
ese color de la noche
en mi nostalgia.
He sido el vacio
en cada pedacito
de ensuefio.

He habitado espacios
negados por la luz
y la sabiduria callada

de los ojos.
He instalado distancias
tras los espejos
y me he reflejado
en la oscuridad
que arrojaron
los hombres al mar.

CULPABLES

Cuan distantes
estan las rutas y los nidos,
s6lo la memoria puede vivirlos
en ese instante puro del alma.
Las flores se quiebran
como papeles golpeados.
El papel se envenena
con tintas de color purpura.

Ah!
Pobres las metaforas
cuando son puntas afiladas
en busqueda de culpables.

GRANO DE CENIZA

Escribe lapiz.
Pintate
en palabras de barro.
Procrea poemas
vestidos con piel hombre.
Inventa
color a la oscuridad.
Que cuando
vengan todos,
ya seas un grano de ceniza
con suefios de arena.
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Luis Pabon, Nacido en la ciudad de
Santa Marta, Colombia es
administrador de empresas hoteleras,
estudiante de Licenciatura en Artes de
la Escritura en la Universidad
Nacional de las Artes (UNA) Buenos
Aires, Argentina. Parte de su obra
poética ha sido traducida al francés y
al portugués.

Coordina el Picnic Literario Palabra
Libre y conduce el programa
Palpitando Poesia.

Publico los libros:

Demencia o realidad en 2014 (Poesia),
Palabras escapadas 2016 (Poesia),
Suefios Inocentes 2017 (Novela),
Poemas Malditos y otros apdcrifos
2018 (Poesia)

Es Coautor de Caballitos de mar 3
publicada con el apoyo del ministerio
de cultura de Colombia, Compilador
de Antuna I (Antologia de narrativa
con compaiieros de la carrera de artes
de la escritura) y ha sido publicado en
varias antologias nacionales e
internacionales.
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\
\ Luis Pabdn
(Colombia)

Vacios

La casa no tenia puertas y el sol ardia en la piel
el sonido del mar amenazaba con la muerte y
en el fogdn la lena permanecia a la espera de un dios.

De aquella infancia nada
ni los besos guardo
ni las oraciones (que dicen) hacia con fe.

De la casa nada
un palo de quebracho
y una cerca de plas para matar deseos.

De sus abrazos nada
ni un hilo para volar cometas
ni un barquito de papel pa” desafiar las olas.

De absoluciones nada

ni un dios que perdone

sin herir o sin castigo

de ventanas y puertas nada

solo vientos golpeando los muros
y soles quemando los ojos.

De la infancia
pupilas temblorosas y angeles mudos.



Fogon de pajaros

Porque Jehova Dios de Israel ha dicho asi:
La harina de la tinaja no escasear4,

ni el aceite de la vasija disminuira,

hasta el dia en que Jehova haga llover
sobre la faz de la tierra.

Reyes 17:14

Se levanta y calza sus chancletas de barro
el fogon es un nido de pajaros diminutos
el aceite gotas tristes

y la harina ya no empolva el frasco.

El nifio duerme profundo
no quiere despertar
y ella no quiere que vuelva.

Camina despacio
la veo silenciosa,
se arrodilla

y rezo con ella a un dios que olvida y mata,

rezo como si creyera

que algun profeta de otros tiempos
pida un pan y multiplique

las mafianas del pequefio que suea.

Ella no me ve, no me siente

y me espera.

El nifio despierta

y lo acuna en sus brazos

le dice que vuelvo

jElla no sabe que de este lado

la ausencia es tan fria como la muerte!

\\///\A\__/
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Sin pena ni gloria...

He aqui, en maldad he sido formado,
y en pecado me concibié mi madre.
Salmo 51:5

Naci sin nada,

sin nocidn de tiempo ni espacio,
sin otra cosa que un liquido rojo
recorriendo mi cuerpo,

unas manos sin titulos

me recibieron en un lecho humilde
en una casa prestada.

Mis ojos negandose a ver lo que no conocian,
y mi boca

abierta de un golpe

conocio el dolor.

Sin pensamientos de maldad ni de bondad,
sin gusto por algun color especifico

sin idiomas

sin saber de padre o hermanos;

solo mi Madre y su cordon

mi cordon...

union que también rompieron bruscamente
con un arma afilada por extrafios.

Asi naci

sin duefio

ni duefia

sin nombres ni apellidos...

Naci sin gloria

sin magos

sin mirra

sin oro

y ningun humo perfumando el lugar.

Naci sin Dios, sin diablo
sin angeles ni demonios

sin virgenes

sin santos

sin brujos

sin saber de liberalismo
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conservatismo
izquierda o derecha.

Todo lo fui aprendiendo
despacio provee el veneno
me dogmatizaron

los colores

los sabores

el dolor

el llanto

la risa.

Todo fue implantado poco a poco.

Naci sin nada mas

que la condena de un libro negro
sentenciando mi pecado;

pecado que otro cometio segun la historia.

Yo naci santo,
y sembraron el demonio dentro.

PN
il
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La Cayena

A: Ana Padilla

El dia que conoci a la abuela

traia una flor de cayena en su pelo

bailaba con sus abarcas de fique

el polvo era uno con ella seduciendo al viento
su risa

su voz

su cuerpo de espiga
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las manos al compés de sus pies.

El pueblo era un silencio

ella era la fiesta

jBaila Ana Flores, baila!

Un solo canto

y el polvo.

ijUn baile de cayenas cada tarde de viernes!

Ahora vuelvo a poner la flor en su pelo
muevo su mecedora.

Ella rie,

canta

y recuerda aquellos tiempos

el pueblo

Las calles

el polvo

iBaila Ana Flores, baila! (Dice)

Me mira y sus ojos brillan

jBaila Ana Flores, baila! (digo)

y la balanceo

y la recuerdo

como aquella tarde que fui al pueblo.

Percepcion

Ve como el mundo se acelera y lo suspende,
las caras se hacen una en miles

el subte es un gusano y lo mastica

adentro no hay nada,

todos estan muertos:

la chica de rayas

el calvo de lentes

el gordo de zapatos rotos;

la sefiora del baston y anteojos negros
parece ser la Unica inconsciente del estado
putrefacto



como si también fuera carente de olfato.

En la cabeza centenares de voces se agitan
el monje, el ateo, el escritor

el pastor, el hetero

el bisexual que se revuelca en UCI

y el de siete colores que se cree libre

y grita en la mas oscura de las prisiones.

El pulso es la maquina
que mueve a todos estos muertos.

El gusano se detiene y escupe furioso
nauseabundo
vomita en este infierno sin formas.

Peces en la ciudad

El semaforo no cambia

esta detenido con ojo exterminador
el ritmo parece oponerse

las bocinas son mares agitados.
iNadie se conoce

solo los gatos en las ventanas!

La luz sigue estatica
inmutable

absorta en las olas suspendidas
y las mareas de hierro.

La cebra tiembla con el aleteo

de los peces que caminan

un gato mira desde el borde y lame sus patas
el otro mueve su cola y se rie.

jAbajo caminan los peces!
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Gustavo Hermogenes

Arrieta Lopez
(Colombia)

Santa Marta en 1.971. Licenciado en Lenguas Modernas de la Universidad del Magdalena
(1.996) y especialista en la Enseflanza de la Lengua y la Literatura de la Universidad de
Pamplona (2.008). Cursé la maestria en Literatura Hispanoamericana y del Caribe de la
Universidad del Atlantico, sin graduarse aun.

Pertenece a la Asociacion de Escritores del Magdalena, dirige el Grupo Talium el taller literario
de la Universidad del Magdalena y se desempeiia como docente en un colegio del distrito de
Santa Marta.

Ha publicado de manera artesanal el poemario “IMAGO” en 1.999 distribuido entre los amigos
y En el Lenguaje de las Burbujas — poemas desde la Sierra Kogui- Ediciones Exilio, 2010.
También las cuatro antologias literarias del taller literario de la Universidad del Magdalena. A
demas, parte de su obra poética ha sido publicada en diversas revistas y periddicos de la
ciudad e incluida en las antologias “La Nueva Poesia del Magdalena” en 1.995, en “Esta
Ciudad del Mar” en 1.998 y en “Poetas Bajo Palabra” Barranquilla en el 2008.

Ha obtenido varios reconocimientos entre los que se destacan el Primer Puesto en el IV
Concurso Nacional de Poesia y Declamacion Universidad del Norte, Barranquilla en 1.994 y
la Mencion “Gaviota del Arte” por el Instituto del Cultura del Magdalena, en 1.996. Segundo
puesto en el XVI encuentro nacional de declamadores y poetas de Chim1 (Cérdoba) diciembre
de 2.008 y el primer puesto en el XII concurso poema musical inédito en Chinti — Cérdoba en
diciembre de 2.008.

*

la piedra

quién si no la piedra

para proteger nuestra memoria
en su centro laten

los secretos.
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el aprendiz nufihuakuivi
lleva zhatukuamonku
-totumaagua-
baja al rio alli donde le llega el agua nueva
observa totuma busca algo
toca el agua busca algo
el mama aguarda respuestas
zhatukuataukai
-totumaadivinacion-
es comun, pero promete
la hukultsuni blanca traslucida
-piedracuarzo-
anhela las burbujas
el lenguaje desconocido:
en el lenguaje de las burbujas
una burbuja de agua en el aire
una burbuja de sangre en el agua
una burbuja de lagrima en la sangre
una burbuja de amor en las lagrimas
una burbuja de suefios en el amor
una burbuja de clarividencia en los suefios
una burbuja de algoddn en la clarividencia
el mama lee en zhatukua
-medioadivinacion-
en el lenguaje de las burbujas
dialoga con las burbujas en seyzhua.
-lugarceremonialparamo-

%k

los caminos son conjurados

de la erosion del hombre del agua del viento
en el trabajo comunitario del pueblo

como hormigas ante las hojas

las malas huellas del tiempo borradas

la pesada piedra en la ufia rodada

el cadaver del arbol vuelto fuego

el discurso de la lluvia desviado

lo pantanoso drenado

lo pedregoso escalonado

el camino se asfalta de rastros nuevos

de pies descalzos y de bestias en sus cascos
de hojas secas de aguacates y de estrellas
entonces el camino brilla en su luz

se amansa se acorta se nivela

acaricia acompana aconseja

el camino por donde el alma se queda

cada vez que se viene o se va

desde nubizhaxa a la bodega y viceversa.

*

maria lava sus afiitos

imitando a su jaba

la jaba mira respeta su suefio

la manta entre sus deditos

acaricia la piedra en leves golpecitos
salpicando universos de gotas

en su carita de flor

su fantasioso ritual

no quitara las travesuras de barro y comida
de la pequefia lona a manera de vestido
maria sacude y restriega contra la piedra
igual que su mama

pero a ella la corriente no se le lleva la mugre
le cuenta sus secretos y le ensefia

que muy pronto dejara de ser el importante
juego

y que maria la mujer se acerca

que la nifiez se le escapara

a medida que la manta

le vaya quedando cada vez mas limpia.

*

los animales al atardecer

son asegurados por los nifios
patricia hala al cerdo con una cuerda
bernabé busca al buey en la loma
maria joaquina llama a las gallinas
desmigajando platano
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josémanuelle pica cafia a las dos mulas

para llevarlas al potrero

de igual forma catalina trae las ovejas cerca
de la casa

el gato y el perro se acurrucan por si solos

en un rincén cualquiera

los pajaros se empluman en su suefio

los sapos y las ranas los grillos y cigarras

las Iuciérnagas y los cucarrones

y otros bichos raros los suelta la noche

como al frio y a las estrellas

0 a la neblina a la topa tolondra

el jaguar muy pronto pasara revista.

%k

me interno en este corazon

que es una sola gran montafia

a pasos de torrentes sanguineos

donde se represan los caudales del tiempo

planto como de costumbre

dia a los dias en los dias

sin contar con los suefios

enlazando constelaciones en hexagonales

celdas

por donde ascenderia a un estado alerta

volcanico o no

este corazon se extravia en lo ancestral

de una etnia tayrona

jaba gaulshovang y jate serankua
-padresuniversalescreadores-

siembran sus caminos hacia el rio del cielo
que en cascadas mas y mas dentro germinaran
mis huellas

y toda la piel que es este verde verde
responderd a la caricia de mi aliento...
preguntale a la piedra

respondera en su latido.
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puedo reconocerme

mestizo ente los ojos verdes de la sierra
el mapa de palpitos de mi pecho

me lleva aferrado a estos pasos que se van
perdiendo

en lo mas sublime de un dios

que me identifica como soy

en medio de una etnia de ropas blancas

y pies descalzos y cabellos negros largos
los senderos no son los tallados por el correr
deltiempo

como un hilo atado a mi respiracion
vengo desde el primer hombre
reconociendo sin saberlo

de lo que esta hecha mi sangre

estoy en los dias plantando mis segundos
estoy en la piedra sentado junto al rio.



Elena Ershova
(Russia)

Elena Ivanovna Ershova (born in 1963 year), city Nolinsk, Russia - novelist, poet, children
writer and poet, publicist, aphorist, composer and author-performer. Academic of International
Academy for the Development of Literature and Art (IADLA - New York, USA). Honorary
member and head of Volga-Ural department of Writers Union of North America (WUNA -
Monreal, Canada). Member of International Union of Writers (IUW - Russia). Member of
International Union of Singer-Songwriters (IUSS - Russia). Vice-chairman of the Public Relations
Department and member of Russian Union of Singer-Songwriters (RUSS - Russia). Head of the
authors song club and president of the International Art Song Festival ‘New Name’, city Nolinsk,
Russia.

Awarded medals: ‘Vladimir Mayakovsky 125°, ‘Sergei Yesenin 125’ for the contribution to the
development of Russian culture and art (RUR), ‘For the achievement in culture and art” (RUSS),
75-th anniversary of the Great Victory’, order ‘For achievement in culture and art’ (WUNA),
badge ‘Academic’ International Academy for the Development of Literature and Art (IADLA),
badge - ‘Honorary worker of World literature and arts’ (WUNA).

Laurete of international and all-russian literary and international competitions. Prizes of Mark
Twain, A. G Snitkina-Dostoyevskaya, Duke de Richelieu ‘Diamond Duke’, L. O. Utyosov, ‘Poet
of the Year’, ‘Sergei Yesenin’, ‘My Russia’, ‘Georges Ribbon’, ‘Charles Aznavour’, ‘Bulat
Okudzava’, ‘New Name’, ‘Greenland’, ‘Guitar Soul’, ‘Soul Notes’ and other competitions.
Was published 7 authors collections of poems, stories and fairy tales.

Publication in more than 20 almanacs, collections and anthologies in Russia and abroad.
Worked as a journalist in newspapers ‘Selskaya nov’ (city Nolinsk, Russia), ‘Kirov vecherniy’
(city Kirov, Russia), ‘Novoye plemya’ (city Kirov, Russia) - journalist and editor of newspaper
‘MK na Vyatke’ (city Kirov, Russia).

Presently is engaged in creative activity.

AEAE R | Ses (151)



HE KIAHUTE CYIbBY ...

Ecnu skH3Hb Ha MOJIBIHA HACTOEHA —
Crnaiie Ména ObIBalOT MTHOBEHUS,
BunHo Ceblllie BCE 3TO YCTPOEHO,
Yro0 mpuILIM K HAM TOTOM 03apEHUs.

Benp Torma maxke cuacThbs MpUropcTovKka —

Kak nonmapok cyanObI 32 TepnieHue,
Jaxke kaka01 ynaum HanepCcToyex,
Jnst Te0s1 He B yKOp — B HacHaXXJeHHe.

U Bce roppkue cné3bl anMazaMu
OO6epHyTCS B TEUCHHE BPEMEHH,

He xnsiaute cynp0y — Kak 3apasy BB,
A mpum#uTe, KaK J1ap BO CIIACEHHE. ..

HE TOT BEJIUK, KTO B I'PA3b HE
IMTATAJT

He ToT Benuk, KTo B Ipsi3b HE Maaall,
A TOT, KTO IMajan, HO BCTaBal,

He ToT mynpeu, kTo MHOTO Befal,

A TOT, KTO MHOTO€ MO3Haa!

He ToT mMoryy, xorna B modemax

Han cnabpiM Bi1acTBOBA CIOJTHA,

A TOT, KTO cltaObIM pyKy B Oenax
[Tonan u BEITSHYN co AHA!

He Tot repoii, kKoTopbIii UMs
Besne u Bcromy npojaér,

A TOT, KTO OynTO OBI CBATHIHIO
U decth, 1 uMs OepexET!

He Ta 3Be3na, uTo ciaBoii Oiewer,
Ub€ ums BCIOAY HA yCTax,

He Ta, xoTopoii pykormiemyT,

A Ta, uTo OyZeT CIBITh B BeKax!

He TOT CcBSITOH, KTO MHOTO CTpa)aall,
A TOT, KTO OO0JIb HE MOKA3aJI,

He toT Oorat, KTO 31aTOM BaKeH,

A TOT, KTO MHOTO€ OTAa!
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OBOXCKEHHAS IYIIIA...

A o0oxokEHHAS dymia
Kontounm BpemeHeM,
BcraBana cHoBa, uyTh IbIIIa,
[Mox TsxKMM OpemeHeM.

Ho ynwibanace: «5l sxupaly —
E#t nmu no pagoctu?!

Ho Tonpko Té€mibie cioBa —
MrHoBeHbSs — CI1a0CThIO!

A 000xOKEHHAS yla,

Kax ntuna panena,

Ho Bo3poamnacs He cneia
U crama niameHHa.

W nituueit orHeHHOM B3JIETEB,
Kak Oynro ropnua,

3anena necHu Hapacres,
CTemnHo1o BOJbHUIICH ! ..

LLEHHOCTHb....

LenuTs mroneii mo gyuiam Hy>KHO,
A He 110 KJ1ae3sM yma!

Yro TONKY, €cau B Ayllax MycTo,
XoTs yma noJsiHa cyma.

N3MEPEHUE...

NsmepsieTcs )xu3Hp HE Tonamu!

MHoro b POKY B KOJIHYECTBE JIEeT?..
NsmepsitoTes Bexu nenamu,

YTo 0CTaBHIIA B BEYHOCTH ciexn!
N3mepsieTcst MyapocTs He BO3pacToM,
MynpbsiM MOXKET OBITH CTap WK MIIALL. ..
NzmepsieTcst MyapoCTh TO3HAHHBIM,
I'ne otkpbu1 cebe ucTuHbI Kiaa!



HUKOTTIA HE 3ABUYIA

Hukorna He 3aBUAyH CUaCTIMBBIM,
Cuactbe JenaloT, a He KayT!

MamnHna ¢ HeOa ellé He cBaInIach,
Bynp 1o KW3HU Thl YECTHBIM Wb TUTYT.

Hukorna He 3aBUayi KpacUBBIM,
Kpacora — 310 TO, 4TO B IyIIE!

A He B m1a3Kax ¥ JIMIaX CMa3JIUBBIX,
BHewHuii misiHel He MOJEH YyxKe.

Huxkorna He 3aBuyit Gorateim,
PanocThb xu3HU HE B KJIafaX 3€MHBIX.
Mgl He BeuHBI, 1 OPEHHOE 3J1aTo,

Hac B Mupax He corpeet UHBIX!..

YTO TAKOE CHACTBE?

Pa3Be cuactbe B anmMasax, fa BUJLIax Oorarslx,
Pa3Be cyacTbe B Hapsi1ax OT CTUIIBHBIX KYTIOP,
Wnb B KpyThIX HHOMApKax U SIXTaxX KPbUIATbIX,
Wnm B neHprax, ¢ KOTOPBIMU BEUHBIN «axyp»?

Pa3Be cuacTbe B UMHAX WU CaHAX BEJIMKHUX,
B 30510TBIX yHUTa3aX, B IIBEHIIAPCKHUX Yacax,
MoxerT, B ciaBe, MealsiX, U3 30J0Ta JUTHIX,
Wy B Bammx Han&XKHBIX, IO OnaTy, Ipy3bsax?

MepKHET 371aT0 U MIaTHHA MEPKHET,
W HM 3BaHBE, HU CJIaBa 3IE€CH BOBCE HE B CUET,

BCE IMPOUIET!

Ecnu Houb Gbl1a OYE€Hb TEMHA —
YTpoM CHOBa BBIIVISIHET COJIHILIE!
Jaxe rpo3Has mrtopma BOJHA,
YCHOKOSCh, JISKET Ha JOHLE.

J10 b CTEHOM JIH, OYIIYIOIIHI IPOM —
OropuaTbcs — MPOCTO HET CMBICTA.
BcnbIXHET pajyra 3a JOKIEM,

U moBUCHET LIBETHHIM KOPOMBICIIOM.

B k13HH MHOTO HecuacTuii U Oeq —
KpyTHT XM3HU HUThH BepeTEHIIE.
XOIUT cyacThe 3a ropeM BoCe] —
U nosiBuTCS B BaiieM okoHiie!

U Bcst cBeTCKas MBIIITHOCTH, IIOBEPHTE, MOOIEKHET,

Ecnu B Baweli kBapTupe J1000Bb He KUBET!

B Bamem ome Tocka — €CjIM HEeT B HeM peOEHKa,

Ero pa}lOCTHBIfI CMEX M IIaruv HE CJIbIIIHBI,
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BoT rie cuacthbe J€KUT, 1a B OOBIYHBIX IEJIEHKAX,

Tak moxo»xe Ha Bac, KaK JIB€ KaIlJid BOJbI!

KoposneBckue 3aiibl, KOPOHBI HA K YEpTy,
Ecnu Hety n00BH, TO ¥ TPOH He Xopoi!
He cnacyT ot Heyra KpyThie KypOpThHI,
CuyacTbe T0, 4TO He KyIHILb Jaxe 3a rpom!

CuacTbe TO, 4ero HET HU B OJJTHOM MarasHHe,
CuyacTbe TO, YTO JIFOOYSCh Y Cep/ilia XPaHsIT,
CuacTbe TOJIBKO JIMIIB TaM, Te TH000Bb, KaK
CBATHIHIO,

beperyT, 3amumarT u 6epexHo uTAT!

TBOPH JIOBPO!

TBopu 10OPO — OHO K TeOe BEepHETCS:
PyubéM, 3BEHSIIMM 3BOHKO MEX KaMHEH,
[{BeTKOM U3SILIHBIM, YTO BECHOM MPOCHETCS,
ViapI0K0# MUIIOI COOCTBEHHBIX JETEH.

TBopu 106pO — OHO Bcerza BEpHETCS:
Pynanoii nTyu Ha yTpeHHeH 3ape,

U conHua 1y4yukoM, 4TO HIEK KOCHETCS,
Kycoukom cyacTes B dKU3HEHHOM IOpeE.

TBopu 100PO — OHO JIMIIB YKpaIIaeT

YTo NpoKy )KUTh HAM B XaH)KECTBE U 311e?
U 3noe cepaiie B 100poTe OTTAET,

1 mup Bcerga npeOyneT Ha 3emuie!

o)a
LR,
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DO GOOD!

Do good — it will come back to you:

By stream ringing loudly between stones,
By graceful flower, that will wake up in
spring,

By nice smile of your own children’s.

Do good — always it will come back:
By bird trill at morning dawn,

And the sun with a ray, that touches the
cheeks,

By a piece of happiness in life time.

Do good — it just decorates,

What is the use of us to live in hypocrisy and

evil ?

And the evil heart will thaw in kindness,

And always the peace will stay on earth!
Translated by : Elena Ershova



XOUYEIIDb, CTAHY
S TBOUM AHI'EJIOM?!

Xouellb, CTaHy s TBOMM aHTEJIOM,
Wnu B HeOe sicHOM 3Be3/10107
Wns ropets Oyny spkum (haxemom,
Ecnu B cTy Xy mymia 3aHoeT?

MO>KeT, Ty4MKOM COJIHEUHBIM, CIaI0CTHBIM,
TémnbIM, HEKHBIM ¥ HE3a0BEHHEIM ? -+ +
UToO5I )XM3HB TBOSI ObLIIa PaIOCTHOMH, +

Xouemb, Oymy TBoei Beenennoit?

Xouellib, CTaHy BOJIOM POJHUKOBOIO — + + +
Cwmoro Bce TBoU Oejipl, mevanu? + +
Wnu, MmoxeT, cep&xKoi 0JIbXOBOIO, ) +
Uro nox Horu naAéT Ha npuyane? +

XO‘-ICH_IB, CTaHyY TBOUM TaJIUCMAaHOM, +

+
U Gepeun Tebs Oymy BCroLy? \/-\/\/—\/

He ObiBaeT 11000B6 0OMaHOM —

Ta, 4To CI0BHO 1M000HA Yy/Iy! \/_\/W

DO YOU WANT ME TO
BE YOUR ANGEL?

Do you want me to be your angel?

Maybe in the sky a wonderful star?

I will bright like a torch without changing,
If your soul gets cold in the night.

Maybe I will be a ray of the sunshine,

Warm, gentle, sweet and unforgettable?

To make your life easy, joyful and fine

Or I will be your universe so kind and sensible?

Do you want me to be a spring water?

I would wash away all your troubles, sorrows

Or maybe [ will be a long earring of the alder,

That will fall under your feet on the pier tomorrows.

Do you want me to be your talisman?

I will take care of you everywhere by magical.
There is no loving deceit, oh my man,

Because my feeling is like an incredible miracle!

Translated by : Nargisa Karasartova (Kyrgyzstan)
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S BECCOBECTHO CHACTIJIMBA

$1 6ecCOBECTHO CUACTIIMBA,

U cerogns, u Buepa!

He Mory 51 OBITH YHBLIOH,

Kak HeoH, ceuych ¢ yrpal! C_\
Kro-To ckaxer: “BoT Be3&T ke, '
WU >xuBET, He 3Has Oex!

VYnei6aiitech, OyapTe mpoiie
YV MeHs onuH oTBeT!

51 3a0b11a BCe 00MIBI,

I[TycTh UBETET 3a/10p M CMEX, %
V cynb0bl CBOM MPUUY/IBL,
S HacTpOKCh Ha yCIeX.

BumecTo ciié3 — apio ynbIoKy, —\/\l/\‘_”’\-/l\
A Ha 3]10 — B OTBET IyYy. N _\‘,\/‘

OTTONKHYNa rops UUTIONKY —
Byny »xuth, KaKx s xouy!..

IAM HAPPY UNSCRUPULOUSLY

I am happy... unscrupulously

Today, yesterday!

Can’t be gloomy,

Shine as neon since morning everyday!

Someone will tell: “She’s lucky,
She lives without troubles!
!”

I say “people, smile
Be happy, don’t worry.

The reason is simple to the offenses
Prefer i rest,laughter and fancies,

Each person has his whims,

So why I should cry wasting life-glimpse?

Tears — smile,

Mucks — joke.

And I left the boat of sorrow...

I’ll live as I want...doncha think about tomorrow!..

Translated by : Anastasiya Andreeva
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Miriam Mancini
(Argentina)

Cantata para un labial rojo y
un lengua viperina
Allegro assai velenoso

Rossetto mortale
A tempo

Divertimento

Puro veneno,

armonioso,

labial rojo y beso

de la muerte.

Besos. Besos.

Pequena Taipan roja
‘ , tomada de la lengua

cuando Nin Puabi

Miriam Mancini Directora Red Muridial de entre la musica
Arte sede Argentina, Embajadora cultural de las liras de Ur,
de la Confederacion Internacional del jibro, asio con blanca mano
Directora de Relaciones publicas al universo sumerio

Internacionales del Instituto Cultural de la muerte cosmética

Iberoamericano, escritora, editora, creativa .
De ese modo, los mitos

docente y poeta.

cuneiformes se esparcieron,
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reptando imperceptibles
hasta las rojas arenas

de las antiguas piedras
ceremoniales,

bajo la atenta mirada

de la esfinge risuena.
Albayalde, te convoco.
Ya lo hizo Teofrasto
quien, sobre los renovados
lomos de las piedras,

te bendijo

mucho antes

que pequeios escarabajos
(peripatéticos e iridiscentes)
marcharan por el misterioso
crater en la luna

roja de sangre

que, desde entonces,
aterroriza

a los pusilanimes

con el fin de los tiempos.
Purisimo veneno.
Taipan.

Taipan interior,

en cada corazon
enrollada

atesorando

su mordida

pecaminosa.

Vanidad

de los pecados

capitales

que gota a gota

inocula

su veneno mortal.

Cien hombres

se rinden a tu mordida

y mueren como ratones.
Dejan escapar

htmedos estertores

de sus rudos pulmones
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y asi suena

la Gltima

y funebre musica

del fondo

de sus gargaras,

hasta que el ceremonioso
cortejo funerario

los hunde en su tumba
definitivamente.
Memoria

apasionada

de la pederastia,
kataphilein

de la pequefia

y erética vibora

que con su bifida
lengua descubre
ciclicamente

el desnudo

de Bagoas

danzando rojo

su contorsion

eunuca

al rey conquistador
sumido en suefios

de amor hasta

su joven muerte.
Besos de la serpiente
elevada en el desierto.
Llena de lujuria por la gloria
ataca con sus roja mordida
y con la bifida lengua
masculina

besa las heridas

de los extrafios
caminantes.

Besos de bronce,
enarbola la serpiente
Moisés que la reparte
como amuleto

contra la muerte



mientras vagan

los desterrados

hacia la tierra prometida.
Labial rojo

de las dulces

hormigas ciegas
caminando

sin otro destino

que devorar

las plantas griegas

antes de ser fécula

de besos.

Siglos después,

polvo real

en las leves comisuras
carmines de las bocas resecas
del Imperio;

pasta ceremonial

del beso rojo,
intensamente rojo

de la palida Isabel primera
cuando decapito

a Maria Estuardo

y unto los labios

con su sangre.

Cuando acabo el desierto
y los reinos

escondieron sus guillotinas
en los anaqueles

de las bibliotecas,
estampo Puig el beso
contemporaneo

de la mujer arafia

y las boquitas pintadas

de Peggy, Betty, July, Mary
rubias de New York.
Taipan angelical

de pubis rojo,

htimedos,

nerviosos

labios rojos,

€arnosos,

lubricos venenos
amatorios.

Puro veneno,
armonioso,

labial rojo y beso

de la muerte.

Besos. Besos.

De los politicos,

de los diplomaticos,
de los militares.
Pequefias taipanes rojas
en trajes de gala

y coloridos uniformes.
Ellos, la lengua en dos
a cada lado del beso
venenoso, donde saboerear
el sabor carmesi

de la Ultima muerte
entre los dientes.

Cantata for a red lipstick and a

viperine tongue

Allegro assai velenoso
Rossetto mortale
A tempo

Divertimento

Pure poison,
harmonious,

red lipstick and kiss
of death.

Kisses. Kisses.

Little red Taipan
taken from the tongue
when Nin Puabi
between the music
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from the lires of Ur,
took with a white hand
to the Sumerian universe
of cosmetic death.

Thus, myths
wedge-shaped scattered,
creeping unnoticeable

to the red sands

of the old stones
ceremonial,

under the watchful eye
of the smiling sphinx
Albayalde, I summon you.
Theophrastus already did it
who, on the renewed
back of the stones,
blessed you

long before

what little beetles
(peripatetic and iridescent)
They will march through the mysterious
crater on the moon

red blood crater

that since then

terrifies

to the faint hearted

with the end of time.
Pure poison.

Taipan.

Inland Taipan,

in every heart

rolled up

hoarding

his bite

sinful.

Vanity

of sins

capitals

what drop by drop
inoculates

its deadly poison.
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Hundred men
they surrender to your bite
and die like mice.

They let escape

wet rales

from his rough lungs
and so it sounds

the last

and funeral music

From the bottom

from his gargles,

until the ceremonious
funeral procession

sinks them into his grave
definitely.

Memory

passionate

from child abuse,
kataphilein

of the small

and erotic viper

and with forked

tongue, discover
cyclically

the nude

from Bagoas

dancing red

his contortion

eunuca

to the conquering king
lost in dreams

of love until

his young death.

Kisses of the snake
elevated in the desert.
Full of lust for glory
attacks with his red bite
and with the forked tongue
male

kiss the wounds
from strangers



hikers.

Bronze kisses,

makes the snake flutter
Moses who distributes
as amulet

against death

while wander

the exiles

towards the promised land.
Red lipstick

of the sweets

blind ants

walking

with no other destination
what to devour

greek plants

before being starch

of kisses.

Centuries later,

real powder

at the slight corners
carmines of imperial
dry mouths

ceremonial paste

of the red kiss,
intensely red

of the pale Elizabeth first
when he beheaded

to Maria Estuardo

and smeared his lips
with his blood.

When the desert ended
The kingdoms

hid their guillotines

ANy = v

on the shelves

from libraries,

Puig stamped the kiss
contemporary

spider woman

and the painted mouths
from Peggy, Betty, July, Mary
New York blondes.
Angelic taipan

red pubic,

wet,

nervous

Red lips,

fleshy,

lubricious poisons

love affairs.

Pure poison,
harmonious,

red lipstick and kiss

of death.

Kisses. Kisses.

From politicians,

of diplomats,

of the military.

Small red taipans

in ball gowns

and colorful uniforms.
They tongue in two

on either side of the kiss
Poisonous, where to savor
the crimson flavor

of the last death
between the teeth.
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Marcela Romn
(Mexico)

Marcela Romn ( Marcela Roméan). Naci6é en la Ciudad de México. Estudi6 la licenciatura de
Comunicacion Colectiva y Periodismo (UNAM). Ha escrito poesia y narrativa. Se integro a los
talleres de creacion literaria “Haciéndole al Cuento” y “la Pluma del tiempo”, en el Centro
Cultural “Tomasa Valdés”. La Revista La Pluma de Ganso publicé su cuento “Los Candelabros”
en el 2004; En el 2005 publico con el Colectivo Puro Cuento “De Ficciones y Divagaciones” y
algunos mas en el libro Letras para Armar con Armando Vega-Gil. Coordiné y colabor6 en la
publicacion Pasiones en el 2008. Publico con el Colectivo de Escritores de la Ciudad de México
“Conciliabulo de Marranos”. Participé en 7° y 8° Encuentro Nacional de Poesia Max Rojas
Ciudad de México. Actualmente prepara un libro de poesia y otro de cuentos.

Tu humo

No fue el humo de ese cigarrillo tuyo lo que dejo

Muertas las aves nocturnas, los olvidados recuerdos.

No fue ese humo lo que desplomo a los caminantes es dia noviembre

Y tampoco fue ese humo quien cerré la puerta a las animas.

No, no fue ese humo tuyo, fue ese porvenir sin futuro dado

La pérdida de esa nifiez temprana. El robo de esa ilusion.

Las telarafias que tenia la mente poco a poco se fueron desenmarafiando
Y ahora al ver ese humo de tu cigarrillo veo reflejado mi propio crimen.
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Mi morada

Cuando las horas muertas pasen mi paisaje tendra matiz
Esos rostros que ultrajaron esa noche mi espiritu
Desapareceran con el color del canto del pajaro

Y la lluvia caera de nuevo recordindome las horas largas
Que descubri en ese lugar solitario junto a ti.

Borraré esas manos como cuervos que hicieron tirones ese vestido blanco
Y lo trocaron en color escarlata, gris y apenado.

En mi morada te veré con el sol de otofio, la primavera ha pasado

Répido, que no recuerdo ningun florecimiento, ni la brisa que da el verano.
Las sombras que dibujaba cada noche con la luz de la luna

No seran ya las mismas, porque fueron transgredidas.

Se disolveran los rostros en algun sumidero.

Y en mi morada volaremos a esos cielos de aires invernales

Con la gama de las sombras.

Angel muerto

Con el tacto de la alborada en tus ojos sumidos
Veo la imagen de esos recuerdos rotos por el tiempo.

Entro de stbito a ese craneo oscuro que dejo C_.

Un angel muerto una noche fria.

En tu mirar veo al crio que lloraba y W

Lo atabas a tu pecho como una sanguijuela

Comia tu alma y llenaba tus penas de /\J,-_/
Dias oscuros sin estrellas y con soles morados. d [>T
El creptsculo te llegd de golpe, no te avisod G \) )

No se molesto en llevarse ese cuerpo que cobijabas
Con tus brazos como filamentos inquebrantables.
Los rompi6 con el aire frio y desprendid polvo oscurecido.

Todo esto sucedio una mafiana luminosa
Cuando un pajaro cayo del cielo y
Arropd6 con sus alas tu cabello azabache
Qué en un instante se cubrio de nieve.

Nunca mas volvi6 a salir la luz en esos ventanales
Cerraron sus cortinas y el sol se escondié en el armario.
Ahora tu grito mudo, dolorido

Sale de esa cueva seca para volar en busca de tu serafin.

Me ves viva...
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Me ves viva porque eso pervives de mi

Me ves viva porque mis brazos te dan calor

Me ves viva porque nunca pierdo la sonrisa

Me ves viva porque lloro, como y juego como tu.

Me ves viva porque no somos tan diferentes
Tenemos odio, envidia y desprecio.
Lastimamos al hablar, envenenamos el amor.

Nos vemos reflejadas al espejo, entones
Si, nos damos cuenta que no nos vemos vivas...
Estamos rotas.

No hay respuesta

No hay respuesta para describir ésta agonia
Que nos revento el corazon, el pulmon, el
Alma y dejo éste rio en nuestros 0jos

Y cubri6 toda la arena.

J No hay respuesta para entender el porqué
En ese craneo roto se escaparon los recuerdos
Ni para ese rostro ojeroso de hospital nocturno.
Ni para saber donde quedaron los tulipanes de tarde.

\
A No hay respuesta para ese vientre sin lucero
o —
Para la locura que ha nacido en la cabeza
& Tampoco para esos labios que cortaron la caricia

Y volvieron cuchillas las sombras.

No hay ya ninguna respuesta para los hijos

Que gritan en la alcantarilla, y las ancianas que se les
Secaron los huesos y su polvo amargo vuela en el aire.
No hay ninguna respuesta.

La muerte no tiene réplica, nunca la tendra
Ahora te veo tendida ahi con el rostro cadavérico
Rodeada de buitres que vuelan en circulos
Esperando que apague la luz.
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Polidora Gomez
(Colombia)

Polidora Goémez Villalobos nos presenta su obra prima Hilvan de retazos, donde crea, evalua
y revalta con un conjunto de palabras que se alejan de los ideales tradicionales, pero centrada
en valorar la percepcion imperecedera de sus recuerdos. La poeta mantiene las calles, las
risas, la tradicion, el amor y el recuerdo de los suyos, de sus vivencias de una Ciénaga -
Magdalena- de antafio, enmarcada en el olvido, pero traida con sutileza y encanto en sus
paginas la hace en si una "aldea universal" (parafraseando...) La poeta vive y suefia en el
amor, pero no olvida las bases de la poesia donde conjugar y emancipar vivencias son

necesarias.

BITACORA DE LA PALBRA

LAMENTE, HABITADA POR UN PUEBLO DE PALABRA, A VECES TIERNAS, VORACES,
AMOROSAS, QUE SE ALEJA VIAJANDO ENTRE TINTAS, A VECES: FUERTE, PALIDA O
DIFUSA.

YA CONVERTIDAS EN MEGA CIUDAD, BROTAN ENTRE PERGAMINOS

COMO LUZ DE BITACORA, DESBORDANDO PRIMAVERAS, ATANDO

VENDAVALES, CONSTRUYENDO TRINCHERAS DE SENTIMIENTOS

QUE VAN FORMANDO RiOS QUE RIEGAN LA VIDA EN LA TIERRA.

PERO, LAS QUE NO VIAJAN ENTRE TINTAS, TRANSFORMADAS EN ARTE

LAS OBSERVAS PLANTADAS DE CUERPO ENTERO DESDE OTRA ORILLA

A LA VERA DE LAS HUELLAS DEL TIEMPO Y LAS INTERROGAS

TE ESBOZAN UNA TRISTE ALEGOR{A CON UN AURA DE CORAIJE

RESISTENCIAY AMOR ALA VIDA.
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CERCA DEL JAGUEY, NINOS JUGANDO BAJO UN ARBOL FRONDOSO

EN LAS RAICES DE SUS CABELLOS Y LA DELGADEZ DE SUS CUERPOS

SE REFLEJA EL CUADRO ATERRADOR DE LA HISTORIA RECIENTE;

INCOMPLETA, DIFUSA DE LA QUE VA BROTANDO EL SUFRIMIENTO EN INTERMINABLE
ESPIRAL DE VIOLENCIA.

AL FONDO, SOBRE LANATURALEZA LA VIDA CAYENDO COMO GAJO
DE UVA DERRAMADO, FRENTE AL SOBREVIVIENTE

QUE RESPIRA CON EL HORROR ATRAGANTADO

EL ARTE YA CONVERTIDO EN ESPEJO RETROVISOR, TE RESPONDE
TU IMAGINACION DEVASTADA, RECONOCE ESAS HUELLAS

Y SU TENEBROSO DESANDAR

EL PASADO REGRESA...

\\\L//} /——>)
LA CASA DE TODOS LOS TIEMPOS 5 \/}
/5L/? n Q
TODO ESO CRECIA, , ‘
o
EL RETOZO INCESANTE T( , D
ERA MAS QUE UN BULLICIO /@
EN CASA DE TODOS LOS TIEMPOS. ~ ( K

EN PLENA CONFUSION, M\
SE DIBUJABA EL PASADO

EN FOTOS A BLANCO Y NEGRO

MIENTRAS EL PRESENTE,

SE ACOSTUMBRABA A VIVIR EN CUCLILLAS

AFALTA DE UN ESPACIO

DONDE ACOMODAR LA SILLA.

SENTADA EN EL COMEDOR
FRENTE A LA PUERTA DEL PATIO,

OBSERVABA EN DIAS DE INVIERNO EL AGUA PRECIPITADA POR LA BRISA
O FLOTANDO EN UNA PONCHERA,

PEDACITOS DE CIELO

HASTA QUE ELEVADA POR EL NIVEL DEL AGUA

SALIA ANAVEGAR ENTRE LOS ARBOLES.

EN MEDIO DE ESE TIEMPO
TODO LO RESPIRABA HASTA EL FONDO

YWY (166)| Samantaral Bhabna



PRESAGIO

Por Encima Del Horizonte,
Resbalaba El Sol,

Con Sus Destellos, Ocre Y Naranja.
El Agria Murmuraba

Bajo El Enloquecido Viento

Que Corria En Noches De Marea
Hasta Los Playones De Agua Coca,
Como Arrastrando Un Presagio,
Despeinando La Enea

Que Entumecida Observaba.

La Brisa Fresca Bajaba De La Sierra

Y Abrazada Por El Viento,

Lo Pellizcaba Con Fuerza En El Rostro
Enloquecida Por EI Olor A Océano.

La “Mariapalito’ Contemplaba Exhausta

Y Comenzaba A Caer En Circulo;

Sobre El Humedal,

Sobre Un Sapo Desenterrado

Polvorin Que Se Agachaba

Bajo La Lluvia

Y Mas Alla.. .Mas Alla, La Zona Bananera,
Testigo Presencial De La Barbarie

La Noche En Que El Pueblo Cienaguero

Vio Caer Parte De Sus Entranas

Y Emerger La Poesia,
Cantada Por Los Poetas Que Atin Llevan

Como Velas Encendidas

Fragmentos De Un Sol Despedazado

TU LLANTO

VIDAS ARREBATADAS
EL SILENCIO SEPULTADAS

SI PUDIERAN ESCUCHAR TU LLANTO...
COLOMBIA EN TU ROSTRO DEVASTADO
SE DIVISAN BROTES

DE LAGRIMAS NEGRAS

MUERES LENTAMENTE

SIN QUE TU PUEBLO SE INMUTE

ESTA GENTE NO PARECE TUYA;

LOS OBSERVAS SIN PRISA

SIENTES SU ANDAR,

LASTIMANDOTE LA PIEL

TE RECORREN COMO EN OTRORA
AMPARADOS EN LA SOMBRA

DEJANDO UNA ESTELA DE SAQUEO

Y EXTERMINIO
TUS HIJOS IGNORAN TU LLANTO...
COLOMBIA
CONVIRTIENDOTE EN EL FANTASMA
AL QUE TODOS TEMEN

SI ESCUCHARAN TU LLANTO,

PERO NO RUEGAN ALUCINADOS,
PORQUE NO CESE

LA HORRIBLE NOCHE.

NATURALEZA DESCALZA

VIAJO, TRAS LAS HUELLAS
DE LA NATURALEZA DESCALZA
HASTA LA CIMA.

EN EL COSTADO IZQUIERDO
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DE SU ROSTRO, PALMERAS MODELAN
AL RITMICO COMPAS DE LA BRISA.

EL MAR, EN MANSEDUMBRE PERPETUA
DUERME ENTRE VELADURAS Y SUENA.

UN RAYO DE LUZ,
ACARICIA LA ESPALDA A LA TIERRA BENDECIDA,
QUE TIEMBLA.

EL PLUMAJE DEL ALCATRAZ,

SE MECE REFLEJADO EN EL AGUA.

TODO ESTA COMPLETAMENTE

ABIERTO... ENTRO.

MI PINCELADA VACIA EL CORAZON DESBORDADO DE EMOCION,
POR CONTAGIO.

CONFINAMIENTO

LAS NOTICIAS SOBRE LA PANDEMIA SE SENTIAN LEJANAS MIENTRAS LA MODERNIDAD
LA ESPARCIA.

EN ESTAANTE SALA SONABA CON UN RIO DE AGUAS NEGRAS EN EL QUE LA GENTE
DISFRUTABA MIENTRAS SE DESBORDABA ENTRE LOS PATIOS, HASTA INUNDAR LA
ENORME COCINA CON ENTRADAS Y SALIDAS AL CAMINO POR EL QUE SUBIA.
OBSERVABA SIN ENTENDER, LA TRANQUILIDAD DE ESA GENTE,

LA MISMA DE HOY, EN LA COSTA CARIBE COLOMBIANA,

QUE ABRAZADA POR EL CALOR Y LA REALIDAD SOMBRIA
EMPIEZA A CONFINARSE CON UN TEMOR RECIEN NACIDO, QUE CRECE.

DESPUNTANDO EL DiA, SENTADA BAJO UN PEDACITO DE CIELO

VEO CAER, UN RAYO DE SOL QUE SE DERRAMA SOBRE MI PIE IZQUIERDO.

LLEVA MUCHO TIEMPO DERRAMANDOSE, SOBRE: EL PISO, EL LAVADERO, LA CUERDA DE
DONDE CUELGA LA SABANA QUE DANZA CON EL VIENTO.

AL FONDO; EL CABALLETE, LAS HORTENSIAS APOYADAS EN LA PARED MIENTRAS
ESCUCHO LA PRONUNCIACION DE FRASES EN FRANCES Y EL GRIFO GOTEAR.
SIGO SENTADA EN EL ESPACIO QUE SIEMPRE HA SIDO MiO SIN RECONOCERLO. EL
CONFINAMIENTO LO PUSO AL DESCUBIERTO

IGUAL QUE AL HOMBRE SU ENORME POSADA LA QUE LE ESTORBAY TORTURA.

EL CALOR INTENSO ME REGRESA. PARA SEGUIR CONFINADA A MERCED DE LA AGOTADA
NATURALEZA ERIGIDA EN POSICION DE DEFENSA FRENTE LA HUMANIDAD, QUE SE
REHUSA A RECORDAR SU ASOMBROSO... REGALO DE LA VIDA.
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Ebelis Corzo Onate
(Colombia)

Nacié en Fonseca Guajira, en 1972. Licenciada en Lenguas Modernas de la Universidad del
Magdalena. Diplomada en Educacion y Desarrollo Psicoafectivo en la Universidad del Norte de
Barranquilla. Adelanté estudios de francés en la Alianza Francesa de Santa Marta.

En su vida Universitaria pertenecio al Taller Literario Jorge Luis Borges.

Cuentos y poemas de su autoria han sido publicados en: Revista dominical Macondo; Antologia
Relata Cuento y Poesia; Red de Escritura Creativa; Magazin del Caribe (Escritores del Magdalena);
Antologia Poética Colombiana “La Palabra Provocada” y en la Antologia Poética del Caribe
Colombiano “Hilando Esperanzas” Autora de los poemarios “Quietud”, “Cotidiana”, “Silencio”.
En el afio 2020 participé en: Festival virtual de literatura “Talium Fest” de la Universidad del
Magdalena, Festival de Poesia Realenga de Venezuela, “El amor en los tiempos del Covid” Aracataca
Social, “XXXVI Encuentro virtual de poetas Colombianas” Roldanillo Museo Rayo, Tertulia “Voces
Nuevas” Facatativa, “X Poeton Plenilunio”, “Homenaje al poeta Mario Benedetti en su centenario”
Uruguay, Viernes de poesia femenina “Chedamy Es Aluna” Santa Marta, “Mil voces un Canto”
Colectivo BBC , “Bbceando la palabra para nombrar la vida”, “XXII Encuentro de poesia y la
palabra”. Instituto Municipal de cultura y turismo de Tenjo, Primer Encuentro Internacional “Lecturas
Urgentes de Poesia”. Fundacion Grainart, “Vitaminas Diarias de Poesia”. Caldas, “Cuarto Encuentro
Internacional de mujeres poetas y narradoras en Macondo”.

Publicaciones: Antologia Poética Mexicana. Libro “Soberbia”. Antologia Poética Colombiana “La
Palabra Provocada”.

En el afio 2021: Dia Internacional de la mujer “Mujeres Resilientes” Alianza Francesa de Santa
Marta, “Rincon de la poesia”. Universidad Santo Tomas.

Publicaciones: Antologia “67 Voces al Viento”, Antologia Mexicana. Libro “Amor”.

Poesia Andante (Estrategia para la sensibilizacion social frente a la poesia “Nocturno Marino”.
Homenaje a Santa Marta 500 afios. Publicacion bilingiie Espaiiol Francés.

Recital de mujeres poetas del caribe colombiano. CECAR Sincelejo.

Antologia Poética “Susurrame un poema Magdalena. Ediciones Grainart. Santiago de Cali Valle del
Cauca.

Antologia Relatos, cuento y oralidad “Tejiendo memoria”. Instituto Cultural Iberoamericano.

Ao 2022; XVI Festival Internacional de poesia Palabra en el mundo sede Querétaro, México.
Antologia Némesis. Lima Pert.

32 Festival Internacional de Poesia de Medellin.

FEE Ol | SUS (169)



ROBO CUENTOS

Robo cuentos y la vida me sorprende.
Dias que se esfuman

en la complicidad del silencio.
Lagrima furtiva.

Gotitas de tinta.

Pies de barro.

Callejon infinito donde viene el alba

y mi mente cuenta sus propias historias.
Observo trabajadores de la calle

que cantan y pelean con el cemento.
Guardo las llaves de la voluntad en mis

bolsillos

Y leo versos para conciliar el suefio.

QUIETUD

Huele a lluvia a chocolate.

Eso dije en voz queda de espaldas al mar
con mi rostro descompuesto

y gestos en mi boca.

El corazén se convirtié en lagrimas.
Desollando magia en el lapiz, oigo quietud.
Toco tu rostro en el papel.

Pufialadas de recuerdos.
Yo en pedazos.
Ahora puedo contar historias en tu piel.
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AROMA DEL CAFE

El aroma del café
embellece la casa.
Cambio de rutina,

las ollas quedan sin lavar,
mis manos estan libres
de agua y fuego.

Salgo a pasear y me alegran

los papelitos de colores

que adornan calles estrechas.

En el camino escucho a un hombre

que canta desafinado a cambio de
monedas, la sombrilla reposa en mi bolso.



Prefiero que el sol cubra mi cuerpo
y alcance a quemar nostalgias.

L

El espejo

me reclama una sonrisa,

despejo los monstruos

que insisten en habitarme.

El refugio... La libreta de notas.
Ruego a la primera tormenta del afio
que no moje mis poemas.

Con la aridez de mis ojos basta.

IL.

Brotan libros de las paredes,

el lapicero en flor ofrece su amistad,
soy resistente al descanso.

El poema inmuniza la locura.

Tomo el café, huelo la taza.

La poesia le estd ganando a mi vida.
Identifico heridas para alcanzar la serenidad.
Respiro tus palabras,

paso los versos por mis 0jos.

No fue una tarde perdida.

El tiempo... ladron de la memoria.

SOLEDAD DEL CARMEN

Veo a mi madre.

Camina més lento y con dificultad,
responde con sonrisas.

Sus ojos nublados merodean la tristeza.
Sola, en esa casa de tejas y paredes altas.
Recorro la casa, observo los detalles,
escucho el silencio.

En la sala vive el mismo espejo,

en el comedor no estan los platos
servidos de alegria,

en la cocina un par de ollas a fuego lento,
los cuartos organizados,

en el patio un retoflo

que acompana al eterno Olivo.

Mi madre mueve su bata al despedirme,
muestra sus pequefios dientes

y yo me voy con la lista

de sus necesidades en mis manos.
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LuciaPe¢rez
(California)

En modesto homenaje a Irene Gruss

(Blues y candencia de tango)

(Se ha perdido tu sonrisa Lucia?

No lo creo. Tus labios, como siempre,
dibujan esa risa de muchacha.
(Apartaste tu mirada de las pequefias
cosas de la vida cotidiana?

No lo creo. Tus ojos aun brillan

porque su luz no se ha disipado en la oscuridad.
Brillan, y Amy Winehouse, también sonriendo,
canta solo para vos Back to Black

y la cancion te devuelve al instante justo
cuando caminaste de suefio en suefio

como solo las muchachas simples pueden

hacer cada dia a cada instante.

(Llevaste algo de equipaje para tu viaje?

(Solo tu melena negra algo desordenada,

y algo del viento salado del mar

que viaja subido a tus redondos hombros?

(Llevaste algo de equipaje para tu viaje?

Mama quiere saber porque ella te
preparard lo que le pidas.
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Algo de sol que te acaricie para que

no sientas frio,
alguna flor que te dé su perfume
y un ramo de besos de los que te aman.
No es mucho, por supuesto,
pero sera suficiente. Pedi lo que quieras.

Lo que vos pidas te sera otorgado.

Afuera (afuera es aqui, all4, en todos lados),
miles de otras muchachas estan a tu lado,
concuerdan tu camino y el de todas ellas.

No exagero. Miles. Todas Lucias.

( Te parece extrafio? Todas Lucias.
Llevan tu mirada a todas partes

y también tus sonrisas, tu musica elegida
y tus amorosas ilusiones.

Y todo eso a pesar de los jueces

que quieren quitarte del camino.

No saben qué hacer con tu presencia.

Ellos, los que reparten injusticias

babean sus ridiculas sentencias judiciales.
Los jueces, muchas veces, estan para eso,
solo para eso. Y vos lo sabés, Lucia,
mejor que cualquiera de nosotros.

Hemos escuchado sus ridiculos alegatos
y sus pretensiones de sefiores del feudo.
Pero las cosas no quedaran de este modo.
De eso estamos seguros

porque no vamos a desandar lo caminado.

Viaja tranquila, Lucia, te esperamos.

Tus esperanzas son ahora tan nuestras

como si hubiesen estado siempre

dentro de cada corazon humano.

(Como van a hacer para que no logremos

lo que todos nosotros exigimos?

Los violadores, sus protectores,

los que nos humillan a diario

finalmente seran derrotados. Completamente.

Viaja tranquila, Lucia, hasta la Justicia.

Lo que no puedo decir es cuan largo sera tu
viaje.

Pero cuando llegues al fin a tu destino

seras feliz entre todos nosotros.

In modest tribute to Irene Gruss 1

(Blues and tango license)

Is your smile lost Lucia?

I don't think so. Your lips, as always,

they draw that girls laugh.

Did you take your eyes off the little ones
things of everyday life?

I don't think so. Your eyes still shine

because its light has not dissipated in the dark.

They shine, and Amy Winehouse,
also smiling,
sing just for you Back to Black
and the gang returns you to the right instant
when you walked from dream to dream
how only simple girls can
do every day at every moment.
Did you take some luggage for your trip?
Just your black hair a little messy,
and some of the salty sea wind
who travels up on your rounded shoulders?
Did you take some luggage for your trip?
Mom wants to know why she has to prepare
what you ask for.

Some sun that caresses you so

you don't feel cold,

some flower that gives you its perfume
and a bouquet of kisses from those
who love you.

Not much of course

but it will be enough. I asked what you want.
What you ask for will be granted.

Outside (outside is here, there, everywhere),
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thousands of other girls are by your side,
They all share your way
I'm not exaggerating. Thousands. All Lucias.

Does it seem strange to you? All Lucias.
They take your gaze everywhere

and also your smiles, your chosen music
and your loving illusions.

And all that despite the judges
who want to get you out of the way.
They don't know what to do with

your presence.
They who distribute injustices
they drool their ridiculous court sentences.
The judge's, many times, are there for that,
just for that. And you know it, Lucia,
better than any of us.

We have heard your ridiculous allegations
and their claims as lords of the fief.

But things will not stay this way.

Of that we are sure

because we are not going to retrace our steps.

Travel calmly, Lucia, we are waiting for you.

Your hopes are now so ours

as if they had always been

within every human heart.

How are they going to prevent us
from achieving

what we all demand?

The rapists, their protectors,

those who humiliate us daily

they will finally be defeated. Completely.

Travel quietly, Lucia, to Justice.

What I can't say is how long your

journey will be.

But when you finally reach your destination
you will be happy among all of us.
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Chen Hsiu-chen

(Taiwan)

Chen Hsiu-chen is the executive editor of
'Li' poetry magazine, has published books
including 'Non-dairy, 2009', 'String Echo in
Forest, 2010', 'Mask, 2016', 'Uncertain
Landscape, 2017, 'Promise, 2017, 'Poetry
Feeling in Tamsui, 2018', 'Fracture, 2018,
'My Beloved Neruda, 2020', "Virus takes no
rest, 2021", 'Encountering with Cesar
Vallejo, 2022' and 'Heaven on Earth, 2022'.
Some poems have been translated into more
than twenty languages. She participated
various national and international poetry
festivals in Bangladesh, Macedonia, Peru,
Tunisia, Chile, Vietnam, Romania and
Mexico from 2015-2021, won 'Morning
Star Prize' from Peru in 2018

and 'Naji Naaman Literary Prizes'

from Lebanon in 2020.

The Sky of Neruda

The wind

tears off the notices from autumn one by one
that posted in the form of red maple leaves.
My heart in despair listens to

your one hundred love poems

The spring is in the distance.
I heard someone calling
a sound after a sound.

An ocean is hidden secretly in my heart.
From the Taiwan island

I am flying to the sky of Neruda

to praise in a high key

the love sonnets.

Oh, my Neruda,
I'love you
as a Forgetting-me-not loves the May.

Oh, my Neruda

[ am afraid

I would love you so

as the waves love the rocks along the coast
to crush myself.
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Whisper

The white flowers

fly like snow.

The clop-clop sounds of high heels
stepped on a row of flowering trees
have dipped a luxurious floral smell.

It sounds like a Illusion

or a spell

Forget me not! Forget me not! Forget me not!
Is it the whisper from the petals

or the voices suppressed in my deep heart?

Oh, my Neruda,

under the starry sky of Santiago

my heart blooms like snow,

its petals are going to drift into your heart.

Forget Me

Not only the white flowers

even that red, orange, yellow and purple
wildflowers

also under encouragement by the spring
breeze

compete to one another in murmuring

in murmuring to me:

Forget me not! Forget me not! Forget me not!

Not only the waves or seabirds

even the leaves also under the silver moon-
light

whisper to me

Forget me not! Forget me not! Forget me not!

Not only the valleys or hills

even the stars, moon and sun

also whisper to me uninterruptedly

Forget me not! Forget me not! Forget me not!

Oh, my Neruda,
It is you the only one in the world
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have not confessed to me yet:
Forget me not! Oh,
Forget me not!

The Eyes in Santiago

The eyes are everywhere
as the narks arranged
here and there.

Like overbearing eyes of

a strict lover

in the inner room or garden
to test whether love is
persistent or not.

The eyes seem

being restrained by desire
to look for

a blind love.

Oh, my Neruda,

there are so many eyes,

eye, eye, eye.

Which one is mine?

Which one is yours?

Can we combine to form a pair of eyes
staring at the same star ?

I deliberate to capture you
but afraid, instead,
to be captured by you.

(English Translation by : Lee Kuei-shien)



Gerardo Ciancio
(Uruguay)

Gerardo Ciancio (Montevideo, Uruguay) is a professor of literature, holding a master’s in
Education Management. He has published the books of essays La critica literaria integral (Premio
Nacional de Ensayo, 1997), La ciudad inventada (Premio de Ensayo Academia Nacional de
Letras,1998), La cultura en el periodismo y el periodismo en la cultura (2007), and Sofiar la
palabra (Premio Internacional Fundacién Benedetti, 2012) and the poetry
books Arquitrabe (2010), Cieno (Premio Nacional de Poesia, 2011), Haikus de Kiushu
(2017), Los ojos crios (2021), and Linaje (Premio Onetti de Poesia, 2021), as well as the
anthologies Nada es igual después de la poesia: 50 poetas uruguayos del medio siglo (2005), El
amplio jardin: Poesia joven de Uruguay y Colombia (2006), and Los hijos del fuego: Poesia
joven de Uruguay (2013). His unpublished book Casa de Salud (Nursing Home) won the Onetti
Poetry Prize 2022. He earned a grant from the Ministry of Culture of the People’s Republic of
China to undertake studies at Peking University (2011), a grant from Japan’s Agency of
International Cooperation to undertake studies in said country (2012), and a grant from the
Fundacion Carolina to undertake studies in Madrid (2002).

Fragments of the book
Nursing Home

A rare transparency

makes the morning

and we enter the Nursing Home:

Mom lives in it with her faded words
wrapped in the sweet fervor of her single life.
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The Home is a wasteland with steps of imaginary animals
and the burning of the siesta that makes all words unbearable.

Mom, I’'m afraid

of silence

like a cliff from which we will not return.
(Your parched eyes seem to be roaring.)

Listen to my shaking voice

that scrapes

these checkerboard floors

these asbestos tiles

and the touch of the word Night.

Wrapped in the abstraction of your angels, Mom,

your holy card angels

those who did not descend at the call of your mended voice
because the ossuary of the poem howls in the long night
and among the leaves of the plane trees

the moon stalks

like an unknown animal of light

like a quiet bird of rigor.

This is the world, Mom. This is it. A spell. @
There’s an impulse of light D
coming from somewhere (
and we don’t see it.

The whole garden burns along your eyes
and a motley owl is drawn in your brain.

The rest: silence.

I remember when you used to bring out the words
like mud @
from your throat

and the afternoon was unfolding

and the landscape grew weary

in a pinkish horizon

alerted

from the bottom of the bay

and the thunderous flight of the lapwing

beating the wings of the world.

Language slips
little by little
on the
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dazzling

ceramics

of the table

and the candor traces with which we watch
how the flowers devour us

in the landscape.

And the air feathers every word it touches

until it makes us look at W }l//
this reality that is already erased
through the corridors of the Nursing Home. 2§®
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Fragmentos del libro

Casa de Salud

.. v
Una transparencia inusual C/\

se gana la mafiana

y entramos a la Casa de Salud:

mama la habita con su decir desmadejado
envuelta en el dulce fervor de su sola vida.

La Casa es un yermo con pisadas de animales imaginarios
y el ardor de la siesta que hace insoportables todas las palabras.

Tengo miedo, mama,

del silencio

como un precipicio del cual no volveremos.
(Parece que bramaran tus 0jos resecos.)

Escucha mi voz desalineada
que raspa

estos pisos en damero

estas baldosas de amianto

y el tacto de la palabra noche.

Envuelta en la abstraccion de tus angeles, mama,

tus angeles de estampita

esos que no descendian al llamado de tu voz remendada
porque el osario del poema aulla en la larga noche

y entre las hojas de los platanos

la luna acecha

como un animal de luz desconocido

como un quieto pajaro de rigor.
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Este es el mundo, mama. Es esto. Hechizo.
Hay un envio de luz

que llega de alguna parte

y que no vemos.

Todo el jardin arde a lo largo de tus ojos

y un buho abigarrado se dibuja en tu cerebro.

El resto: silencio.

Recuerdo cuando sacabas las palabras
como barro

de tu garganta

y la tarde se iba desdoblando

y el paisaje se fatigaba

en un horizonte rosaceo

alerta

desde el fondo de la bahia

y el vuelo atronador de los teros

que batian las alas del mundo.

Resbala el lenguaje

de a poco

por las

ceramicas

encandiladas

de la mesa

y los restos del candor con que miramos
como nos devoran las flores

dentro del paisaje.

Y el aire empluma cada palabra que toca
hasta hacer que miremos

esta realidad que ya se borra

por entre los pasillos de la Casa de Salud.
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Translated from Spanish to English by : Teresa Korondi
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Gili aimo{/ich Teresa Korondi

(Israel)

Teresa Korondi is a Uruguayan poet, narrator and performer, who also engages with literary
translation. She holds a Diploma in Analysis and Poetic Studies by Fundacion La Poeteca,
Venezuela. She also gives workshops, lectures and readings at festivals and educational institutions
in several countries, such as the Federal University of Pelotas, Brasil, and the University of
Palermo, Argentina, which later gathered into the book Reflexion Académica en Disefio y
Comunicacion N° XLIV (Academic Reflection on Design and Communication Nr XLIV, 2020).
In 2014 she obtained the “Fondo Nacional de Mtisica” (National Fund of Music) to produce Bo,
a poetry-song album. In 2019 she edited the anthology Del Salvo al Barolo —un rioplatario poético
(From the Salvo to the Barolo - a Poetical Riverplate). She is part of the 3 Nancy Bacelo Ilustrated
Poem Exhibition 2022 Edition, of the Program for the Strengthening of the Arts (Municipality of
Montevideo).

She had published ten books, including : La enunciacion (‘The Enunciation’ 2016), Escandinavia

(‘Scandinavia’ 2018), Par (‘Pair’2021), Corre, corre (‘Run, Run’ - IberLetras publication series -
Argentina/Spain, 2021), the book Rod6 porque rodaba (‘It Rolled Because it Rolled’, 2023), which
received a National Poetry Award of the Ministry of Culture and Education in 2021 and Otaku, that
came out in Argentina (2023).

Gili Haimovich is a prizewinning bilingual Israeli poet with Canadian background. She is the
author of four poetry books in English, including Promised Lands (Finishing Line Press, USA,
2020), six in Hebrew, and a multilingual book, Note (El nido del fénix, 2019, Mexico).

She was awarded prizes for best foreign poet at the international Italian poetry competitions /
colori dell’anima (2020) as well as Ossi di Seppia (2019), a grant for excellency by the Ministry
of Culture of Israel (2015), a fellowship residency at the International Writers’ Workshop Hong
Kong (2021), and more, including several grants for her Hebrew books. Her poems are translated
into 33 languages including full-length books in French, Serbian and Estonian. Her poetry is
featured worldwide in numerous anthologies and journals such as: The Best Asian Poetry Anthology,

(Uruguay)
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World Literature Today, 101 Jewish Poems for the Third Millennium, A World Anthology of
Border Poetry - Blurred and Political and major publications in Israel such as The Most Beautiful
Poems in Hebrew — A Hundred Years of Israeli Poetry, A Naked Queen — An Anthology of

Israeli Social Protest Poetry.

Gili participates in festivals and literary events in Canada, France, Mexico, Italy, India, Romania,

Hong Kong, Taiwan, Kosovo, Chile, Kenya, Mongolia, Estonia and more. Gili also works as

poetry translator. Her translations include the eminent Israeli poet Nurit Zarchi, the first Estonian

poetry book published in Israel, And the Line Turns into Shadow by Mathura and Dust and

Colors by the laureate Estonian poet Jaan Kaplinski. She works as an educator of creative writing

as well, teaching in Israel and overseas such as in India and Canada and as a visual artists with

her photography presented and exhibited in the US, Canada, Chile and Israel.

Being there
and being myself a roofed cave
to blow us up

My body no longer leaves the wake of your eyes
Hesitated when danger

ignorant of the giant

rushed to penetrate the memory

and saw the future

that unpicked wool sacks

hair by hair

Then this fear

wrapped around my palate

like a cat on the fine branch of the heights
stopped by instinct

and a talisman glowed in the muzzle of my legs
Opened the path of the Ossuary Weddings

until the last ash

Estar y ser
una cueva cerrada

para volarnos

Mi cuerpo ya no sale de la vigilia de tus ojos
Vacilo cuando el peligro

ignorante del coloso

se lanzo a penetrar en la memoria

y vio el futuro
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que descosia sacos de lana

pelo por pelo

Entonces este miedo

arropado en mi paladar

como un gato en la rama fina de la altura

se detuvo por instinto

y un talisman resplandecio en el bozal de mis
piernas

Abrié el sendero de las bodas de hueso

hasta la ultima ceniza

Holding Water

The day after our wedding,

at the beach in Palmahim,

pierced happiness,

a puncture for longings

to go through.

You held me

and I held water

and said:

“This is happiness. Happiness is happening right
now”.

It was easy to be easy-breezy on the day after
our wedding

in your hands

when you put them on my trigger

I know that happiness is a warm gun

yes it is yeahhh



Retener el Agua

El dia después de nuestraboda

en la playa de Palmahim,

la felicidadperforo,

un pinchazo para que los deseos
atravesaran.

Me sostuviste

y sostuve el agua

y dije:

“Esto es la felicidad. La felicidad esta
ocurriendo ahora mismo”.

Era facilestartranquila el dia después de
nuestraboda

en tus manos

cuando las pusiste en mi gatillo.

Sé que la felicidad es un arma caliente
si lo es yeahhh

Now they are melted
the auroras of chance
So we are painting

1 tripped halfway
in the womb of the street
Where we were conceived
humankind
split down the middle
as a peerless pair
Half-dead
in boredom
until the stumble
the clumsiness
the twilight fruit
A cardinal fusion
of bodies
We stumble
it is foretold
to rise
among the living
like odd gods

Son derretidas
las auroras del azar

Asi pintamos

Tropecé con la mitad
en el vientre de la calle
Ahidondenosconcebimos
humanidad
partida al medio
como par sin par
Mediosmuertos
en el tedio
hasta el tropiezo

la torpeza
la frutaatardecida
Un fundirse cardinal
de cuerpos
Tropezamos
estadicho
para levantarnos
entre los vivos

como dioses impares

Before the Becoming

The people who knew us before our becoming
peel the darkness we carry

in the hollow pockets of our parka.

They witness our novelties,

quietly shaming.

Useful for nothing but heartwarming,

no confessions can be made

to the people who knew us before our becoming,
the ones we still secretly carry.

As much as I’m peeling your layers of clothes
away,

I’'m unable to take away our familiarity.

The people that know us much after becoming
let the heat of their body shade our bareness.
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Antes del Devenir

Las personas que nosconocieron antes de
nuestrodevenir

quitan la oscuridad que llevamos

en los bolsilloshuecos de nuestroabrigo.

Son testigos de nuestrasnovedades,
avergonzandose en silencio.
Reconfortanteaunque de nada sirva,
ningunaconfesionpuedehacerse

a las personas que nosconocieron antes de
nuestrodevenir,

a quienesatnllevamos en secreto.

Por mucho que te quite las capas de ropa,

soy incapaz de despojarnos de nuestra
familiaridad.

Las personas que nosconocen mucho después
de nuestro devenir

dejan que el calor de su cuerpo sombree nuestra
desnudez.

May the fine moon
awaits us in the sea

while it is shining

We are two who shine

in the greed of mirrors
creating a candle for the night
light to the black scale

We are in the darkness

that tries

a mouth of sun that won 't let go
1 trust us

and caress the beast

that I adore

like a gentle animal
1 give it my hands
to eat from them

To eat

them

while I understand
why

we seem invisible

En tanto riela

que en el mar nos encuentre

la luna bella

Somos dos que rielan

en la avaricia de los espejos
haciendo vela a la noche
luz a la escama negra
Somos en la oscuridad

que intenta

una boca de sol que no se deja
Me fio de nosotros

y acaricio a la bestia

que adoro

como a un animal amable
Le doy mis manos

para que coma de ellas

A ellas

que se las coma

mientras entiendo

por qué

parecemos invisibles

All the poems in italic type of font were created in Spanish by Teresa Korondi and translated to English

in collaboration with Gili Haimovich.

All the poems in regular type of font were created in English by Gili Haimovich and translated to

Spanish by Teresa Korondi.
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Debasish Dutta

Debasish Dutta is well Known theatre personality With 25 years of theatre experience,
Scholar of Sangeet Natak Academy and Member of Paschim Banga Natya Academy,
Resource Person of Estern Zonal Cultural center (for theatre workshop) and working
experience as a designer with many eminent directors like — Shri K. N. Panikkar, Shri
Satish Anand, Shri Bratya Basu “I want to keep the dignity that you have given me as a
designer. Please allow me to reject my old design and let me redesign, Shri Bhaskar Mahapatra
and many more. And With many more achievements and experiences like 20 Years of
experience in theatre design (light, set, costume), And As a director working with institute
(IFTA) Institute of Factual Theatre Arts, He also got awards like Stage Craft Award 2018
for Best Director, ‘Dr. Parmanad Pandey Yuva Puraskar’ from Pranggan (Patna),
‘Bratyajon Samman’ from Bratyojon(Kolkata), ‘Sampark Samman’ from Sampark,
Rourkela, Odisa and many more.

Six months with him. ..

“I want to keep the dignity that you have given me as
a designer. Please allow me to reject my old design
and let me redesign .”

t’s really difficult to begin, memories keep coming like waves. How should I

Istart the article about Kavalam Narayana Panikkar, our dear Panikkar Sir. |
consider myself very lucky to have had the opportunity to get acquainted with
Panikkar Sir, at the very beginning of my theatrical journey. Those six months
0f 2009 is a very important chapter of my life. At that point of time I have
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completed 1st phase (state level) and 2nd
phase (Eastern zone) of the Young theatre
artists training program, organized by Sangeet
Natak Academy. In the same year, for the first
time, my directorial debut production, ‘Path,
the waterfall’, was selected at the Bharat
Rang Mahotsav. Almost, at the same time of
that year I had the great opportunity to learn
the Art of Theatre from the doyen Director
Shri K N Panikkar with the support of
Sangeet Natak Academy.

I was waiting eagerly with great interest, joy
and suppressed anxiety. Finally, the day came.
After a hectic journey from Kolkata I
reached Trivandrum, and then arrived at the
main destination, Sopanam (Sopanam
Institute of Performing Arts and Research
Centre) which was going to be our address for
the next six months. After arrival, I heard that
I was the only one from West Bengal and four
more friends from other parts of the country
got the opportunity. Neeraj Kunder, Kamlesh
Malviya, Anita Gupta, Lata Sangre and
myself, Debasish Dutta. We started the
journey. Panikkar Sir was going to stage a
theatrical production in Hindi, for the first
time in his life. We had the opportunity to be
a part of that work. Some of us will act and
some of us will take part in off-stage
assistance. In short, we had the unique
opportunity to engage and learn from the very
beginning of his production process. We were
ready to take most out of that...

The work started. The play was Bhavabhuti’s
‘Uttararamacharita’. It was a unique feeling to
see ourselves developing bour craft bit by bit
every day and at the same time seeing the
theatre production getting ready in front of
our eyes. Since we came together from
different parts of the country, each of us had
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different languages, cultures, thoughts and
ideas. At the same time, the language, culture
and environment of the place where we were
working was completely different. Yet in the
midst of this diversity we were slowly
becoming united. It was the result of the
foresight of our mentor Panikkar Sir.

I don’t have the ability to explain or analyze
how great a theatre director or an organizer or
a great teacher he is. But I would like to
mention one incident that has become one of
the most memorable events of my life . That
incident marked the course of my life. Taught
me to discover myself as an artist. And the
person who was at the center of that incident
is our Panikkar Sir. Let me tell you that story
now.

Production design was on full swing then.
Our friends were performing in harmony with
the members of Sopanam. Neeraj and I had
decided to handle the backstage and not to
perform as actors. Since design and direction
was our first priority. So, Sir accepted that
too. In the meantime, Panikkar Sir called me
one day and gave me the responsibility of
designing the set and costume of the
production. Me and Neeraj were given the
responsibility of light design jointly. The
responsibilities encouraged us. We jumped
into the new venture.

I have been passionate about painting since
childhood. So, I had keen interest in visual
design of theatrical productions. I started
talking to Panikkar Sir regularly about this
subject. I was lucky to get the great
opportunity to share, understand, and learn
from his valuable thoughts on aesthetics of
theatre.

The work process began. There were lots of
locales in the play. So the plan of the set was



very minimalistic. Basically, few levels of
elevation were used. Reharsals were
underway. [ saw the characters walking in
front of my eyes. Since it was a period drama,
the costume and visuals were very important.
The costumes were supposed to make the
appearance of the characters believable in
front of the spectators, the look of the
production was supposed to make them look
authentic. That’s what I was thinking.

I wanted to make the play colorful, eye-
catching, glamorous and authentic at the same
time. The bright colors of my color palette
were floating in front of my eyes. I sketched
each character, drew their costumes and filled
colour. I wanted to put all my education and
experience behind this work. I gave my
earnest effort. [ was able to create almost a
perfect story board and took it to Panikkar
Sir. I did it with utmost devotion. I was
confident about my work. A suppressed pride
and arrogance was playing in my
subconscious mind. I looked at Panikkar Sir’s
face with great interest. He was looking at my
story boards and sketches with great interest.
As time flew, my anxiety level increased.

Finally he looked at me and said, “well
done”, only. I expected more, maybe a bigger
compliment or a suggestion to improve.
Anyway, at that moment I was very excited. I
didn’t want to waste time. [ wanted to start
working fast. I began to explain that there was
still a lot of work to be done. We have to
choose the material to make the costumes.
Material must be purchased. Then only we
could start cutting and stitching. Then the
final fabrication and the decoration. After that
there will be a trial. The actors have to wear
those costumes for final fittings. He looked at
me, and asked with a gentle smile, “what are

you trying to do?” I was a little shocked to

hear his question. He himself had given me
the responsibility of this work. What
happened then? Keeping my fears in mind, I
told him, “Sir, I want to finish the job as soon
as possible. “Then the money was approved
from the office as per his instructions, the
material of my choice was bought, the
costume was made. After the costumes were
ready, | was looking forward to the costume
rehearsal. Several days passed but the
costume rehearsal did not happen, so 1
pursued it with anxiety. I could not resist
myself from asking Panikkar Sir, “what’s the
problem?”

Panikkr Sir did not answer my question
directly. Instead he gave me a few
assignments for the next few days. The first
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task was to go to kannur. Sir told me
everything about where to go and whom to
meet. [ found out later that he had called the
gentleman himself and asked him to help us
in need.

Neeraj and me caught the night train from
Trivandrum station. We had to make a
journey of about 500 kilometres. We reached
Kannur the next morning. He, who was our
guide, took us to a well decorated ground. On
the way we heard from him about Theyyam.
He told us that theyyam is a popular ritual
form of worshipping dance in Kerala and
Karnataka. Theyyam consists of several
thousand year old traditions, rituals and
customs. The performers of Theyyam belong
to lower caste community of ancient caste
structure formed by Namboothiri Brahmins in
Kerala, and have an important position in
Theyyam. The people of these districts
consider Theyyam as a channel to a God and
they thus seek blessings in Theyyam.

Arriving there, we saw all the details of this
festival. Artists or worshipers do make-up, for
the performance or worship. The thing that
attracted me the most was the costumes and
make-up of the performers. I noticed that all
the materials and colours used for make-up
are herbal. I was even more surprised to see
‘organic costumes’ of the artists. The
costumes were made from coconut leaves,
coconut and bettle nut tree bark, banana tree
bark, etc. Costumes made from these may be
one time usable, but they were also great to
look at.

We came back with a unique experience. But
only those visuals were floating around in my
mind. My thoughts were filled with
Theyyam’s fragmented visuals and concepts.
At the same time, Panikkar Sir’s smiling face
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was also floating in front of my eyes. Did he
want to tell me something special? Which I
didn’t understand. we came back to Sopanam
with these thoughts in my mind. When we
returned from Kannur to meet Sir, he
reminded us about the next task. He did not
give any opportunity to talk about Kannur’s
experience. Inevitably we got down to
complete the next task. The next task was to
see some performances. Some special
performances mentioned by Sir.

We experienced Koodiyattam and
Mohiniyattam. The performance was in the
evening. The only source of light was lamps.
The dim lit performance was like a trip on a
time machine. As if we travelled centuries.
The feeling was surreal.

Koodiyattam is a traditional performing art
form of Kerala. It is a combination of ancient
Sanskrit theatre with elements of Koothu, an
ancient performing art, from the Sangam era.
It is officially recognized by UNESCO as a
Masterpiece of the Oral and Intangible
Heritage of Humanity. Mohiniyattam, is one
of the famous classical dance form of Kerala.
It follows the, ‘Lasya’, a style described in
Natya Shastra. It is a delicate, eros-filled
,feminine dance form. It is traditionally a solo
dance, performed by women.

I had a wonderful experience. I rediscovered
the roots of Indian theatre. I could feel our
heritage and glorious past. One by one, things
started to clear up for me. I could guess why
Panikkar Sir gave us this series of tasks.
However, the journey was not over yet. There
was still a long way to go.

Gradually, I noticed a change of mind within
myself. The way I approached began to
change. I was able to realize in my mind that
there is a greater India beyond the urban



splendor, superficiality, and bookish
knowledge.

But our task was still incomplete. There we’re
many famous Ayurveda hospitals and colleges
in the city of Trivandrum. Then we went to
Trivandrum Government Ayurveda College.
Several new things learnt there. The most
interesting of these was the various methods
of preserving organic products. This time
things started to become crystal clear to me.

It was late at night when I reached Sopanam.
It was not possible to meet Sir at that time.
So, I had to wait till sunrise. I couldn’t sleep
that entire night. Countless thoughts flooded
my mind. Even, I felt ashamed of myself for
what I did. I laughed at my own stupidity. But
in the end, I was swept away by an
unimaginable, indescribable stream of joy.
The joy of reaching the shore in a stormy
night in a shattered, Shivered boat.

I ran to Panikkar Sir early in the morning.
Even after reharsing the content of my
cumulative opinions in my mind, I remained
speechless as I could not figure out how to
say it. He might have understood my state of
mind. Gave me time. Then wanted to know
what [ meant. After much hesitation, I finally
told him that I wanted to start my work from
scratch.

“I want to keep the dignity that you have
given me as a designer. Please allow me to
reject my old design and let me redesign .”

Panikkar Sir gladly gave the permission. I
redesigned everything from scratch. This time
the costumes were made of jute mostly. No
artificial colors used. Each material had its
natural color. [ used coconut and bark of
betel-nut tree for ornamentation. Some fruit
seeds were preserved and ornamented. The
character of the costume changed. After

finishing the work, my mind was filled with a
strange satisfaction. It was great to see a
glimpse of smile of satisfaction on Sir’s face.

Then came the day of the show. The first
show was in Trivandrum. The second show
was in Delhi, at the Bharat Rang Mahotsav.
And the third show was at Pondicherry, at the
Adishakti Theater Repertory. We were
supposed to attend the first three shows. Then
come back. We must return to our own world.
I was getting ready in my mind. [ was also
getting ready for the show. The day of the
first show came.

Neeraj and me planned the lighting of the
play. In the case of lighting we consciously
avoided too many complications. we almost
never used color in light. We tried to create an
atmosphere as soft and calm as the light of a
lamp. We tried to create a neutral space where
the actor standing in the space and says that,
look, I am a performer and I am just playing
the character mentioned in front of you.

The first show was successful. Everything
was going well. Everyone was busy preparing
for the second show. But a question kept
popping in my mind. I was looking for a
suitable time and place when I could ask Sir. I
got that opportunity after the successful
completion of the second show .

I asked Sir, “Sir when you saw the sketch of
costumes in my scrapbook for the first time
and understood that you won’t approve it,
then why didn’t you tell me that day? Why
did you accept my demand and let me make
the costumes as I wished. It was wastage of a
lot of money. You could have barred me then.
You could have told me to redesign at that
very moment. If you said so, [ would have
accepted it.”

Sir smiled softly. Then he said, “If I had told
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you, you would have obeyed. But would you
had believed it from heart ? You would
always thought that the design you made was
right. You were forced to change that. You
would have felt like you had compromised. I
didn’t want that to happen. I wanted you to
discover the flaws and imperfections of your
design on your own.

So I wanted to give you that time. So that you
could understand. You needed to find out for
yourself. The mistakes must be recognized
and corrected by the creator only. Even in
life, you have to make the right decision.
Remember, you are your own best teacher and
guide. I listened to Sir with my mind and

soul. That day I got the best lesson of my life.

Surprisingly, for a very ordinary student like
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me, he thought so much. He could have easily
given me instructions, or could have ordered.
In stead he allowed me the space of
realisation. Gave so much importance in
taching that lesson. Many days of my life
have passed since then. Even today, when I
think of the days left behind, my heart gets
wet with gratitude to Sir. I bow my head in
respect. He was universal to the extent that he
assimilated and distilled from ancient theatre
conventions beyond his own land, but ensured
he drew his strength from the soil that
nurtured him. Something he always wanted to
teach us. Being natural and close to nature
and tradition was his essence. I still carry that
legacy within myself and it’ll remain the
same till my last breath.



Anindya Sanyal

Anindya Sanyal, an accomplished author, and former sub-editor of Shahar, Literary Magazine,
is known for his works such as Bilupto Smritir Gondhe, Majhkhaner Botamand Rasgulla
Gayab, Sanyal Sahab.

In Rasgulla Vanished, Sanyal Sahab, the translated and abridged version of Rasgulla Gayab,
Sanyal Sahab, Anindya skillfully intertwines the disappearance of a beloved dessert with
introspective narratives, delving deep into the intricacies of the human experience. Within the
poignant tale lies a powerful moral, illuminating the harsh realities of job loss, closure of
factories and accompanying struggles. Sanyal weaves together themes of adversity, loss, and
the fragility of life’s pleasures, captivating readers with his evocative storytelling and leaving
them with a deeper understanding of the challenges faced by Sanyal Sahab and countless
others in similar circumstances.

Rasgulla Vanished, Sanyal Sahab

(Translated from : ‘Rasgulla Gayab, Sanyal Sahab’)

An Abridged version
anyal Sahab was born of the stories the
Neanderthals told and listened to around the fire,
squatting in a circle.
=L ~——~—\© éfm My father liked stories, listened to stories,
OO C?\é\K - squatting, one hand turned around his back, resting
—— on his hip. He swallowed the stories with his

<T> e . .

blinking narrow eyes. He liked to tell his own

/W‘i - stories as well and interrupted the storyteller very

often with his daydreams.
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A few dogs snatching a piece of bone from
each other, biting one another, growling, the
beggars struggling for a plate made of Sal
leaves, nothing left on it except a mammoth
sized Rasogolla; What have you achieved in
your life, Sanyal Sahab ! You have lost your
time Sanyal Sahab, you could have made your
life much more decent. The boat that has
already crossed the river will not return back
before sunrise. Now wake up, let your
daughter bring the fire to your mouth, let her
light the funeral pyre.

What a tremendous sacrifice, whole life I
have struggled with this figure of bones
packed up in a sack of skin, now where do
you think you can take me to in your chariot,
ha ha, I don 't have any repentance, only habit
has kept me fixed to this earth.

Sanyal Sahab sat up, that obvious squatting
posture, the plate of Panta (a kind of semi
fermented rice) in front of him, the summer
whirling above his head, kwat-kwat sound of
shuttle cocks coming from badminton court of
the Officer’s club, the unusual swimmer in his
wet costume humming a Hindi song after
coming out of the swimming pool, the
vacuum feet of the bats on the glass window
panel, the water loving gardener watering the
shrubs of Dopati (Garden Balsam), Sanyal
Sahab opened up his eyes, astonished, asked,
Who are they ? Do I know all of them?

The water near the bathing point was calm,
the aquatic creatures sank to the bottom of the
water this time, sometimes the faint sound
like a glub, like the sound of the heartbeat
was audible. A train stopped at a small station
beside a very low platform, so low that one
had to hold the handle of the door carefully
and after getting down on the platform asked
for her hand to help her, holding a bag with
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his other hand. She tried to smile, he held her
hand very carefully as if holding a very
fragile object and suddenly remembered that
she had vomited two times in the morning and
after this journey might be feeling exhausted.
They could have taken a Rikshaw, walking
would be too bizarre an idea at this late
evening, but remembering the condition of
the road they experienced last time they
decided to go on foot. They passed the
cinema hall, now some shattered pillars and
broken walls of a ghostly appearance, they
passed the Dhaba (the roadside hotel) just at
the juncture of Grand Trunk Road and Station
Road, now a semi dark mysterious place with
a few customers, an arrogant aroma of Egg
Tarka filling the place, they walked cautiously
on the bumpy roads with lot of potholes, she
never left the part of her Saree which she held
between her fingers and kept the Saree a few
inches up her ankles. Suddenly the light of the
bazaar was visible as a relief to the couple.

Ananyabrata assured her, the bazaar was not
far away, suggested a cup of tea there if she
wanted to take rest for a few minutes.

Sanyal Sahab had a style of walking that
resembled a flying paper rocket, it looked like
a moment’s slowness would cost him
something. He walked so fast as if going to
return back a fish in the pond before it
breathed it’s last. He seemed to have no
repentance, as if playing a game of Ludo and
ready to cancel even a winning game, only
the siren-like sound coming out of the factory
was very important to him, and the clock also
fastened it’s belt around it’s waist respecting
his punctuality. But looking closely one could
find lot of perforations, lot of folds where
insects might have ended up in generations,
reality was a mess, Sanyal Sahab managed all
these by wetting the thinnest possible paper



with his saliva after stacking tobacco
in it’s fold.

Amitava once offered him a cigarette,
slim and black, Ever seen this cigarette, its

name is More, take a puff, you would fall in
love. Oho, how are you smoking my dear,
smoking or sucking a lollypop!

Coming back home Ananyabrata rushed to the
washroom, cleansed his mouth, brushed,
gurgled, did a lot of things to wipe off the
evidence. Dad had a pouch of tobacco,
whenever he opened the flap Ananya inhaled
deeply as he liked the flavour, what a terrible
day it was when Ananya tried to make a fag

with this tobacco rolled in a newspaper not
finding the fine paper actually meant for this
purpose. The newspaper burnt like hell almost
burning his nose.

All those Fires were now immersed in
darkness. Fishes sometimes raised their heads
above the surface of the water to find if the
grim reaper had arrived. Assured of his delay
they dove back into the water behind the
algae and the water hyacinths and produced
clusters of eggs. When they found their home
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identifying two towering coconut trees the
ding dong iron gate was wide open. They
moved silently, a streak of candle light was
leaking through the drawing room door,
soaking the grass of the garden. He stopped,
he could hear the faint sound of his mother
sobbing. The bag dropped from his hand,
Suchetana was also moved by the
atmosphere, but controlled her tears, actually
she hugged her child intensely in her womb.
The cot where my Father was .... just
yesterday ... had a plate of rice, egg curry.....
A candle was burning,.

That memory haunted Ananyabrata
throughout his life. A vacuum had been
created where He actually stayed on and
showed himself often on numerous window
frames of the ruined colony. He used to plant
chilli plants bearing small, round and very hot
chillies, planted ladies’ finger, brinjals,
Ananyabrata was astonished to see how the
fingers coming out straight upward trying to
do a naughty fingering to the sky above. But
Ananya didn’t want to be Sanyal Sahab. He
had never planted a single tree in his life. He
wanted to do the opposite of his father.
Sanyal Sahab didn’t believe in Ghost, never
was afraid of any paranormal but He had seen
ghosts many times. Ananya never had seen a
Ghost, but a tiny Ghost sometimes made eerie
noise from the dark cobwebbed corner of the
staircase at his rented housein Kolkata.
Suchetana whispered to him, would you not
wear the Kachha even for a single day? He
didn’t wear the Kaccha but somehow agreed
to the proposal of shaving his head. ( Kaccha
—a two piece cloth a male mourner wears for
a certain number of days after losing one of
his parents. Shaving hair is also part of the
same ritual).
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When the blade was descending down behind
his right ear, he observed a mischievous smile
on the barber’s face. Ananya felt like a tiny
ant or some insect-like creature or in a strange
imagination the messenger of hell started
crawling from his toe and walking throughout
his leg reached his thigh and sat down there
to have a meal with the flesh of his thigh. He
raised his hand to stop the barber, asked him
why he was laughing and reminded him that
everybody looked peculiar just after shaving
their head. The barber swallowed his smile
and started shaving his head. In new T-shirt
and trouser he stood before the mirror,
caressed his just shaven head with his hand
and whispered, ‘Shan Se’. (a dialogue of a
bald headed villain in a famous Hindi movie,
Shan Se meaning with pride or dignity).

They could not find a single tea stall open at
that time in the market. Suchetana seemed
tired, but she kept on showing a smiling face.
Ananya was worried, he wanted to assure her,
there must be a Tea store beside Jayshankar’s
potato godown. Suchetana replied, it’s a
matter of five more minutes of walking, don’t
worry, just walk slowly. There was still a
crowd of seven or eight people in front of the
chamber of Doctor Nitai, the homeopath
practitioner. Sound of coughing and blowing
nose. Loadshedding was still a big problem as
suddenly the power went off and the entire
area plunged into darkness. Every time
whenever he camehome he shuddered with
some fear, but he never mentioned even to
himself the exact reason of the fear. This time
knowing everything, a cold stream of shiver
was constantly running throughout his spine.
Human being just changes his cloth. His
landlord, Ghosalbabu had given him a Gita
knowing his passion of reading. A tiny
abridged version, he immediately assumed



that Ghosalbabu would have received this at
someone’s funeral (gifting a book of Gita is a
ritual in Hindu culture during the funeral
ceremony). Sanyal Sahab might have left the
sloka of Vasamsi jirnani to the next Sloka, he
might be travelling from one page to the next,
walking delicately like the cotton filled seeds
of Simul, spreading by the wind in that
extraordinarily romantic weather when
Amitabh Bachchan sprayed gush of Colour on
Rekha from huge Pitchkaris (water guns), the
song of Rabindranath, mud water, the
youngest daughter of Mitrababu, the
washermen’s huge water tank where the
town’s teenagers participated in a Holi
gangbang, dried Garhi Chhuarra (dried
coconut and dates), palm stamp on the walls
with cow dung, Sunrays of afternoon poking
infatuation for the next door girl; A candle
just burnt out.

You all have..., Ananya couldn’t believe that
they had not waited for him.

Yes, his older sister took his bag and faded
inside the darkness of the house like a heavy
curtain.

Then in a huge mixer grinder raw meat,
onion, chilli, garlic, ginger—The old Adil
chacha was nodding his head while saying,
Mix some chana Dal with this, then narrowed
his eyes and said very confidently, But you
can’t make it like us, Bhiku Singh raised his
head a little holding the border of the mixer
grinder, said with a sleepy voice, Are you
calling me Sahab? I am on my dibti (duty)
Sahab, whole Zindagi (Life) I will be on my
dibti, Ananya tried to wipe out a scar on the
dish, failing, he called the waiter, Jahangir the
waiter tried to explain that it was a crack on
the dish, cracks were everywhere, like lots of
scars on his life, wiping his hands in a frenzy

he tried to convince his customer, if not
convinced the customer might not visit the
restaurant again, in a lifetime chance might
come only once, only one shot, whether you
accepted ten rupees or fifty rupees, he had
learnt every worldly things holding the corner
of his mother’s Saree, Adil Chacha changed
the dish of kebab, said that he was etim
(orphan), I brought him here, Oho a child
labour, if Adil chacha was not there the
Government might have offered him fine
Basmati on a gold dish, when Sanyal Sahab
went to offer water in a burnt clay cup to that
bearded man, almost naked, Dasbabu
objected, Don’t tease him Sanyal Sahab, you
can’t judge the motive of an insane.

But Ananya saw tears in the eyes of that
insane man taking shelter in front of the
closed gate of Bani Mandir club. The man
forgot which was his right hand and which
was left, nobody knew where he arrived from,
Mom said, He might have escaped from
Ranchi Mental Hospital, there was a rumour
spreading throughout the town at that time of
some inmates escaping some Mental Hospital.
Sanyal Sahab ignoring the rumour said, Let
him enjoy his freedom. The insane, or
whatever he was, saw that the entire colony
took a siesta in the late afternoon, in the
evening the boys of the colony coming out
from their quarters found that the man was
replaced by a revolting stench of shit tried to
cover up unsuccessfully by the empty burnt
clay pot and the plate of Sal leaves which was
offered to him with rice and vegetables.

He will not wear these Kaccha and all, I will
go to the market and bring him some new
clothes. Suchetana finally declared.

Ananya told her the story of the Sardarjee
Tailor. His tiny shop was at the farthest corner
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of the market. Whenever he visited him with
his half pants and trousers Sardarjee used to
tell him, Again you brought these to me? He
knew where he should stich, where the
manliness felt the maximum gravitational
force. Sardarjee pushed his needle between
his two thighs, but he never seemed unhappy
with these minor jobs. For the important and
glorious jobs there was a man called Salim.
He used to come a few days before Durgapuja
(the biggest festival of the Bengali Hindus),
he was aware of the Sashthi, Saptami,
Navami and all ( the days of the festival), he
knew how should the collar of the shirt look
like, what should be the length of the shirt to
the fraction of an inch and even if he
delivered the dresses on Chaturthi (fourth day
of the festival, the actual festival starts from
the seventh day) the Sahab would obviously
return back with some issues with the
measurement and he would answer in his
planned predetermined way and measuring
the dresses again would say, I am finding
everything ok Sahab, Oho, the waist is a bit
tight, let me make it easy, he would tear off a
few stitches, Aanaya would stand beside his
Father, a few kids would obviously peep
through the windows, Salim had lot of scars
on his face as he once suffered from Pox. By
the time Salim fixed the outfits Sanyal Sahab
was offered tea boiled with ginger in a small
stainless steel glass. Sipping the tea he
followed up with the job Salim was on.
Sewing, Salim would raise his face to
Aananya and smiled and when he smiled only
two of his front teeth were visible and he
looked like a rabbit shown in the
advertisement of Lijjat Papad. But without
the dresses made by Salim, the daughter of
the Bengalis would never have returned
home, there would have been no beauty of the
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Kash flower (a grass native to the Indian
subcontinent), the spider woman at the fair of
Barokur would have suddenly become
menstrual in the middle of the game and
yawned and declaring her tiredness stopped
the game forcing the game manager to return
back the price of the tickets for the show.
Without his stitches on your dresses the ink
pot would have definitely tumbled on the
unread novel by your favourite author, there
would have been second October on the day
of Ashtami and you could not find meat of
any kind in the market. As it was a tradition in
the family to have a grand feast on the eighth
day of the festival with meat of either chicken
or goat, falling the day on second October
once resulted in a massacre. ( Second October
being the birthday of MK Gandhi and was
observed as a day of nonviolence of any
kind). No, you were not asked to put off your
mosquito repellent. Ravi Kapoor, the driver
and tour guide in Koomaon told him before
entering Kaushani that if he wanted to buy
some alcoholic beverage he could take it now,
as Kaushani observed Dry throughout the
weather. Why? he asked, astonished. Ravi
smiled and said, because of that Old Man. On
an eighth day of the festival they could not
find a single meat shop open and they thought
Salim might have made some fault on their
trouser which must be repaired by the
Sardarjee once the festival was over. At last
they could find some Fishes, just captured
from the Damodar river, but the kids were
unhappy as they could manage bigger bones
but not expert in taking care of finer ones of
Fishes. Those days the system was religiously
followed and availability of meat was not like
today.

Ananya had painted Kumropatash (a famous
character from Sukumar Ray’s Aboltabol) on



the wall of the drawing room of their
bungalow. Sometimes he used to stare at this
funny animal character, as if it were a kind of
demigod, or a Messiah to whom one should
pray for anything he wished to achieve. If he
ever had a religious book it was Abol Tabol
for him, full of nonsense rhymes that built up
his senses to perceive the way the world
worked. But he could never steer his life even
to a minimum decent comfort. When he
realised, it was too late. Even worse, he
discovered that his car lacked a break and the
moment he realised the bare minimum
requirement life demande d from a human
being that he lacked, the car started rolling
down the slope. He found that the car didn’t
even have a steering wheel either, no break,
no gear, nothing, it was like a cart to which he
was tied up and asked to pull. Exhausted and
accepting his fate he thought of lighting a bidi
(a mini cigarette filled with tobacco flake
wrapped in a Tendu leaf) at least for some
innocent comfort, but all the time smoking
the bidi he had to hold the weight of the cart

on his shoulder feeling the pain in the calf

muscle. He wanted to draw the centre of
gravity of the entire system of carrying a cart
on his shoulder on a slope to find out some
mathematical assurance and found that the
line drawn met with the centre of gravity of
another cart moving on a slope on the
opposite surface of the earth like the Nile
meeting the Ganges and then as silt gathered
on the banks of the rivers sweat and hunger
accumulated around the Holy Creation,
slavery and migration of human being would
now be repeated again like an eternal
repetition, time would rotate and stand again
at the same position guised as a new era,
childhood memory of Molly would stand
under the shed of bougainvillaca at evening
filling the place with the fragrance of cheap
perfume, the insane would burn the
melancholy whores, breaking the sleepy
shadow of the roadside trees Police would
suddenly appear and smoking a cigarette
claimed as his fee from a truck driver for
letting him go peacefully and turning around
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finding you would place his hand on your
shoulder and say, Where from you are coming
man, should I take you to police station? But
again you would find some girl getting down
from the opposite platform and walking along
the lines. Ghatkopar (a place known for it’s
brothel) would appear again beside the
railway track, the cultural stage would keep
itself happy with its growing tummy, Abeer
(coloured powder) would be thrown on
neighbours on the day of Dol (Festival of
colour), the boy of class eight playing his
guitar at the annual function of the Officer’s
club while leaving the stage would stare
stealthily whether Mou, the neighbourhood
girl showed any change in her behaviour
after listening to his guitar, Dasbabu would
hurry up the ladies to have their dinner in the

climax and he was certain of the moment the
heroine was going to declare that she was
about to be a Mother now (Ma Bannewali
hai) and smiling he would leave the Telerama
Black & White to roll a cigarette once a 1962
movie was shown on a Saturday evening after
almost three decades after it had first been
released, Kanchanjangha, the entire shooting
of the movie was done in Darjeeling, Oh yes,
once they visited this mountain hamlet, what
an innocent little boy he was, he wanted to
ride a horse, horse riding being a popular
activity in Darjeeling and he was offered a
brown lame mare, definitely it was a mare, it
carried him along the trail beside a steep
ditch, trained and careful, affectionate
towards their riders specially the kids. If
Zulfikar sold the horseshoe one would

He could also realize some day that he must follow the

first batch; but some crazy people
continuously nodded their head and
repeatedly uttered, Nothing is correct, nothing
is correct, Sab Jhut hai, everything is wrong.
But they were always in a habit of objecting
to many good things in the world and they
always said, Everything is wrong, wrong,
wrong, wrong, wrong, sab jhut hai, sab kuch
jhut hai.

Sanyal Sahab watched a black-and-white
television, made by Telerama, an extinct
company now, squatting in front of the device
whenever there was some Bengali movie.
Bengali movies were shown on Saturday
evening only. He was not very fond of Hindi
movies and watched them only for some
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understood that he was selling bravery and
speed, selling courage, but by a hairline
difference history could have been changed,
the storyline might not have flown like this
and suddenly stopped at the tea shop at the
corner of the bazaar, might have asked for a
cup of tea and a biscuit; but Zulfikar selling
his horseshoes in front of the Kali Temple had
a good number of customers and having his
black horse standing beside him as evidence
he sat on a mat spreading a few horseshoes,
brassing and sharpening them, carving out
rings from the metal. His customers bought
the horseshoes to hang on the walls of their
drawing rooms as good omen and were the
believers of the magic rings made out of the
metal of the horseshoe which had found them
good son in laws.



Sanyal Sahab had a favourite programme on
tv, The Lucy show, a comedy serial. That time
the transmission of television channels was
time bound. After the television channel
closed for the day the colony went to sleep
and the nights were probably darker than now
and throughout the night they could hear the
sound of the tyres of the trucks generated by
friction as they moved slowly in que on the
Grand Trunk road running beside the colony.
When Dad was on night shift the night was
the darkest, the barking of the dogs were
more shrill and alarming. On such a night of
dad’s absence a thief came to find his fortune.

The regular thieves of midnight were of some
special kind, they were not amateurs, not even
violent, they did their job silently, climbing a
wall, jumping on the courtyard, collecting

had only stolen their sleep, rather he had left
half a pair of his plastic sandal.

Ananyabrata had many thoughts, always
keeping him busy throughout the day. Yes, he
thought that It’s not mandatory that
everybody would take away something with
him, there were many instances of sacrifice,
many instances of forsaking, even the
ordinary folks never identified as doing some
good for the mankind left something relevant
unknowingly, apart from their excretions.
Ananya enjoyed thinking like this. Basically
when we think about sacrificing something
voluntarily we become emotional, sometimes
philosophical, even we show the mason how
well we can build our palace, lets talk
something about the planning of building up
something and spreading the seed to the

modern age trend, realized what the customers wanted...

their things of choice and again retuning back
without any trace of their arrival. People were
mainly worried of these types of thieves,
afraid of losing their worldly belongings. That
was a winter night and as usual very densely
dark. From his childhood Ananya was
provided a separate room of his own.
Suddenly, mom whispered in his ear, a thief
was there, in the courtyard, they could hear
the sound of footsteps. Mom and his elder
sister were scared, Ananya suddenly switched
on the light and they all shouted. A few
frequent footsteps and finally a blunt sound
outside as if someone had thrown a sack of
rice on the floor. They stayed awake
throughout the night and in the morning
finding some courage they opened up the
door to the courtyard and found that the thief

following generations. To almost every
parents their kids are carrying some brilliant
seeds to carry throughout their life, in a
simple word, very naughty, naughty being a
sweet and affectionate word indeed. With
these types of naughty future generations
some of my father’s colleagues used to visit
our home sometimes. They accompanied their
parents just to show their creativity and
expertise in doing naughty things, Saxena
Sahab said, They are verrryy naughty, smiling
and endorsing their mischievous play, they
used to take away the whole plate of
Chanachurs with the fists of both hands the
moment my mom served the snacks, Mrs
Tripathi uttering the words Badmash many
times tried to snatch back the snacks from
them, scolding them and teaching them the
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minimum decency and mannerism all the time
glancing at us and throwing a smile through
her dark lipstick stained lips. Mr Tripathi
continuously nodded his head in a refusal
note; my father used to call him Tea party
confusing Ananya. Which one was a surname
and which one was a party after all! Ananya
could remember the same nodding of head of
some tourist in Meghalaya who could not see
the beautiful water fall of Nahkalikai, coming
back and suggesting every tourist not to go
down to try their luck. But Ananya pulled
Suchetana by the arm and went down by the
spiral staircase through the mist and like a
curtain the mist slowly moved away unveiling
the beauty of Nohkalikai and they
experienced the beauty of the most
spectacular waterfall he had ever seen.

Basically, the way the job rotation of cloud,
rain and sunshine made Cherapunji a
magnificent description of beauty, our life
also became the fishing net of Monglu the
fisherman playing hide and seek within the
earthly umbra and penumbra. He threw his
fishing net on the river Damodar from his tiny
dinghy near the bank of Gagna, the Crazy
river, once in the Palaeolithic era hugged the
fire to his heart and slept only to wake up
time to time to get into the huts and colonies
on both sides of its banks breaking the stones;
someday the barrage was built just to add a
feather to the history of industrialisation.
Ananya could smell in the air somewhere
near the temple, the roadside sweet shops
were frying Kachuri, he stopped on the tiny
stone half submerged in the slim waterflow
coming from majestic Damodar, holding
Suchetana’s hand. There had been a famous
temple there, it was said that the Goddess was
always awake to listen to the suffering of her
devotees, but Sanyal Sahab could not ask

300 (200)| Samantaral Bhabna

anything from her as every time he was inside
the temple and bending to repeat the Mantras
chanted by the Brahmin Priest he could see in
front of his closed eyes the round white
Kachuris dancing on the surface of the oil in a
huge black Kadai (utensil to fry something).
He could even smell the fragrance of Dalda
(the oil to fry the Kachuris) snatching away
the mixed fragrance of incense, flowers, fruits
and camphor inside the Goddess’s abode.
These types of sweet shops one could see
near every temple, where the devotees could
keep their sandals, could take the flowers and
incense sticks properly arranged for the Puja
(the worship or offering to God) and after the
completion of the rituals getting refreshment
by breaking fast with Kachuris, Singaras and
what not. The regular devotees even had
specific shops of their choice, as if that was
the best shop there. No advertisement cost, no
special scheme like buy one get one for free,
the shop owner just ran his business with his
smile, the bread and Ghugni seller at
Dalhousie area in Kolkata once told him,
Don’t think that I am a Vaishnav by my
Kanthi ( a threaded garland of Tulsi seed) ,
but I have taken Diksha from a Guru, very big
Guru indeed, my hometown is in Howrah
district, in a village, then swinging the pan
with a little oil on it on the charcoal made
flame he asked, Should I mix some onion and
chilli in your omlette? He could also realize
some day that he must follow the modern age
trend, realized what the customers wanted,
realized new age customers had an urge for
healthy food and he started selling chicken
soup, thirty two years he had been selling
bread and omlette standing on footpath, he
said that Arthritis was bound to attack him, a
cataract surgery, all these were some natural
phenomena, all these things his Gurudev had



already forecasted ............ there must be
some relief in depending on the next batsman
after being run out taking some unnecessary
chance, like mentioned in daily newspapers,
the batsman threw his wicket, as if he had
literally threw the wicket, some wooden
structure, as if Sachin Tendulkar threw his
wicket, yes sometimes we felt like that from
the gallery, astonished, asked ourselves, why
did he play such a nasty shot! whenever Jalaj
(the name means aquatic) was fielding at the
boundary line the supporters of the batting
side would loudly call by his name in a
rhythm, Oh Jalaj Ahoy jalaj sort of and Jalaj
would obviously missed his task and the ball
would pass between his legs beyond the
boundary line. Mihir was hitting every ball,
from twenty two runs for seven wickets to
hundred and seven for seven, Mihir was
smashing the Jamadoba Team, still the game
was not so fast and was not like a short term
game like T-20, even in an one day match
there was some slowness, some foreplay
before every batsman took his first shot, some
relaxed pleasure for the spectators, like a
scene developing in holding the hand of
Devika Rani in a car, like Sharmila Tagore
invoking lust with her dark lips in the black
and white movies, then came a song, time
having a nature to flow on and it had been
proven by time itself, the song was Aja Aja
Aja ( come come come) or that song, oho,
Ananya forgot the song but could remember
the movie scene, two pairs of feet coming out
from a tent rubbing each other in an abnormal
way. What a movie to encourage their
adolescence! On the contrary there had been
some cinemas where the poor people ate
puffed rice from aluminium bowl, scenes of
famine, of war, heroes were unshaven, no
song; people used to call them Art films. But

those colourful movies, the movies with lot of
songs, having good looking heroes and lot of
unrealistic fights, heroine’s father having big
bungalow and German Shepherd, villain
abducting beautiful girls and ultimately
punished, all these things could not satisfy
their adolescence completely. When Bablu,
son of the Police Officer of the local Police
Station took out the innocent looking cassette
of a Hindi Movie from the VCR and inserted
another similarly innocent cassette and
pushed the play button of the VCR machine,
colour television was a new gadget by the
way, they were seventeen or eighteen,
escaped the evening class of biology and
found out how biology could also be
entertaining and exciting, we sat still in front
of the device with folded legs and palms
rested on the lap as if praying to something.
Their adolescence satisfied. But Ananya had
spent most of his life having a conscious idea
of a circle calling it a Hole all his life.

Throwing a stone far away and watching its
trajectory, one could become a physicist and
one could be a scoundrel. According to the
theory of probability, the stone might have hit
a mango at the topmost branch of a tree or
might have dislocated the basket of cow dung
cake carried by old Basanti, the woman
notorious for her foul tongue. My stone
considered the butt of an old retired
Schoolmaster as it’s target.

For the purpose of study or to escape from
colony life, I let myself be assimilated into an
imaginary city. Imaginary, because the city
didn’t match my idea which I had always
associated with the imagination I had built for
this city. My mother warned me about the city
dwellers, even about the relatives with whom
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we shared blood and gene structure as they
were brought up in a different way, they were
habituated to the sweat and crowd of the
buses and found relief when the pleasant
breeze blew from the river Ganges and ate
puffed rice with potato Chops beside the wide
drains of municipality. I had a realization;
Ananya understood how imbecile, how
unsmart and how indecent he was in all
aspects of life, he knew that when a new
student entered a class and announced that he
could write poetry one should respect him,
but here he realized that one should always
show one’s superiority on others. Every day
he discovered that he was different from the
people around him.

Sanyal Sahab didn’t have a headache for
anybody’s opinion about him, he was always
immersed in his own thoughts. When he
returned from B shift, it was quite late at
night, Ananya only remained awake for him.
Being a chemist by profession Sanyal Sahab
loved finding out the result of the
observations of oxidation reduction of the
poems of Jibanananda and novels of
Bibhutibhusan and Ananya waited for him to
demonstrate his experiments with literature.
Those reading and studying together were
like spices sprinkled on the desire to go far
away in a trolly moving on the railway tracks
exactly as in the diaries of Bibhutibhusan to
the remote forests of Narha Baihar,
Siddheswar Dungri, Lobtulia on the
Chhotonagpur plateau.

A priest was unfortunately called, he
immediately was aware that this family was
not so religious follower of the rituals. He
said that he would not insist that they follow
rigorously all the activities to keep the spirit
in good health in his new abode. The elder
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brother of Sanyal Sahab came to attend the
ritual and left disappointed after an hour of
observing the rituals, which were cut short
according to the bare minimum necessity to
keep society and relatives to make any
adverse comment. The big Sanyal, Sahab’s
elder brother sighed and said, My brother
loved Puris, but you have not made
arrangement for Puris today. Ananya
whispered so that he could not hear, My
father loved Mutton too (the ritual doesn’t
allow any food procured by killing animals).
Lee Sung, he had another name although,
Philips, he spoke in Mandarin with the other
shoe sellers at Bentinck Street, but he used to
speak in broken Hindi & English with
Annaya. Once Philips told him after his
mother’s demise that he left some food at the
burial ground for the peace of the soul of his
mother. What he kept there? A little rice, A
little pork, a piece of Chikkin and a glass of
beer. His mother loved all these worldly
subjects. Aha, Ananya’s soul would also love
to have such a wonderful meal. Ananya
always thought about creating a religion as
per his choice, as if some Supernatural had
selected him as some messenger. Ahoy, the
sons and daughters of Homo sapiens, when
you were crossing the Red Sea it was twenty
six feet deep with a high pulse rate and a
scared heart, you gathered in groups and clans
and tribes, let s not deny the fact of the
conjugal cranes, after long search you found
the fertile land beside the Parsian gulf, you
produced lots of offspring, no chance to take
a selfie, encouraged pleasure and hedonism,
struggled for power, Man learnt to build
History and learnt to adulterate History,
Ananya could see all his memories of the
colony shattered in the fire of the wooden



flame of his father’s pyre, could not
understand where actually he was standing
while handing over his bag to his elder sister
and asking her why they could not wait for
him, he saw his KumroPatash burning in the
flame of the Chita ( funeral pyre), saw the
bones, the tibia, the femur and all of Sanyal
Sahab was breaking in the fire with cracking
sound.

He left the city of his college life and
travelled a lot, maintaining contact with
Suchetana by letters only. Someday he felt
that letters must be replaced with actual lady
of his love. Luku Ali asked him, where would
you keep your wife? Ananya didn’t have a
proper address. There was a river beside his
one-room temporary cottage, its name was
Dhonsiri and wherever it flowed carried an
aura of melancholy with her. Just after
marriage, they lived at a place near Dhonsiri
for a couple of months. They always tried to
save time from cooking and other worldly
affairs and depended only on readymade food
and Koni (egg in Asamese) which one could
add to any cuisine and could be eaten any
time of the day. Luku Ali was the grocer
there, he supplied them packets after packets
of Chanachur (a fried snacks), mastered
sauce, rice, soap, Maggi noodles and other
grocery items on credit and sometimes invited
him behind the closed shutter of his shop at
night after his day was over to take a note of
the credit he had already offered him. The
register or the loan book was opened along
with the sound of the opening of a whiskey
bottle. After having the first peg, Luku would
obviously keep his loan book aside and asked,
How can you eat so much of noodles and
eggs! don’t you eat vegetables, fish any other
things? Do you know how many eggs are

there in a crate? It’s thirty, thirty eggs you two
have consumed in last two days! Are you the
descendants of Ravana?

One could easily get these types of friends,
everywhere.

Ramu the Odiya loved him a lot, he used to
bring special weed for him and would pass it
on to him above the toilet door when he had
constipation. It was a special weed from
Odisha. What a pleasure it was having that
kind of weed when you are on ...... lets not
divert our direction, lets not lose the railway
track, but in bigger stations it was difficult
even to stare between the railway lines,
specially in the morning when the train
stopped at the stations, some of the
passengers would definitely use the toilets to
relieve themselves and all of their excretion
would have to be removed by spraying water
with unimaginable force of hosepipes.
Ananya generally avoided using toilets when
the train stopped at some station, he would
love the scene of the train leaving the station
slowly, then accelerating, all sitting by a
window. The image of a train leaving a
station always offered him a kind of
intoxication, a melancholic but addictive
feeling of leaving something, leaving some
place, leaving friends, leaving everything he
could feel, smell, touch and smile at could
capture his senses on hours, the humming
sound, the red shirts of the porters, Wheeler’s
book stall who started selling pumping
pillows, chains and locks, paper soaps along
with books that they were actually invented
for, everything added up to his melancholic
and intoxicating feeling which he mostly
cherished. He saw his father seeing him off
someday and saw him walking back, slightly
bent, the moment the train started, Ananya
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could have stayed at the door to watch him
for some longer time, but could not dare to do
so, but someday he could stay longer
watching Suchetana shedding her tears,
Ananya could feel like a hero of a movie
scene, sort of Aamir Khan, what a nomadic
life he lived those days. Once he observed a
group of passengers, two men and three
women opening up the ceiling of the train
with screw drivers after the train left
Alipurdooar. There was a gap between the
false ceiling and the roof of the train and the
women passed on some packets filled up with
sugar like things to the men who hurriedly
stacked those packets in that passage so
carefully that Ananya never kept his books
with that much care in the bookshelves ever
in his life. After keeping all the packets neatly
arranged in that hollow space, they screwed
the lids into their proper positions. As in a
movie, the police generally showed up after
the crime was done and they had nothing to
do, some TTE escorted by a police force
came searching for who knew what and asked
every passenger what they were carrying. The
group of that mischievous passengers had
nothing important except some bags of inner
garments and towels. They offered their bags
to them chewing puffed rice and finally the
TTE found a Walkman from Ananya’s
belongings and suspected that it was a kind of
smuggled good. They asked for the invoice of
the electronic item to prove that it was not a
stolen or smuggled thing. Fortunately, it was a
Philips product and an old one. Ananya was
coming back to Kolkata to marry Suchetana
this time and suddenly he could remember
that he had some weed in his bag which
Ramu had nicely packed for his friends at
Kolkata. A chilled flow of ice ran through his
spine, the Walkman had saved him, he stared
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at the group of men and women innocently
chewing Muri (puffed rice). He got down
from his upper birth and went to the door, lit a
cigarette (that time it was not banned smoking
inside a train) angrily cursing the group of
smugglers. But what they were carrying!
coming back he saw them opening up the lids
with screw drivers and taking out the packs of
sugar like things, the women arranging them
neatly in the bags covering them with inner
garments and towels. After everything was
completed they sat down again and started
chewing the left over of their Muri enjoying
the conversation of the returning ticket
checkers and policemen as they were saying,
No, the news was wrong, there was no such
thing in our train.

We call a stream of clean water which flows
in front of our home a River. The water
flowing stealthily at the back of our home, not
trying to show its face is called a drain.

Did I define something?

Ananyabrata did not define anything. He
didn’t know how to define something. He was
darpok, coward; but those in the habit of
saying like I don’t care and always teased
others and coloured them as Darpok or
coward, throwing shame shame sort of
abusive words at them and tried to come out
first after the first faint sound a thief could
make in the night, but most of the time found
in veils during a time of revolution. They
most of the time swam in the direction the
herd walked. They spread their wings
according to the direction of the wind, they
definitely would fly away if they could,
otherwise they would be infected by bird flu
with the whole society. Sanyal Sahab had
minor demands. He wished for things like a
small garden, a cup of flavoured tea returning



back from day’s job, a little of The Statesman,
a handful of brinjal, fresh chilli growing in
his garden and always asking for all these
small things had made himself a very small
man, tiny and fragile. Once during a boat
riding on Damodar near Panchet dam the son
of Chatterjee Sahab, the little rat was asking
everyone, whether they all would be saved if
the boat drowned in the water and receiving
no answer asked how he would have his lunch
if the boat really drowned. Our fathers had
large sized bottles in the Officer’s picnic, we
had smaller bottles of Campa Cola, Fanta, not
only for refreshing our guts, but to shake the
bottles to observe how the sugary carbonated
water came out like jet as if like water
gushing from Pichkari (water gun) we used in
Holi. No, it was not like the pichkari used by
Amitabh Bachchan, it was a spraying object
made to give us a feeling of entertainment by
wasting edible things. It was like the unused
grains rotting in the grain storage and the
price of grains touching the clouds inspiring
the romantic poets to write something about
Love, it was like wastage of paper by some
young writer who had written only to please
the parents of his fiancée, counting the words
so that the story could be adjusted in the
Sunday edition of the daily newspaper. If just
breathing in and out called living, then we

just lived Sanyal Sahab, we all just lived, but
still felt melancholy engulfing us leaving the
chair we sat at for so long time; tears we
observed when Dasbabu retired and left his
chair to Roybabu after so many years of
smashing his butt and farting on it. A
briefcase full of callous infatuation towards
this short mortal life! Rasgulla was served at
the end of that fabulous picnic, but the
beggars could not wait any more, throughout
the day they had been waiting and observed
the Babus and Sahabs playing with the foods
and beverages. They dreamt about licking the
leftovers from the plates made of Sal leaves,
their saliva was dripping imagining a bone of
a chicken which could still have immense sap
to satisfy their lust, but some of them were
more fascinated looking at the shining white
Rasgullas, the beautiful spheres, larger than
the Earth, brighter that the Sun.

We called a stream of water flowing in front
of our home a Ganges. If we called the water
flowing stealthily at the back of our home
Hoang Ho the cheap market would stare at us.
Finding Laxmi and Ganesha idols during
Dewali in Canning Street market having
narrow eyes Ananya could remember a doll, a
Black Seal, gifted to his friend by his
American girlfriend. Lifting it’s black fur he

The game of an ancient market survived in
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the lap of civilization. Paradox evolved from
this theory of survival, people debated on
good and bad, and many good men stealthily
visited them and returned back home and

taught their sons and daughters mathematics,
bought gold jewelleries to their wives.
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could smell Beijing. Playing secularism his
uncle went to Bengal Meat Shop at Belgachia
in 1992 and returned back as if he won a
trophy, Ananya remembered 1984, people
said, violence was controlled in Bengal, he
had seen young Sardars offering Sharbat
during their festivals to the travellers, he was
offered immense hospitality in the Gurdwara
at Manikaran, but animal flesh, cigarette,
Sharab (wine) was not allowed. Returning
back from Manikaran he entered a roadside
pub and had beer and as beer could not stay
for long time in someone’s body he asked the
driver of the cab to stop somewhere beside
the road and almost fainted observing the
beauty of Pin Parbat while urinating on the
bark of a Rhododendron. He thought at that
moment that he would quit smoking, but
.......... What a life he was still carrying over
his shoulder, the whole world was minced in
pieces like the flesh and bones of Bhiku
Singh who was killed in the rotary kiln of the
factory.

Mom sometimes murmured in her
monologue, No, we can’t stay here, we can’t
stay here anymore. The factory didn’t
announce it’s closure yet. So some too
optimists still gathered in the market, in the
tea stalls, near the chamber of Nitai the
homeopath. The foxes who were pushed into
the jungle as the factory and the bungalows
and the colony grew up started coming back
again to capture their lost territory. They
entered the abandoned houses and learnt to
sleep there like dogs. Bharat Singh, once a
wrestler wiped his tear in front of his
Hanumanjee offering his deity a tiny piece of
jaggery; one could easily hold his butt now
with his fist, Oh, howthin and fragile he
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became. Salim left his aristocracy and started
sewing everything, even he could now take
over the job of sewing the balls of the half
pants. Ananyabrata packed up some dresses
and a few books and striding the staircase to
his room number thirtyone at the third floor
of his hostel saw huge windows, gush of wind
filled his room the moment he opened them,
DC current, the ever moaning sound of the
fan, one could even count the number of
blades even while the fan was on. He was
given a narrow cot made for half a person, a
desk and a wardrobe all filled up and reigned
by bugs. That time he was trying to fathom
out the city. He was like the old people of the
villages who stared at the escalators of the
metro railway stations. But he had many
relatives scattered like dust almost every
corner of the city of Kolkata. But solitariness
was his habit and was injected into his veins.
During night he was mostly found at the
enormous rooftop of the hostel building,
alone, smoking his Charminar (one of the
cheapest cigarettes and without filter). Sudha
was not far away. It was a fifteen minutes’
distance if one walked from this rooftop and
one minute thirty two seconds if one could
fly. He could even imagine that Sudha’s
drawing room was visible from the roof of his
hostel. But he could not distinguish which
was the light Sudha showing amongst all the
other lights of this city. He had visited his
aunt’s house a few times, his aunt asked him
to stay with them, but Sudha was like a
distant dream. Moreover, they lived in an
ancient building constructed during the time
of Lord Dalhousie. He always discovered a
kind of smell of burning coke and cow dung
cakes whenever he sat in front of Sudha. The
smell came from his shirts, his appearance.
Sudha was smart, frivolous, clever. Whenever



he stared at her he could feel his eyes rotating
in cylindrical axis, but there was fun in that
age, age of unreason, age of youth, more he
thought about immersing himself in that fun,
the more he missed the fun, he rotated
throughout the circumference of that circle of
fun. He had not yet lost the concept of that
circle, it was like wiping one’s finger around
the rim of the empty bottle of butter to get
some leftover, one day he didn’t return to his
hostel, they slept together and it was revealed
by Sudha in the next morning that last night a
ghostly leg had reached her thigh uplifting her
nightdress and left her when she threatened it
with a slap. It was a normal and casual
incident in a house Sudha lived in. These
eerie occurrences. Once there was a grave
where their house was built. All bullshit
stories. One could see these types of houses
beside the Ganges travelling in a steamer
from Howrah to Shovabazar. One could even
see angels sitting on the rooftops of these
houses. One could find angels at evening in
the vicinity of such houses in Shovabazar
standing for their one night’s lover,
colourfully dressed and stinkingly perfumed.
The game of an ancient market survived in
the lap of civilization. Paradox evolved from
this theory of survival, people debated on
good and bad, and many good men stealthily
visited them and returned back home and
taught their sons and daughters mathematics,
bought gold jewelleries to their wives. Mom
used to buy even a spoon at the time of
Dhanteras inspired by her neighbours who
believed in buying something, especially
ornaments made of gold on this auspicious
day. But as she could not afford to buy
ornaments the spoon served as proxy to a new
metallic object considered as property. This
was a kind of learning by observation.

Business having a tendency to make
something a rule to allure customers with
discounts of 20%, 30%, 40% , even this
system being cliché day by day formulating
new marketing strategies, buy one mouse, get
one cat free, MBA & MBA, get a blade for a
handful of lentils, a bottle of mustard oil for a
dozen of eggs, a cow for a mobile phone, Oh
the age old bartering system, Oh making of an
artificial world stacking a pack of cards, tug
of war of money, the change of direction of
the flowing water as if the Earth moving and
holding a dish full of water and balancing it
while rotating around the stupid Sun who still
couldn’t realize what all these restless
rotation around him for ! Ananyabrata could
never realise why Sudha talked with him for
hours on end, he could never reveal the secret
of the urge he felt every evening to make a
visit to the Ghostly house of Sudha, actually
he was finding some opportunity to,at least
even for a moment to place his face on her
cleavage as he was sure of some heavenly
fragrance which he could have found only
from the gorge between her mounds. He
wanted to ride a horse, not a lame one as he
was offered in Darjeeling, but a robust one
like something used by the Kings and
Bollywood Heroes through the gorge keeping
the mysterious mountains on both sides.
Sudha was aware of his solitariness, his
restlessness and as she was astute in taking
advantage of his situation teased him with the
stories of his boyfriends. She used to unpack
the story of one boyfriend after another and
threw them in front of him unfolded showing
all the designs and colour on them like Shaikh
Saifuddin, the cloth store dealer, spreading
the bedsheets one after another and saying,
Take this madam, this will be a big one, it can
cover a cot of any size and he didn’t feel any
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fatigue like Sudha showing all her bedsheets,
their design and colour. And on the bedsheets
and underneath the blankets one could feel
the other with lust, got married sometimes
without caring for love, made Honeymoon in
cold places even in winter to enjoy the huge
potential of the cave of blankets, Ananya had
seen various Honeymoon packages in many
hotels in Manali (a hill station in Himachal),
but why this Moon? He answered his own
query, Moon was actually beautiful even from
the ventilator of the rented one-roomhouse of
Belgharia, they used to observe the full moon
night through the ventilator, hugging each
other in the bed. Ananya and Suchetana
observed the moon crossing the boundary of
the ventilator, Suchetana placing her head on
Ananya’s chest. But had the moon ever
realized the obsession people felt towards
him? He himself had taken the light as a loan
and never felt about repaying the debt, an
eternal liability. Sometimes Ananya observed
abnormally large sized stars in the sky. If one

s

—

stared at the sky for long time he could
definitely find something to talk about. Sudha
had never stared at the moon for such a long
time, how could she afford to spend her time
for nothing! In villages people loved to stare
at the sky, they loved to gather in the evening
to gossip, they had plenty of time. One could
observe them while driving by the National
Highway, they gathered beside the paddy
fields, the broken huts, bathing in the twilight
of the evening sky. But did they appreciate
the beauty of the sky, talked about the stars
and moon or were they indulged in the
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political gossip or the cost of the cold storage
thinking about the season of potatoes? He
never listened intently to Sudha. Sudha had
also never listened to his stories with
minimum attention. Only his words were
supported by her words to build a sentence
and he helped her to complete her stories with
commas, exclamation marks and a smile
perhaps. All the time while Sudha narrated
her stories, he tried to find some opportunity
to touch her hand. One day when there was a
bad twilight and there was a stupid Saturday
evening movie aired in the television his aunt
left, saying it was better to visit some
neighbour, Sudha suddenly came out from her
blanket which she covered herself with after
lunch and said throwing her hands on both
sides, undulating like pendulum, I am feeling
sex starved. This was so abrupt and
unexpected that Ananya couldn’t immediately
found any word and after a few minutes of
silence with terrific and never to be forgotten
stupidity he said, So, how I may help you!

Ananya liked to call her cats Pussy. But Sudha was
very clever, she immediately hushed the cat away.

The scene was cut at the very moment and a
new reel started rolling, Gabuda came in the
next scene. By the way, the sound of CUT was
also heard even from the Sovabazar steamer
station and room number thirty-one of his
Hostel.

When this type of sound was produced it was
easy to switch to another scene, like a troop of
people started searching for a new place
leaving their homeland with their family, their
belongings, their cattle, ornaments and



spoons. But if they failed to reach a new land
they fell on their faces with red T-shirt and
inspired news agencies. Many Children were
brought up being kicked on their ass by many
languages and confused to call a country as
their motherland. We decorated a lump of
mud with all our intelligence, with emotions
and with all our artificial dogmas and called it
our Mother Earth. We glorified and took out
various branches from the idea of Mother
worship formulated and mystified from a
biological factor only, a genealogical factor of
human being while feeling to take refuge in
the black bosoms of the idols standing in que
at Kumartuli (a place in Kolkata where idols
of Gods and Goddesses are made). So the
word Refugee was an insulting and obscene
word. The fact might be that the Homo
sapiens originated 200,000 years ago in
Africa, the Big Cat or Dakshin Roy (the Tiger
deity of Sundarbans) might have originated
from the place the dolls and electronic items
came to Canning Street market from, then
what an amazing thing to call anything
original, anything distinctly carved out from
Motherland ! We only narrated our stories
squatting around the fire since long long time,
a little addition of colour to those stories
would not adulterate them, we only wanted to
present them decorated with some cucumber
and lettuce, adding some salt and pepper and
narrated in such a way that Sanyal Sahab
appeared, appeared those who left us long
back, a closed gate of a factory and Gabuda
came into the scene, but not in a sequence. If
one presented them in a sequence it would be
like buying tickets for an amusement park,
otherwise it would be like releasing your
stories in an open field and in open air.
Ananyabrata found the second option more
interesting.

The stone thrown out of innocent fun and just
by speculation really hit its target. The heads
of the boys immediately disappeared behind
the boundary wall beside the temple. They
could still hear the incessant flow of curses
coming out of Chandan Babu, the retired
School teacher who immediately stood up
from his prostrating posture in front of the
temple gate. They were thrilled by the abusive
and indecent words continuously coming out
from the other side of the wall as they could
realise that they understood every slang
uttered by the Old man. But like some people
living their lives on speculating and throwing
stones to anywhere as per their impulse,
Ananya lived his life and realized it to the
marrow of his bones. A senior at hostel called
this type of life an effed up one. Now he
couldn’t even rewind his life and had to live
on the life as described by the senior mate.
One day a man desperately ran after a bus
with two clumsy bags in his both hands and
fortunately reaching the staircase could find
some other hands who took him on board.
Clumsily swinging with the motion of the bus
he could find a seat beside Ananya and
placing his bags on the floor grinned as if
wanted some appreciation of his brilliant
effort. The opportunist conductor rushed to
the man and asked not only for the fair of
travelling, but for the two clumsy bags also.
The man suddenly stood up and acted like
getting down from the bus, said angrily, Stop
your bus, you are asking fare for these two
bags! So now you would ask fare for my two
balls! There was an argument, the bus stopped
at the Ting of the bell by the conductor and
the angry man oftboarded. The conductor
Tinged his Ghanti (bell) again and staring at
Ananya said, did you observe how he spoke ?
what a language he used ! Yes, Ananya
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thought, the power of language; the
vocabulary one carried with him, the dialect
one practiced with, with one’s way of
speaking to others one could make home
everywhere, if it failed even the closest
person could move light-years apart. Playing
a game like this he still tried to find who was
Sudha to him; the evenings with Sudha
sometimes vanished in a mist, his
predetermined planning confused him in such
a way that he forgot even his vocabulary. He
suddenly woke up and rushed towards the
staircases of his aunt’s house and without
stopping even for a moment and finding
himself on the main road took out a cigarette,
the cheapest Charminar, realized that now all
the stones were hitting Chandan Babu, hitting
his butt, exactly hitting his butthole. But still
he threw a stone again and breaking a bud,
escaping cascade of branches of a tall tree
Suchetana fell to his palms. Like the story of
the Water God returning back the axe to the
woodcutter, the Water God grinning from ear
to ear dropped Suchetana on his lap. Another
thing he had observed many times was that if
he ever wanted to throw a cigarette butt end
through the gap of the window panes of five
inches width, the cigarette would never find
the way and rebound back to him. So he had
made a theory that if someone like him
targeted the window pane itself and pretended
that he wanted the cigarette butt to hit back he
would be ultimately successful in throwing it
through the gaps. It was similar, targeting an
unknown and being successful. And a game
started. The game became serious. Writing
letters from both sides became an obsession.
The Hundred-year-old house of Sudha had
exclusive marble on the floors. The house
was on the road of a crowded city and a slab
of a marble being so exclusive and costly that
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many stones were removed by sneak thieves
one after another from the staircase and from
the ground floor veranda; even Budhan the
barber had also stolen one and used it as a
seat for his customers on Ramdulal Sircar
Street. What a round shaped eyes Budhan
had, like an owl, he stared at everyone with
those eyes, mouth gaping and always
gathering some new information and kept
them to be passed on later to his Deshwali
Bhais (countrymen). Ananya had never seen a
barber demonstrate such slow motion while
moving his blade on his customer. He had
never seen a house like this before. He had
never seen a man like Gabuda who was an
usher at a cinema hall, showing people their
proper seats, who was afraid of Ghost; there
were many people like him in the property of
Abinash Lahiri, a house now claimed by the
fourteen descendants. This was a common
scenario in many such big old houses of
North Calcutta. Gabuda couldn’t sleep at
night due to the Ghosts he believed in who
would certainly strangle him if he ever closed
his eyes. Returning from the cinema hall late
after the night show was over he kept himself
awake throughout the rest of the night at the
first floor veranda dressed only in a Gamchha
(a kind of handmade towel) around his waist
and killing mosquitoes by clapping and
eagerly waiting for the dawn. The moment he
could sense the warmth of the Sun his fear of
the Ghost disappeared and he rushed to his
room at ground floor and slept like he had
never slept for years. This Gabuda had a
significant role in the movie when his
appearance suddenly sounded like a CUT and
the hero and heroine immediately forgot their
performance (as there was no dialogue in the
scene) and the script of the movie took a
different way diverting from the original one.



Since then, Ananya had a tendency to disrupt
the flow of a movie or a novel or a serious
debate. Once he took advantage of the dark
cinema hall with only a handful of audience
scattered at different corners. Suchetana
warned him and pushed his hand from her
lap, stopped writing to him for long time.
Ananya could remember Shankar talkies, the
only cinema hall in their small town, he could
remember frequent loadshedding and
immediately after the power cut a few streams
of light from battery driven torches started
focusing on the screen so that naughty
audience could be restricted from trying to
imitate some movie scene on the screen.
Amidst the frequent whistle of various notes
from impatient audience they could hear the
sound of the generator started roaring. Amjad
Khan and Dharmendra reappeared again, only
a few ceiling fans didn’t move with the
limited capacity of the generator. There was a
nostalgic and funny smell of urine and Pan
(betel leaf) in those cinema halls, no irritating
and incredible price of popcorn being served
and the suddenly found cancer of the heroine
not only brought tears to the eyes of the
housewives but the pain and trauma of the
filmy characters stayed for ever with them.
Similarly, the wrestling match at Barik
Maidan remained fresh with him for many
days. The days were mostly uneventful and a
wrestling match, a Jatrapala (kind of folk
theatre) or a Musical night had very intense
appeal in those days. Sanyal Sahab being thin
and fragile didn’t take interest in sports like
wrestling and fond of cricket only, Ananya
tried football but after scoring a same side
goal confusing between the friends and foe
left the football ground for ever. We Bengalis
were mostly intellectual creatures, especially
those who reached their office at ten in the

morning and opened their tiffin Box at half
past one. But one had to ride a local train
running towards Howrah Station from
suburban towns during office hours to get a
glimpse of the intellect of Bengalis. Riding
these trains Ananya realized that actually he
knew nothing, he was, was sort of an ignorant
brute. He was repeatedly corrected of his
wrongly spoken Bengali by some of his
relatives and friends in Kolkata. Ananya
saluted them, it was a common thing to find
fault in other dialect of the same language,
but it was felt as if Ananya and the other
inhabitants of a distant town form Kolkata
had definitely some ignorance in using
mother tongue, as if they were still hanging
from the skin of their mother’s womb. But
they had a buffalo like perseverance, kept on
trying to learn the dialect of Kolkata but
finally juxtaposed everything and never
maintained the proper usage of commas, full
stops and semicolons, as if Ananya had
boarded a train which stopped wherever it
pleased and ran like a rogue bull ignoring the
stations where it was supposed to stop. He
liked the double decker bus departing from
Tala Park, Oh that Tala Park where he had
first time married Suchetana in a ritual like
manner that they thought resembled
Gandharva but instead of offering one another
garlands it was done by offering ice-creams
and potato chops. After the marriage
Suchetana started irritating him by asking him
where he was going to be transferred to,
Assam or Andhra Pradesh, asking him
whether he would remember the marriage
after leaving her. Suddenly Saigal held the
hand of Jamuna Barua and a song started
being played in the background in nasal
voice. The entire Park became a magical
garden, like Vrindavan, the exuberant Rai
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pushed Prawn Pakoras bought from Bacchu’s
tiny store into the mouth of her beloved
Shyam, presented her Shyam with her meagre
income by teaching a few students, a T-shirt
and a Jeans Trouser as Ananya had lost
almost everything in a train while coming
back to Kolkata. He slept like a dead sack of
potato in a sleeper class compartment and
when he woke up didn’t find his suitcase. All
his clothes, a few books and his University
certificate were gone. The thief left nothing,
the scoundrel had taken away even his pair of
shoes. By accepting the T-shirt and the trouser
he had only given her the commitment to
write letters in return and left for Assam after
this hidden and sudden marriage. He
remembered the day he left Suchetana and not
getting any reservation in any train took a bus
to Siliguri and changed for another bus for
Guahati. The bus left Siliguri in the evening
and before entering the forest of Buxa halted
near a Dhaba for the passengers to have
dinner. The Trucks were in que taking a side
of the road and Tum To Thahre Pardeshi (you
are unknown to this place, and you don’t
know how to stay together) by Altaf Raza was
coming from a Truck. The driver might also
be feeling nostalgic and waiting for the night
to get over. The conductor of the bus was
hurrying up the passengers. Ananya lit a
cigarette, he had a hidden dream, to open a
Dhaba beside a road like this, forest engulfing
everything just allowing the buses and trucks
to go by, a tiny Dhaba, Tadka, Roti, Egg fry
with four eggs, if possible Rongapani
(liquor), until late at night the trucks would
stop by, some buses, a few minutes of human
presence, he would pour Sugar and fennel
seed on the empty pot kept near the cash
counter and when every trucks would leave,
every bus said good night he would take rest
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on the Choupai (cot) staring at the stars
prominent on the clean dark sky and
Suchetana would definitely sit beside him and
he would remember many a forgotten
episodes, even the first kiss when Suchetana
slowly removed his glasses and said, you
need to remove it, remove it, otherwise ........
otherwise ...... other......

Once he lost his glasses, the light from the
whole universe stumbled just before his
retina, so he came to the bazaar to find an
Optician who could provide a pair of concave
lenses, Ramu the Odiya was with him, he was
a native of a remote village near Talcher at
the foot of the Banrua hill. He got a job at this
private company by satisfying a Babu
working as a foreman during the construction
of the NTPC Thermal Power Station. Ramu
had a room adjacent to the office where he
worked as a office peon. Ananya visited his
room as Ramu was the only admirer of his
talent. Ramu didn’t speak while he read and
offered him sometimes from his dinner.
Ananya offered him from his bottle of Rum a
few drops as Prasad. His tiny room was a
refuge from the mess where Ananya had to
share his room with few other colleagues and
found it difficult to find a space for his study.
Sometimes Nabin used to come, the crazy
Nabin, always worried about getting
completely bald someday. He tried every
means to get his lost hairs back; Doctors and
Sadhus, Fakirs and magicians. Someday
Nabin wanted to get the used tea leaves Ramu
had discarded after making tea in the office,
as someone told him that tea could help him
get back his hairs. But Pandeyjee advised him
some bizarre brilliant medicine to apply on
his head, the vaginal fluid of a young woman,
but Nabin could never find this immensely



powerful medicine. Sometimes the
Orthopaedic Surgeon Dr. Sunil Sarkar visited
the office being the friend of the Boss of the
office. Nabin was his assistant and
immediately hearing the footsteps of

Dr. Sarkar tried to find a hiding place. The
Doctor walked like an army officer and riding
the staircase produced immense noise of his
shoes and Nabin could immediately guess his
arrival. One day Dr. Sarkar found him
escaping from Ramu’s room and came to
know that after his duty hours his one and
only job was to find some medicine to cure
his baldness.

This Doctor chatted with the Boss and the
frequent topic of their discussion was how to
drink whiskey, with soda, with water or just
dipping some ice cubes to create a turmoil in
the whole ocean of ecstasy.

The Doc had two dogs, two brilliant dogs and
one donkey, Nabin.

Every season Ananya brought home a puppy
from the street. They made its bed with a jute
sac, the puppy filled the house with its urine
and shit and finally after living there for a few
days became a street dog again. Mom
couldn’t tolerate it anymore. But it was
provided with leftover food two times a day.
Sudha had a lot of cats, their entire building
and locality was full of cats. Sudha hugged
them, adored them and liked to hide her face
sometimes in the fur of a black plump cat.
Ananya liked to call her cats Pussy. But
Sudha was very clever, she immediately
hushed the cat away. Actually she didn’t have
any Sudha (Sudha being the nectar ) in her
heart. But one day Sudha told him, All are
going to attend some family function, even
the ground floor talkative aunt would not be
there. He asked her, Are you not going with

them? She answered, I am staying alone.
Ananya arrived at the right moment after
everyone left except Sudha. They got their
first flavour of Rum, Ananya bought it on her
request, even the price of the bottle was
sponsored by her. But they didn’t know how
to get the first sip. They found a stainless
steel glass, the steel supplied by Tata Steel,
poured the liquor without any measurement,
added no water and sipped. Only one glass,
but they didn’t snatch the glass from each
other after the first sip. Sudha took out a
container of Muri (puffed rice) and said, this
will help. The head started spinning after a
few glasses, he could hear many voices,
remembered many advises, someone told him
people could speak with their eyes if they
desired someone, yes, this conversation
definitely started, they came to the terrace, a
branch of a Pipul Tree stooping on the railing
served the purpose of a curtain, he kissed her
hand, Sudha parted her lips to say something
and suddenly, unexpectedly the door shut
behind opened by a gush of storm and
Gabuda appeared, knotting his towel on his
waist, stopped watching them and the
Director of this scene shouted, CUT CUT
CUT.

Is it so easy to cut something!

Try to go to another scene, the previous one
would come back again.

When Salim scissored out the collar, the arms
and length, his CUT was soft and affectionate.
A sculpture could see the art inside the rough,
neglected trunk of a tree and that vision made
his hand so cruel that he could put the chisel
on the wood to carve out his art. Sudha had
never given him importance after this incident.
She could guess his intentions and he felt like
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algae and mosslike things gathering on the
minimum respect he had for himself. He had
seen Sudha a few times on College Street or
Esplanade, but avoided to meet her, past his
evenings walking on the streets in this
meaningless Kolkata. Moreover, since his
childhood a bull like similarity never escaped
him and spiralled around his being like a
Money plant, the only face he had shown to
the world is the face of Dr. Jekyl for the sake
of earning bread and butter only. He removed
his mask every day after his evening shower.
He had distanced himself from Sudha, but
came closer to Rum and Whiskey, but still he
had only one stainless steel glass with him
and enjoyed the Rum with bread. He had left
this city many times and came back only to
find himself a beggar again and found his life
flowing in gutter between his two legs. A two
and half inch thick mattress on the floor was
their bed, their perspiration mixed up while
they slept, Suchetana passed a chewed
chewing gum from her mouth to his like birds
feeding their kids, frequent changes of rented
house, tired by shifting the household packed
up in bed sheets corners tied up in knots; still
they felt the taste of heaven, Suchetana
followed him to the bus stand to see him off
in the morning and came back taking the road
through the bazaar in search for cheap
vegetables and fishes during the closing time
of the market. Mobile Phone was yet to arrive

AN

and there was no communication with Ananya
after he left for his Office. Amitava made
wireless phone. He had a brain of a scientist.
He made fire crackers during Diwali and once
he experimented on bombs by packing
gunpowder in a container of shoe polish and
that tiny bomb had such tremendous
explosion that the whole town was shaken
and horrified. That time there was no decibel
parameter and people enjoyed any type of fire
crackers. Our childhood was desperate and
fearless. Sanyal Sahab in his last days was
asked to work at night in the factory. The
Production was already stopped and a few
employees like Sanyal Sahab were still in the
company and were getting irregular wages.
They actually didn’t have any specific task to
perform and were asked to visit the factory to
watch the machineries and other assets. One
day Sanyal Shab and Dutta Sahab saw
Lakshman Mahato in the factory at night.
They spoke to him, Lakshman giggled at them
and said he went for a bowel clearance. When
he left and both the Sahabs started walking
they suddenly remembered Lakshman’s body
was separated in two pieces last week by
Howrah-New Delhi Express. They
immediately turned back flashing their light,
He was just standing here, Dutta Sahab lifted
the Bougainvillea branches and found the
invasion of useless wild plants, Sanyal Sahab,
did you not see him, he had saluted you.

(

Days were passing by smoothly, suddenly one

day Mastan told him, Don’t teach me anything
today, let’s have some other thing to chat Sir.
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Sanyal murmured, Yes Dutta, didn’t you ask
him, How are you Lakshman? didn’t you say,
you are looking pale and thin? They silently
returned back to the laboratory, where they
actually worked and paid for. There was thick
layer of dust on the beakers, funnels and all
other laboratory things, spider web at the
corner of the walls, Sanyal Sahab reduced his
habit of smoking, these two Sahabs were
among the remaining few Sahabs who could
not escape, who had not even been paid for
the last two months and everyday asked the
old drunken clerk Unnikrishnan when the
salary would arrive from Head Office. Sanyal
Sahab took out a fine paper and started rolling
out a cigarette with trembling hands,
alzheimer’s disease had already penetrated his
nerves. Seeing Dutta’s hand coming towards
him Sanyal Sahab stopped making his fag and
stared at his eyes, You told me you don’t
smoke anymore, Dutta! Yes, I don’t smoke,
but that Lakshman Mabhato... [ have once
slapped him! Sanyal made a cigarette for him
with little less tobacco and said, Are we
awake Dutta? Sometimes I really forget.

Sanyal Sahab looked outside... the window
and could see Lakhshman Mahato again, he
was trying to say something waving his hands
beside the bougainvillea branches. Staring at
him with tired and dumb eyes Sanyal Sahab
kept on smoking and tried to forget
Lakshaman Mabhato.

Some memories came back like vultures, and
where they returned the place stank, one
could smell the putrid and decomposed stench
of skin and flesh and placenta washed by the
drain water. Suchetana failing to keep him at
home absenting from his office even for a
single day as he didn’t have leave granted
except Sundays went with him to Sealdah in

train without a ticket as they could afford
only one ticket and seeing him off at the gate
of the office returned back again taking the
train again without a ticket. The passengers of
Bandel and Sonarpur local knew everything.
Everything was printed on the daily
newspapers. One newspaper was shared by
the entire compartment and they all came to
know that Saurav Ganguly was given out by a
wrong decision by the umpire in yesterday’s
match. Suchetana went to sell her silver
anklet at the famous jewellery market of
Bowbazar and couldn’t find her expected
price. But finally it was sold and they had
noodles from a roadside vendor, sharing a
single plate. Before boarding the train Ananya
asked Suchetana to wait at the station, Why,
Suchetana asked. Ananya spoke in the
language only Suchetana could understand
and indicated to a tiny stall near
Baithakkhana Bazaar where candle sticks,
incense and condoms were sold from a table.
Suchetana caught hold of his shirt and pulled
him to the station whispering, Don’t you
know how to control and withdrawing at the
specific moment? They came back home and
the Moon spoilt them again, Ananya couldn’t
control. Sitting beside the Nursing Home of
Dr. Ghosh in a Tea stall Ananya could
remember Sealdah Station, the stall selling
candle stick, incense and Condoms and the
first flower of the result of their love flew
down the sewerage in front of the Tea Stall.

Sanyal Sahab used to walk with both hands
folded and joined behind him, on his hip,
always thinking something. Hearing his
footsteps on the garden Mom immediately
rushed out and asked, Did you get it, your
salary? Sanyal Sahab replied, No, a few days
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more. One month, two months and it was now
three months delay in getting the salary. Many
had already left the colony, the garden looked
shabby, no gardener attended now and at this
time Ananya passing his High School was
adamant about going to Kolkata for
graduation and started his life almost like a
refugee. The hostel fee for him was
enormous, although all of his friends were
happy with the cheap Hostel canteen and
education fee. He started teaching a few
students to carry on his education and pay the
Hostel bill. The day he received his
remuneration from any of his tuition he
immediately rushed to the Foreign liquor off
shop at Bidhan Sarani and hiding a small
bottle of Rum inside his shirt, went straight to
his room number thirty one. Within a few
days his room was named notorious thirty
one. The juniors as they were afraid to speak
to him finally found out this man was useless,
no one could trace his day’s routine, nobody
knew when he woke up, when he came out
and when he returned back and slept. One
day, after extreme consumption the Rum
wanted to come out of his stomach and
brought with it all that he had at dinner. He
vomited in the room, and late at night after
the effect of the alcohol diminished, he came
to the ground floor to find a broom to sweep
his room. In that odd hour he found a guy
with a red towel wrapped around his waist
returning from the common lavatory swinging
a bucket in his hand. The guy asked him, Who
are you and what do you want here in our
floor? but coming closer they recognised each
other. Oh, you are thirty one? Oho, you are
the great Johney the actor? They both found
out that Johney the actor had a tiny cot just
below the bed Ananya slept in, only there was
a barrier of bricks and cement. They became
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friends and the best of friendships quickly
developed.

Afterwards Ananya lived a sort of theatrical
life led by Johney the actor and all the
theories of Physics and Mathematics started
rolling down a slope disrespecting all kinds of
friction and he realised that the life was
actually built upon uncertainty principle. But
all the frictions he neglected accumulated
later and suddenly prostrated in front of his
journey and made his road uneven. Sudha,
Johney the actor, loneliness, financial
blackhole, rather his entire life being flowed
in an illusion, all the Rasgullas vanished from
his plate. They learnt the word Vanish from
Mukul (a famous character of a movie, Sonar
Kella), seeing the movie in television I had a
desire to watch it in a cinema hall, on large
screen and went to Nandan (a cinema hall),
alone and this time Feluda (the Detective
character) destroyed me completely. I had a
temptation to light a Charminar cigarette like
him, the naked Charminar as we called it (as
it had no filter) and this time I was earning, so
there was no obligation to get ruined by my
own money. [ was desperate and so fearless,
and I didn’t care about the burglars either and
eventually lost my suitcase from a train
containing all my belongings including my
High School and University certificates and
all the letters from Suchetana. But earning
money to carry on his education at Kolkata
was difficult. Getting an offer from a Police
of Armherst Street Police station to instruct
his eight-year-old kid how to draw apples and
peacock, I accepted. The Police man was
scared of his fat wife and was in search of a
drawing tutor for a long time and was scolded
by his wife everyday after returning from his
duty without accompanied by that most
wanted human being. Ananya could have



accepted any kind of offer, even he was ready
to take the job of a music tutor, at least one
month’s salary he could have earned before
being kicked out. One day Johney the actor
asked him whether he would teach Physics to
a student whom he taught English. He took
him to Mastan, he was sitting on the veranda
of a typical North Kolkata house built in
ancient time. Mastan squatted on the veranda
folding up his Lungi up to his loins to have a
comfortable posture, had high power concave
lenses and asked how much I wanted. I asked,
where are your parents? No need to talk to my
parents. How much do you want, three
hundred? No, my dad would not pay that
much. We negotiated and finalised two
hundred and fifty. I would teach him two days
a week, Tuesday and Friday, at eight in the
morning. The first day he was introduced to
Mastan’s mother, a very talkative and
coquettish sort of woman. She entered the
room every now and then making some
excuse and wanted to start a conversation.
She told him, Please realise Sir, my son
doesn’t have any intention to carry on his
education, but it’s Higher Secondary and as
you know Higher Secondary is so tough, but
see he doesn’t have any interest. Scold him,
Sir, beat him if you like, but he should pass
the exam. Mastan sometimes dozed off and
drooled during our gossip, his mother
immediately came back with a fan made of
palm leaves and started beating him, shouting
crazily. After a few days, the master
understood that he just had to carry on with
this job to get the payment as Mastan was not
even going to write even a single letter on the
exam sheet. However, after a few months he
discovered that the payment was also getting
delayed. Every tuition day the Mother offered
him tea in a cup cracked at the rim and two

cream biscuits and told him that Mastan’s
father couldn’t remember to give her the
money to pay his remuneration. But Mastan
was helpful and took a pity on the condition
of his tutor. He whispered to his ear once the
mother left for the kitchen, You can find my
father at Manasa Utensil shop. Where is it?
Ananya was eager to know and could not
wait. Mastan said, it’s in Chhatubabu’s
bazaar. But don’t go away if his staff tells you
that Babu is not present. My dad keeps
himself hidden behind the big aluminium
utensils for fear of the creditors. There are
many types of them who always disturb my
dad. But Mastan didn’t help him without
being favoured. In exchange he had to give up
his right to scold him, beating was a far away
dream and he had to tell his mother that the
student was learning very fast and he had to
mark the book with pen for Mastan to show
his dad what his master was teaching him.
Days were passing by smoothly, suddenly one
day Mastan told him, Don’t teach me
anything today, let’s have some other thing to
chat Sir. He had gifted the Physics book to
some poor student and said, Sir, I can’t
continue the course, all bogus. But [ know
that you need money. You carry on with your
tuition. Just don’t say anything to Mom,
otherwise you will lose your job. That day I
came back to Hostel and worried for my two
hundred and fifty rupees monthly payment
and waited for Jonhney the actor to return
back at his room late at night. He came back
from his rehearsal of a drama and listening to
my story of Mastan laughed out and said, He
is the easiest student to handle. Just teach him
anything and keep your job as long as you
want. But what do you teach him? you are his
English teacher? Yes, I teach him English. I
just ask him to buy some English book what I
want to read but can’t afford to purchase
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immediately. He buy the book and I read the
book. Sometimes I underline with a pencil a
few pages. That’s it, very simple. Yes, it was
indeed very simple. I told his mother to buy a
few books, one was of Milan Kundera,
another was of Gunter Grass, told her that
without these two it was impossible for
Mastan to even dare to sit at the exam of that
prestigious Higher Secondary. When I read
the book, Mastan dozed and whenever I heard
the footstep of his mother coming with Tea in
a cracked rimmed cup and two cream biscuits
I pocked him with a pencil, and waking up
Mastan immediately wiped off his saliva
drooping off his chin.

But when a student discovered the weakness
of his master, the master would definitely lose
his dignity. One day Mastan insulted him, at
least Ananya felt something like that. It had
been raining incessantly for twenty four hours
and Kolkata was almost drowning in
rainwater mixed with overflowing drains.
Finding one morning trying to warm itself
with the bright Sunshine coming thorough the
gaps of dark clouds I went to Mastan. His
mother accompanied me on the staircase to
their bedroom where Mastan was still
sleeping and telling me Mastan had returned
late at night and how they were worried and
couldn’t sleep the entire night thinking about
his future. Even after we politely asked
Mastan to wake up, he didn’t. His mother
suddenly started beating him furiously with
the handle of the fan made up of palm tree
leaves. Mastan woke up but once his mother
left threw his body again on the bed and
stretching his legs spoke in indistinct tone,
Leave me today Sir, please leave me. The
Two hundred and fifty rupees sparked in front
of me, his father gave me One hundred rupees
for the last month’s job, another One hundred
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and fifty rupees was still due. I called Mastan
politely, drenching my voice in as much
Honey as I could create in my throat with my
cough and saliva. Mastan sat on the bed
resting his back on the wall and opening one
eye grinned at me and said, Leave me Sir,
yesterday I went to a very bad place. He
stretched his arms and legs and keeping the
legs pointing to me said, My friends Sir, they
took me to that place. But Sir, it was a
beautiful place. Hebby entertainment. He
stared at me grinning, You must also visit the
place Sir, very colourful nice place.

I couldn’t control myself, I slapped him on
the face. Mastan couldn’t believe that an
outsider, a person who was not anyone like
his parents could slap him. I didn’t wait for a
single moment, coming down by the staircase
made space for his mother to pass by with a
cup of tea and two cream biscuits on a dish.

His mother sent a messenger to me after a few
days requesting me to visit her. She had no
grievance as the messenger assured me. I took
time and thinking that she might be calling
me to pay back my balance payment visited
their home. The woman asked me to sit,
brought me my cup of tea in the same cup
with two cream biscuits and sitting in front of
me suddenly sobbed and covered her face
with her Saree. I had just started chewing the
biscuits, but stopped immediately as the
crunching sound seemed abnormal in that
moment. [ came to know that the woman lost
her elder son a few years back, what a
brilliant son he was, not interested in
business, only liked to play guitar. She
suddenly held my hands and asked me, Who
is going to teach my son now? Please don’t
leave. He doesn’t listen to any other tutor.
Please come again.



Her tears were running like the Nohkalikai
waterfalls, the tea was cold and the cream of
the milk had already coated the surface of the
tea, I saw the book of Milan Kundera on the
bed, Life is elsewhere. But still I stood up,
coming down I found Mastan squatting on the
veranda like the first day we met. He stared at
me and said, Go right away to my dad’s shop.
I have seen cash in his store yesterday night
and it’s still there. Ask him for your balance
One hundred and fifty rupees, my Dad
doesn’t yet know that you have left.

I asked him, What is the date today? He tried
to count with his fingers and replied, it’s third
day of August, I think. I smiled at him and
said, In that case it’s not One hundred and
fifty, you should add another two hundred and
fifty, how much is it now?

Sudha told him, Let’s go to Digha. He stared
at her with his dull eyes. To realise whether it
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might have wanted to get rid of this city for a
few days. They had a falling aristocracy and
felt the pinch of this every miserable day,
finding slabs of marble stones stolen from
their staircase and courtyard. But when the
poor met the other poor they found that they
could both be easily broken, they could not
bow to command. They would never cry for
water even in a desert, but Ananya had seen
many a times someone to appear before him
with an entire oasis unexpectedly; now he
returned to his room number thirty one in his
Hostel leaving the seashore of Digha behind a
Jhau plantation. The night was spent with
Johney the actor and they discussed art.
Creativity couldn’t be just so arbitrarily
chosen form of some kind of expression, it
definitely had some commitment, but what
was that commitment for them? It was eleven
or a few minutes more when Sanyal Sahab
returned home from a B shift duty. Ananya

all the chimneys of the factory are silent, the heap of

e ashes, the tiny hill 1s laid down anticlockwise.

was a serious proposal or just a fun he needed
another stich from Sardar Uncle, Sardarjee
tailor asked him, You brought them again?
But how could he have brought them so early,
there was no question of getting his balls so
heavy within this short span of time. His
sperm might have become more active in
those dark and dense night waiting for
someone to really offer him something
amusing and thrilling. He asked grinning,
What’s there in Digha? He could feel five
hundred rupees, all he had in his pocket.
Sudha immediately cancelled her proposal,
said, Yes, there is nothing in Digha. She

was alert and immediately opened the door
upon hearing the knock, as every other person
was asleep by then. Sanyal Sahab had his rice
and folding his Lungi sat comfortably to
discuss literature with his son. He was fond of
Jibanananda, a real Ghost in Bengali
literature losing his life in an accident
influencing generations afterwards. A chemist
by profession, Sanyal Sahab started
explaining the yellow legs of Starlings.
Ananya felt himself like a Ghost, he sat on
the windowsill with a book when at the
opposite side of the road Mitrababu’s
daughter came to the window. Actually he
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was reading nothing. Tushu ? what was her
name ? Dad was in front of their Telerama
TV, squatting, the wooden cover pushed on
both sides to open up the universe of
bioscope. What was the name of that Ghatak?
Ananya knew only Anughatak (catalyst).
Concentrated Sulphuric acid, acetic acid with
ethanol, the laboratory filled with fruity
smell, a melancholy Kite landed on the roof
of the laboratory and suddenly became
thoughtful inhaling the piece of flesh it was
holding with its claws. Sudha pulled Ananya
close to her bosom and said, You were drunk.
When? You forgot! Suchetana suddenly
hugged him and kissed, and the kiss was so
long that he couldn’t speak for an hour. A
moon appeared beside the Papaya tree
without touching its branches indebted by the
light of his creditor, whom it would never pay
back. The more the moon became bright the
lives of people also brightened and the moon
dropped down to every home, even to the
shelters of the refugeesengulfing every
Kojagori (a night of full moon when people
of Bengal worship the Goddess of wealth and
prosperity) with peace and harmony.

Let us imagine that during such a night of
Kojagori, in the full moon of Autumn, a
group of people moving towards the land
which survived with the name of India,
crossed rivers, canals, forests and escaping
poisonous snakes and mosquitoes reached a
land they never set foot on. Ritwik Ghatak’s
camera rolled on with the sound of a steam
engine and suddenly stopping in front of a
wooden barricade uttered, I don’t have any
audience here, I have only thirteen readers,
here scoundrels after scoundrels entertain
themselves with DJ in a marriage party,
disturbs the neighbours with fire crackers,
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here Sudha sips a mouthful of cold drink and
dreams about having an air conditioner in her
ancestral house, here Johney the actor shouts
for commitments and observe their clever
colleagues taking roles in Soap operas wiping
the window panes of the studios. Let us
assume that human is X and an animal is Y. X
+Y, X+Y eventually X x Y and what a
brilliant sum this became, life found the land
coming out from the water, losing the fins and
metamorphosed into the Gold button of the
arm of a Shirt. Shakti uncle was in charge of
the swimming pool, and during the rainy
season he came to the border of the pool and
asked everyone to come out whenever there
was a chance of thunderstorm, but the kids
were naughty, they knew how to get Snacks
from the dishes, they swam deep into the
swimming pool. Johney Wisemuller was a
Tarzan, he made himself Tarzan by making
wild sound covering his mouth from both
sides with his palms. Being an ape man, one
was proud to influence his kingdom of apes.
The seashores were not like Digha, the group
of tribes, wherever they found a little grass, a
little pond, a white horse, a bull and a bullock
cart which could offer them a loan, with low
interest, a source of water from a hose pipe
sounding like a shower, Saraswati never died,
one could get some donation in the name of
the Goddess of education and Sanyal Sahab
telling them, the bunch of kids collecting
donation for the festival to perform the
worship of the Goddess, First spell the name
of Saraswati, then I will give you five rupees.

The history had taken a different path, with
the figure of the river taking the shape of a
sickly branch of spinach. Otherwise there was
granary, good sewerage and jacuzzi and
although a question mark could be put on the



possibility of getting something special like
Taj and there were wheels and intention to
roll on, intention to go ahead, even if there
was dildo it was submerged in the past within
the earth; Sexuality being prehistoric natural
aspect, people would only realise post
societal formation the hollow dumb
foundation underneath and the art and
literature would again be taught with
Kalashnikov held at one’s back and eyes
blindfolded with condoms; the artists would
be mum as they still would have their mask
on.

The God of the water came again for a few
more times, some accepted the boon and
some returned back the fishes to Damodar,
some couldn’t catch even a tiny fish, their
Rasgullas were vanishing in nature. Sanyal
Sahab couldn’t catch even a fly in his life
time.

Once, there was a grand picnic. The
arrangement for the party was made beside
the reservoir carved out breaking the heart of
the range of hills which was visible from their
courtyard and looked like an elephant sitting
on it’s folded legs. The day started with the
sound of an alarm clock early in the morning
and they all started dressing up, spraying
perfume under the armpit, making the neck
look white with powder. Packing up the kids
in buses and sending off the Officers and
Managers in cars, the clerks and junior staffs
started in open Truck, shouting and cheering
up the team. They swayed in the truck like
cane branches, like Sanyal Sahab one day
swayed and swung on the roof of a trekker
unable to drive off the flies sitting on his face
and reached the bank of Damodar. What a
hurry he showed always, as if finishing off
the game in this third planet of Sun as fast as

possible. The Sanyasi asked Ananya, would
your mother look nice without a Saree? it was
the answer to his innocent question why the
Mother Kali was wearing a Saree in the
temple beside Damodar. He had never seen
Kali in such a gorgeous dress before and he
believed Maha Kal is also undisguised, we
adorned him with our clumsy desires and he
thought eternity as a nude cigarette like
filterless Charminar and kept on questioning
him, what next? They asked the What next
since they learnt to make stories, since they
were Neanderthal being, squatting and
circling the fire pit and expected the
storyteller to fabricate the ending according to
their desire. Wrong ending could end up the
storyteller in a wrong place.

And the tradition continued. Bought a trouser
Then?

The trouser was short

Then?

Then what! my balls were coming out

Oho! then, then then then then?

Sardarjee smiled and said, brought again?
Sardarjee and Ananya had built up a kind of
friendship. One day he was coming back
home with a photo of Rabindranath Tagore in
a decorated wooden framework for the
occasion of birthday celebration of the poet.
On the way he visited the tailor to take back a
few trousers which he was still working on.
Sardarjee stopped his work and staring at the
photo asked him, is he your Guru? Good,
Good, there should be some Guru.

Ananya couldn’t fabricate any answer and
said faintly, this is the photo of Rabindranath.
We call him Kabi Guru (the Guru of the

poets).
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Harbinder Singh the tailor took the needle
and the thread and smiled, Your
Rabindernathjee had done a good job, he
didn’t shave.

Ananya also hated shaving throughout his
life, his fair chick after the shaving always
took on a greenish hue as if he had offered a
family of algae to make their home there.

The Mother dressed up in Saree, wore garland
and her forehead was decorated with Sandal
paste; the Mother was offered bangles made
up of conch shell and coral, her Bengali kids
remained in milk and rice. Coming back from
Library near Piplani bazaar he took out 175
ml bottle of Rum and pouring unadulterated
into his throat remembered the stainless steel
glass, sharing his drink with Sudha and trying
to hug her. Sudha, wading him off said, You
are drunk Ananya. After that nobody ever
called him drunk. He never lost his senses
even that day with Sudha. Gabuda never
rescued anyone, never disrupted any scene,
the history wrote itself in its own way,
Ananya only saw Sudha’s perpendicular
position shifting to a horizontal position and a
range of hills coming into shape on the
surface of the earth.

Almost everyone finished their lunch, Shakti
Das was calling for those who thought the
Sun would not set today and continued with
their drinks and gossip. Ananya was also left
out, waiting for his father. Shakti Babu now
yelled covering his mouth with the palms of
both hands, This is the final call for the last
batch, come quickly to have your lunch. They
were served a little Fried rice and chicken,
both were cold and the fish fries already
exhausted. Outside the periphery of the picnic
area, the beggars became impatient, although
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lots of plates with leftover were thrown at
them. They had been taking the possession of
those plates fighting with the stray dogs since
the time of Bijan Bhattacharya, (Bijan
Bhattacharya’s play Nabanna on famine.) but
nobody was uttering a single dialogue as it
was in the play, rather they became violent.
They finally snatched the Rasgulla from my
plate. My dad just uttered a word to ward
them off and suddenly stopped, letting my
plate vanish from my hand. They entered the
picnic premises finding a weak gap
somewhere, they came in a huge group and
attacked to have some fun, a kind of
enjoyment in snatching food. They might
have been furious and vindictive observing
the white round bright sweets on so many
plates, Ananya’s hand coming down to the
plate found the ground with scattered and
burned out grass instead of his food. Hey,
Sanyal Sahab, the Rasgulla finally vanished.

Not only Rasgulla, so many things slipped
away from our lives, and new flesh started to
come out on our stories beneath new feathers.
The water droplets on the Dopati flowers
condensed to form a kind of melancholy glue
after the old gardener left. Aananya stared at
the water drops on the petals and found that
time had condensed to form a story now. He
sat on an abandoned, unnoticed log of a
broken tree electrocuted long time back and
opened his laptop. He stared around with the
inexpressive eyes of Jesus and saw a few
listeners squatting and encircling him. He saw
a funeral pyre nearby the Damodar in the
distance. The Sannyasi held his chin and said,
would your mother look good without a
Saree? That’s why we draped our Mother in
Red Benarasi. Before going to offer his Puja
to the Mother, Sanyal Sahab booked our
Kachuris at the nearby shop where he kept his



sandals and told the confectioner to serve
them hot Kachuris after the Puja. What
wonderful Kachuris they made, white and
plump, saliva dripping out and tongue ready
to adore them. Ananyabrata started reading
from his story sitting on the log, but after a
few pages could not remember where the
story started from. The story abruptly stopped
at a station to change the engine, like the train
to Ranchi stopped at Gomo station twenty
five years back. They were served lentils with
rice on a kind of plate having several
compartments to keep different items and he
remembered they oghurt which was like the
vomit of a kid suffering from indigestion.
Once the blue uniformed canteen workers
took away the plates after their lunch the
engine gave a melancholy whistle. The
platform started moving, they crossed Kita,
Ramganga, Johna and finally reached Ranchi
where his grandfather lived. Various kinds of
fruits were sold, Kend, Mother and Jackfruit.
From the top of a Hill one could get a glimpse
of the entire city. A temple on the hilltop, a
well with water so deep inside one could not
see it even, people in groups walked up to the
hilltop during the night of Shivaratri,
childless women kept promise to return back
to worship the God at the temple at
Mukteswar and performed a ritual to test
themselves whether they were capable to give
birth to the next generation. They were asked
to pass through a slanting piece of stone
precariously hanging from a cliff as a test to
justify their claim to prove themselves fertile.
Ananya could remember the Old Bangali
Baba sitting on the lap of Himalaya advising
his disciples, he could see clearly any time he
closed his eyes the Sunrays shining on the
snow-capped Himalayan mountain range, the
Nandaghunti, Trishul, the Panchachulli, his

dream of taking Sudha to a hotel at Digha
broke with the sound of cups and dishes
produced by the cooks of his Hostel and
finding no money tried to pretend to sleep
again folding his legs to his abdomen like an
embryo. But he was shaken violently from the
security of the womb, and somebody said,
Let’s have some Rum, water poured on the
rum like the Gardener pouring water on the
flowers and he finished his glass with just one
gulp. Gabuda hearing their footsteps sat
immediately on his bed, Sudha woke up from
her siesta and saw with her round eyes
Ananya sitting at her bedside wooden chair
with a broken handle and swaying his legs. It
was not something very astonishing to have
Sudha sleeping with the door ajar. No Ravana
was ever born to take her away to his Lanka.
Sudha rubbed her eyes with the back of her
hands and asked for a cigarette. Ananya could
see Vivien Leigh when she held the cigarette
with her lips, and he imagined himself in
Sunglasses and felt like Uttam Kumar or
Marcello Mastroianni but suddenly his story
came near the slim and dry Khude river where
the poor people used to graze their pigs, his
story stopped near the mound of ashes which
was a replica of a tiny hill for them.
Unnecessary gossip tilted the clock and he
returned to his Hostel room where the
mammoth book of Thermodynamics and a
bulb of twenty five watts were waiting for
him.

They stood up from the grass field where the
seating arrangement for the lunch was made.
The plates were already looted and the picnic
was over. They all returned in the same
manner, kids in the buses, Officers in the cars
and clerks in the open trucks, but most of the
adults were now in a different mood, shouting
and even saying those things which seemed
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impossible to say in normal condition and
suddenly someone raised the volume of the
loudspeaker and a particular song reminded
Ananya of a distant uncle of Amitava who
could play the song with the sound of his fart.
He could apply various tune to his farting
sound and he was so skilled at this
performance he could demonstrate this art to
anyone and whenever asked to. He appeared
sometimes during his visit to Amitava’s house
and his friend shut his mouth and wanted his
uncle to leave the room. When he left after
showing them his art the room remained in a
silence for a few moments, much like the
picnic spot which immersed in a serenity after
the party ended and the beggars had claimed
their rights and the train leaving a station
accelerated in search of a new station, a new
destination and even leaving the hope of
going to Digha human relationship found new
seashore, observed wave after wave, the
ripples on the surface of a remote pond in a
countryside, we looked at the sisters of our
friends to establish new relationship,
appreciated the beauty of a lady, now the wife
of a friend, in a party, pretending to be drunk
and observed the friend suddenly inventing
some excuse left the party pulling the hand of
his wife and searching desperately for a cab.
Sensing some impatience among the listeners

Ananya lifted up his eyes from his laptop and
observed a few listeners leaving the group of
people encircling him. He tried to read again
and found his eyes moist, the commas, dashes
and the words, all blurred, he wanted to have
his glasses to get an addition of One dioptre,
but would it serve the purpose? All he needed
was a lens under which the ants would grow
enormous wings, under which the Sun could
be focussed on the things once obliterated,
things not supposed to be brought back,
memories once shared would instigate the
agony and uneasiness of his relatives and they
would stop calling him on the phone and the
soul of Sanyal Sahab continuously uttered
Vasamsi jirnani yatha vihaya, Vasamsi jirnani
yatha vihaya, Vasamsi jirnani yatha vihaya
and his body was uploaded on the roof of a
trekker car and the lens focussed the Sun right
on his slightly parted lips and when he found
the coconut trees from the bazaar, and the
open gate, and entered the half lit garden and
stood near the slightly ajar door of their
home, his elder sister came out and took his
bag, and someone uttered in his ear,
Everything is finished, everything is finished,
we couldn’t wait any longer, we cannot wait
anymore, the people of this colony are tired of
waiting, all the chimneys of the factory are
silent, the heap of ashes, the tiny hill is laid
down anticlockwise.
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Chantal Rosengurt
(Argentina)

Articulo sobre mi arte

uando amas todas las artes en general, hacer un video musical animado en stop

motion se convierte en la oportunidad de hacer confluir estéticamente tantos
lenguajes artisticos en una sola obra (visual, musical, poético, literario,
cinematografico, de animacion...) que finalmente poder verlo realizado es uno de los
mayores placeres del universo, y ni que hablar cuando empieza a ser reconocido y
aceptado por la comunidad internacional.
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El afio pasado, en 2022, tuve la oportunidad

de hacer el video musical de la cancion “To
findyou” de la cantante y compositora greco
estadounidense AthenaAndreadis. Si bien yo
ya habia trabajado como artista visual,
ilustradora y animadora en diferentes
proyectos, nunca habia hecho como
animadora una pieza de esta extension y de la
cual yo fuera la directora o realizadora
integral. Siempre habia sido parte de
proyectos realizando alguna parte, o piezas
mas breves, alguna publicidad, algiun
explainer animados para alguna empresa, etc.
Pero nunca este género ni esta magnitud de
complejidad. Por lo que tenia bastante miedo.
Afortunadamente y luego de mucho esfuerzo,
terminé el trabajo, esta subido ya al canal de
Youtube de la artista con 10.000 vistas, y esta
siendo seleccionado en festivales de cine y
animacion de todo el mundo. Para que un
poco mas mis temores y de qué estoy
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hablando, esto quisiera contarles en qué
consiste la aniamcion en stop motion y como
se realiza, el proceso, desde cero hasta la obra
finalizada.

. Qué es la animacién en stop motion?

Es una de las formas de animacion mas
antiguas en las que vemos muchas fotos, a
una velocidad tan rapida ante nuestros 0jos,
que en vez de ver fotos nuestro cerebro
interpreta eso y se genera la ilusion de
movimiento. Es una forma de animacion
maravillosa, porque como artista uno puede
jugar con cualquier cosa a la que pueda
fotografiar. Desde objetos reales de la vida
cotidiana, papeles coloreados en acuarelas,
plastilina, puppets o marionetas creadas
adrede, arena, sal, café, la luz de un celular en
movimiento, hasta personas reales uno puede
dirigir y animar en stop motion, lo que se
llama pixilation.

. Como es el proceso o workflow para realizar
un video musical animado en stop motion?
Primero hay que conocer la letra de la
cancion y la melodia. Esa es la materia prima
principal. Luego, yo siempre al trabajar con
clientes charlo con ellos para saber como son,
qué cosas les gusta, qué vinculo tienen ellos
con la cancion o el tema que quieren llevar al
mundo de las imagenes, qué significado ellos
le atribuyen a la letra, etc.

Esto me permite a partir de ahi generar un
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concepto, una idea que puedo llevar a un
guion, tla vez contar una historia, darle una
estructura narrativa. Porque en el mundo
audiovisual no se trata como en ilustracion de
convertir una idea en una imagen estatica,
sino en una sucesion de imagenes durante el
tiempo que dura la cancion para contar algo
en ese tiempo y a través de esa sucesion de
imagenes o escenas.

Una vez que esté elaborado el guion y
aprobado se empieza con el arte para la
animacion, la creacion de un storyboard
(como una historieta dibujada asi nomas
donde se ven las diferentes escenas, planos,
composiciones visuales para narrar
visualmente ese
guion), y se
empiezan a
elabora
visualmente los
personajes, los
fondos. Se elige
una estética, un
estilo visual que
vaya acorde al
guidn y a las
preferencias del cliente, o incluso del publico
al que esté orientada la pieza, por ejemplo si
es infantil o no.

Una vez que se elaboran los disefios de
personajes y de fondos se construyen los
puppets. En el caso del vidoe Musical de To
FindYou elegimos trabajar con fondos
pintados al 6leo sobre vidrio, y con personajes
y props y escenografia realizada en papel y en
origami. Esta mezla de 6leo y papel yo ya la
habia trbajado antes en una ilustracion y en
una breve animacion que habia gustado
mucho, por lo que teniamos confianza en que
iba a funcionar. También elegimos (y hablo en
plural porque yo le iba proponiendo cosas a

Athena pero siempre fue con su acuerdo y
aprobacion y en un didlogo constante)
trabajar con origami porque nos permitia
generar formas reconocibles, con una belleza
singular, pero donde no hay detalles; por
ejemplo, no hay rostros. Esto lo tomé de otro
video musical que amo, y de otras
animaciones, etc, que es genial. Porque es
increible, cuando en arte no damos ciertos
detalles abrimos la obra para que el
espectador, el publico, rellene ahi, e
intereprete (A lo Umberto Eco con Obra
abierta) con su imaginacion, generandose un
efecto maravilloso y a veces méas conmovedor
que con un rostro con boca y ojos. Pero el
origami es un
mundo y
descubri que los
disefios de
Origami tienen
propiedad
intelectual. Por
lo que tuve, con
la increible
ayuda de
Jerénimo
Paoletti, un origamista de mi ciudad (La
Plata, Argentina) y quien realiz6 todas las
piezas de origami que se ven en el video,
pedir la cesidon de derecho a cada origamista
de cada prop que queria incorporar. Entonces
por ejemplo le tuve que pedir derecho a uan
chica de Vietman que disenid el Dragén, a
alguien de Italia, a alguien de México por los
delfines, a alguien de Brasil por la brajula y
asi varios mas. Por lo que en este video
musical terminaron colaborando artistas de
todo el mundo. Y eso fue un trabajo de
dedicacion, pedirle a cada uno esto, pero que
hizo que el video musical tenga este plus que
nunca se habia visto antes. Una vez hecho el
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arte, construidos los props en origami, los
puppets en estructuras de alambre y masilla
epoxi cubiertos de papel y cinta de papel,
viene la parte de la animacion en si.

La animacion es la captura fotografica de
cada instante para generar la sensacion de
movimiento. Asi, si uno decide filmar en 24
FPS (frames o cuadros por segundo) ello
significa que para tener 1 segundo de
animacion hay que tener 24 fotos. Y asi uno
va moviendo todo milimetro a milimetro y
con la mayor precision posible para generar
movimietnos fluidos, creibles, expresivos...
Tirada hacia adelante, con la cintura rota,
durante horas al calor de las luces del set.
Luces que con un director de fotografia

configuramos para
cada escena, cada
plano semanas antes.
En el video musical de
“To findyou, optamos,
gracias a Juan Martin

é

Fourcaud, el genioque | A
trabajo en la edicion y  fi{smor)
posproduccion, por
filmar, capturar o animar por separado las
figuras de papel del fondo pintado, entre otras

cosas, para que por ejemplo los puppets no se
mancharan de 6leo. Es decir que usamos la
famosa pantalla verde,

Finalmente, una vez terminado esto se pasa a
lo que estaba anticipando: la edicion, el
montaje y la posproduccion. EL montaje es
€so, montar, juntar, como en un collage todas
las secuencias que filmamos desordenadas
para hacerlas entrar en lo que habiamos
planeado en el story y el animatic, una
version animada del story. Habia que quitar el
fondo verde (nada facil en algunas escenas), y
luego de eso modificar digialmente el color, y
agregar los efectos especiales apropiados.
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Esto es la posproduccion, trabajo que en stop
motion es tan grande y complejo como el de
animacion. Porque no es como cuando se
filma liveaction, donde todo estd mayormente
en escena, sino que es gracias a la
posproduccion que todo finalmente se ve
armado y funcionando bellamente.
Y ahi si, terminada la posproduccion tenemos
la obra lista.
Para que se den uan idea de los tiempos, este
video musical de 3 minutos y medio nos
llevo, y fuimos super rapidos con la
realizacion, 6 meses, medio afio. Pero valid
la pena.
La animacion tiene eso de maravilloso. Yo he
hecho ilustracion, artes plasticas, escrito
cuentos, tocado en bandas de musica o
improvisando con la
bateria y la percusion,
incursionado un poquito
en el teatro. Pero la
§ | animacion tiene eso. La
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Athena Andreadis

A music video by Chantal Rosengurt
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animacion, y mas en la
de un video musical
donde tenemos la letra y
la musica, lo que
hacemos es dar vida, damos alma a algo, tan
soberbiamente como Dios en su soplo a Adan,
al viejo Adan de arcilla, como en una
claymation, la primera claymation. Y la
sensacion de ver como todos esos fragmentos
estancos finalmente y luego de tanto sudor y
cansancio cobran vida, y llegan al alma de un
hipotético espectador a través de los recursos
poéticos y estéticos es simplemente
maravilloso.

Ojala pueda seguir haciendo esto mucho
tiempo mas. Cuando se aman las artes es un
camino casi obligado, por lo menos
sumamente deseado. Y qué mejor que dejarse
llevar por estos senderos.



