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Pablo Neruda

Ricardo Eliécer Neftali Reyes Basoalto (12
July 1904 - 23 September 1973), better known
by his pen name and, later, legal name Pablo
Neruda, was a Chilean poet-diplomat and
politician. Neruda became known as a poet
when he was 13 years old, and wrote in a variety
of styles, including surrealist poems, historical
epics, overtly political manifestos, a prose
autobiography, and passionate love poems such as the ones in his
collection Twenty Love Poems and a Song of Despair (1924). He won
the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1971.

Neruda occupied many diplomatic positions in various
countries during his lifetime and served a term as a Senator for the
Chilean Communist Party. When President Gabriel Gonzéalez Videla
outlawed communism in Chile in 1948, a warrant was issued for
Neruda’s arrest. Friends hid him for months in the basement of a
house in the port city of Valparaiso; Neruda escaped through a
mountain pass near Maihue Lake into Argentina. Years later, Neruda
was a close advisor to Chile’s socialist President Salvador Allende.
When Neruda returned to Chile after his Nobel Prize acceptance
speech, Allende invited him to read at the Estadio Nacional before
70,000 people.

Neruda was hospitalised with cancer at the time of the coup
d’état led by Augusto Pinochet that overthrew Allende’s government,
but returned home after a few days when he suspected a doctor of
injecting him with an unknown substance for the purpose of
murdering him on Pinochet’s orders. Neruda died in his house in
Isla Negra on 23 September 1973, just hours after leaving the hospital.
Although it was long reported that he died of heart failure, the Interior
Ministry of the Chilean government issued a statement in 2015
acknowledging a Ministry document indicating the government’s
official position that “it was clearly possible and highly likely” that
Neruda was Kkilled as a result of “the intervention of third parties”.
Pinochet, backed by elements of the armed forces, denied permission
for Neruda’s funeral to be made a public event, but thousands of
grieving Chileans disobeyed the curfew and crowded the streets.



Pablo Neruda and India

In 1927, Neruda became the Chilean Counsel in Rangoon
and spent next five years in the eastern countries that infused in him
a concern for repressive colonialism in Indian Sub-continent;
obviously as an ardent revolutionary, he stood with the Indian
Freedom Movement and participated in A.I.C.C meeting in Kolkata
{1928}. His next visit almost took twenty two years later, when he
arrived in India in 1950, the condition was entirely changed since it
was now an independent nation. (Atul Kumar Thakur).

His initiatives for peace-non-alignment was a fascinating
interference for him besides he had great vision for close India-U.S.S.R
ties for balancing the power equation in world politics. He often called
a “Soldier of Peace” for his die-hard commitments for peace and
ends of ideological monopoly-knowing his temptation, famous
French Scientist Juliat Coori induced him for visiting India and
meeting with Nehru for tracing the ground of peace movement during
the high intensity of cold war. Scientist C.V. Raman, Vijaya Lakshami
Pandit and received assurance for world peace movement. Further,
he came to Delhi-had meeting with different groups-like of Writers,
Philosophers, and Artists etc-that was the only solace for him in that
visit. But his euphoria suddenly disappeared when he was called on
dinner by the Ambassador of Chile, Juan Marin- he informed him
about the apprehensive concern of Indian government regarding his
activities. Despite such bad and scratchy experience during last visit
to India, Neruda surprisingly voted for Nehru as a member of panel
in “Lenin Peace Prize” only five years later...indeed he succeeded
as a great visionary and well wisher of Indian causes by broadly
ignoring the stodgy treatment of last visit. Nehru’s treatments for
Neruda were emerged from the internal feud between Indian state
and Communist movement! (Atul Kumar Thakur)

Pablo Neruda- the greatest poet.

Neruda is often considered the national poet of Chile, and
his works have been popular and influential worldwide. The
Colombian novelist Gabriel Garcia Marquez once called him “the
greatest poet of the 20th century in any language”, and Harold Bloom
included Neruda as one of the 26 writers central to the Western
tradition in his book The Western Canon.
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Carnal Apple, Woman Filled,
Burning Moon,’

Carnal apple, Woman filled, burning moon,

dark smell of seaweed, crush of mud and light,
what secret knowledge is clasped between your pillars?
What primal night does Man touch with his senses?
Ay, Love is a journey through waters and stars,
through suffocating air, sharp tempests of grain:
Love is a war of lightning,

and two bodies ruined by a single sweetness.

Kiss by kiss I cover your tiny infinity,

your margins, your rivers, your diminutive villages,
and a genital fire, transformed by delight,

slips through the narrow channels of blood

to precipitate a nocturnal carnation,

to be, and be nothing but light in the dark.

Lo
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In The Wave-Strike Over
Unquiet Stones’

In the wave-strike over unquiet stones

the brightness bursts and bears the rose

and the ring of water contracts to a cluster

to one drop of azure brine that falls.

O magnolia radiance breaking in spume,
magnetic voyager whose death flowers

and returns, eternal, to being and nothingness:
shattered brine, dazzling leap of the ocean.
Merged, you and I, my love, seal the silence
while the sea destroys its continual forms,
collapses its turrets of wildness and whiteness,
because in the weft of those unseen garments
of headlong water, and perpetual sand,

we bear the sole, relentless tenderness.
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March Days Return With Their
Covert Light

March days return with their covert light,

and huge fish swim through the sky,

vague earthly vapours progress in secret,

things slip to silence one by one.

Through fortuity, at this crisis of errant skies,
you reunite the lives of the sea to that of fire,
grey lurchings of the ship of winter

to the form that love carved in the guitar.

O love, O rose soaked by mermaids and spume,
dancing flame that climbs the invisible stairway,
to waken the blood in insomnia’s labyrinth,

so that the waves can complete themselves in the sky,
the sea forget its cargoes and rages,

and the world fall into darkness’s nets.

Soed
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Perhaps Not To Be Is To Be
Without Your Being

Perhaps not to be is to be without your being,
without your going, that cuts noon light

like a blue flower, without your passing

later through fog and stones,

without the torch you lift in your hand

that others may not see as golden,

that perhaps no one believed blossomed
the glowing origin of the rose,

without, in the end, your being, your coming
suddenly, inspiringly, to know my life,

blaze of the rose-tree, wheat of the breeze:
and it follows that I am, because you are:

it follows from ‘you are’, that I am, and we:
and, because of love, you will, [ will,

We will, come to be.
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A Dog Has Died

My dog has died.
I buried him in the garden
next to a rusted old machine.

Some day I'll join him right there,

but now he’s gone with his shaggy coat,
his bad manners and his cold nose,

and I, the materialist, who never believed
in any promised heaven in the sky

for any human being,

[ believe in a heaven I'll never enter.

Yes, I believe in a heaven for all dogdom
where my dog waits for my arrival
waving his fan-like tail in friendship.

Ai, I'll not speak of sadness here on earth,
of having lost a companion

who was never servile.

His friendship for me, like that of a porcupine
withholding its authority,

was the friendship of a star, aloof,

with no more intimacy than was called for,
with no exaggerations:

he never climbed all over my clothes
filling me full of his hair or his mange,

he never rubbed up against my knee

like other dogs obsessed with sex.
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No, my dog used to gaze at me,

paying me the attention [ need,

the attention required

to make a vain person like me understand
that, being a dog, he was wasting time,
but, with those eyes so much purer than mine,
he’d keep on gazing at me

with a look that reserved for me alone

all his sweet and shaggy life,

always near me, never troubling me,

and asking nothing.

Ai, how many times have [ envied his tail

as we walked together on the shores of the sea
in the lonely winter of Isla Negra

where the wintering birds filled the sky

and my hairy dog was jumping about

full of the voltage of the sea’s movement:

my wandering dog, sniffing away

with his golden tail held high,

face to face with the ocean’s spray.

Joyful, joyful, joyful,

as only dogs know how to be happy
with only the autonomy

of their shameless spirit.

There are no good-byes for my dog who has died,
and we don’t now and never did lie to each other.

So now he’s gone and I buried him,
and that’s all there is to it.

Translated, from the Spanish by Alfred Yankauer
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A Lemon

Out of lemon flowers
loosed

on the moonlight, love’s
lashed and insatiable
essences,

sodden with fragrance,
the lemon tree’s yellow
emerges,

the lemons

move down

from the tree’s planetarium

Delicate merchandise!

The harbors are big with itbazaars
for the light and the

barbarous gold.

We open

the halves

of a miracle,

and a clotting of acids

brims

into the starry

divisions:

creation’s

original juices,

irreducible, changeless,

alive:

so the freshness lives on

in a lemon,

in the sweet-smelling house of the rind,
the proportions, arcane and acerb.
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Cutting the lemon

the knife

leaves a little cathedral:
alcoves unguessed by the eye
that open acidulous glass

to the light; topazes

riding the droplets,

altars,

aromatic facades.

So, while the hand

holds the cut of the lemon,
half a world

on a trencher,

the gold of the universe
wells

to your touch:

a cup yellow

with miracles,

a breast and a nipple
perfuming the earth;

a flashing made fruitage,
the diminutive fire of a planet.
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A Song Of Despair

The memory of you emerges from the night around me.
The river mingles its stubborn lament with the sea.

Deserted like the wharves at dawn.
It is the hour of departure, oh deserted one!

Cold flower heads are raining over my heart.
Oh pit of debiris, fierce cave of the shipwrecked.

In you the wars and the flights accumulated.
From you the wings of the song birds rose.

You swallowed everything, like distance.
Like the sea, like time. In you everything sank!

It was the happy hour of assault and the kiss.
The hour of the spell that blazed like a lighthouse.

Pilot’s dread, fury of blind driver,
turbulent drunkenness of love, in you everything sank!

In the childhood of mist my soul, winged and wounded.
Lost discoverer, in you everything sank!

You girdled sorrow, you clung to desire,
sadness stunned you, in you everything sank!

[ made the wall of shadow draw back,
beyond desire and act, [ walked on.
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Oh flesh, my own flesh, woman whom I loved and lost,
[ summon you in the moist hour, I raise my song to you.

Like a jar you housed infinite tenderness.
and the infinite oblivion shattered you like a jar.

There was the black solitude of the islands,
and there, woman of love, your arms took me in.

There was thirst and hunger, and you were the fruit.
There were grief and ruins, and you were the miracle.

Ah woman, I do not know how you could contain me
in the earth of your soul, in the cross of your arms!

How terrible and brief my desire was to you!
How difficult and drunken, how tensed and avid.

Cemetery of kisses, there is still fire in your tombs,
still the fruited boughs burn, pecked at by birds.

Oh the bitten mouth, oh the kissed limbs,
oh the hungering teeth, oh the entwined bodies.

Oh the mad coupling of hope and force
in which we merged and despaired.

And the tenderness, light as water and as flour.
And the word scarcely begun on the lips.

This was my destiny and in it was my voyage of my longing,
and in it my longing fell, in you everything sank!
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Oh pit of debris, everything fell into you,
what sorrow did you not express, in what sorrow are
you not drowned!

From billow to billow you still called and sang.
Standing like a sailor in the prow of a vessel.

You still flowered in songs, you still brike the currents.
Oh pit of debris, open and bitter well.

Pale blind diver, luckless slinger,
lost discoverer, in you everything sank!

It is the hour of departure, the hard cold hour
which the night fastens to all the timetables.

The rustling belt of the sea girdles the shore.
Cold stars heave up, black birds migrate.

Deserted like the wharves at dawn.
Only tremulous shadow twists in my hands.

Oh farther than everything. Oh farther than everything.

It is the hour of departure. Oh abandoned one!
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Absence

[ have scarcely left you

When you go in me, crystalline,
Or trembling,

Or uneasy, wounded by me

Or overwhelmed with love, as
when your eyes

Close upon the gift of life

That without cease I give you.

My love,

We have found each other
Thirsty and we have

Drunk up all the water and the
Blood,

We found each other

Hungry

And we bit each other

As fire bites,

Leaving wounds in us.

But wait for me,

Keep for me your sweetness.
[ will give you too

A rose.
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Always

[ am not jealous
of what came before me.

Come with a man

on your shoulders,

come with a hundred men in your hair,

come with a thousand men between your breasts
and your feet,

come like a river

full of drowned men

which flows down to the wild sea,

to the eternal surf, to Time!

Bring them all

to where [ am waiting for you;
we shall always be alone,

we shall always be you and |
alone on earth,

to start our life!
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And Because Love Battles

And because love battles

not only in its burning agricultures

but also in the mouth of men and women,

[ will finish off by taking the path away

to those who between my chest and your fragrance
want to interpose their obscure plant.

About me, nothing worse
they will tell you, my love,
than what I told you.

[ lived in the prairies

before I got to know you

and I did not wait love but I was

laying in wait for and I jumped on the rose.

What more can they tell you?

[ am neither good nor bad but a man,
and they will then associate the danger
of my life, which you know

and which with your passion you shared.

And good, this danger

is danger of love, of complete love
for all life,

for all lives,

and if this love brings us

the death and the prisons,

[ am sure that your big eyes,
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as when I kiss them,

will then close with pride,
into double pride, love,

with your pride and my pride.

But to my ears they will come before

to wear down the tour

of the sweet and hard love which binds us,
and they will say: “The one

you love,

is not a woman for you,

Why do you love her? I think

you could find one more beautiful,

more serious, more deep,

more other, you understand me, look how she’s light,
and what a head she has,

and look at how she dresses,

and etcetera and etcetera”.

And | in these lines say:

Like this [ want you, love,

love, Like this I love you,

as you dress

and how your hair lifts up

and how your mouth smiles,

light as the water

of the spring upon the pure stones,
Like this I love you, beloved.

To bread I do not ask to teach me
but only not to lack during every day of life.
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[ don’t know anything about light, from where
it comes nor where it goes,

[ only want the light to light up,

I do not ask to the night

explanations,

[ wait for it and it envelops me,

And so you, bread and light

And shadow are.

You came to my life

with what you were bringing,

made

of light and bread and shadow I expected you,

and Like this I need you,

Like this I love you,

and to those who want to hear tomorrow

that which I will not tell them, let them read it here,
and let them back off today because it is early

for these arguments.

Tomorrow we will only give them

a leaf of the tree of our love, a leaf
which will fall on the earth

like if it had been made by our lips
like a kiss which falls

from our invincible heights

to show the fire and the tenderness
of a true love.
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Bird

It was passed from one bird to another,
the whole gift of the day.

The day went from flute to flute,
went dressed in vegetation,

in flights which opened a tunnel
through the wind would pass

to where birds were breaking open
the dense blue air -

and there, night came in.

When I returned from so many journeys,
[ stayed suspended and green
between sun and geography -

[ saw how wings worked,

how perfumes are transmitted

by feathery telegraph,

and from above | saw the path,

the springs and the roof tiles,

the fishermen at their trades,

the trousers of the foam;

[ saw it all from my green sky.

[ had no more alphabet

than the swallows in their courses,
the tiny, shining water

of the small bird on fire

which dances out of the pollen.
Pablo Neruda
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Brown And Agile Child

Brown and agile child, the sun which forms the fruit
And ripens the grain and twists the seaweed
Has made your happy body and your luminous eyes

And given your mouth the smile of water.

A black and anguished sun is entangled in the twigs
Of your black mane when you hold out your arms.
You play in the sun as in a tidal river

And it leaves two dark pools in your eyes.

Brown and agile child, nothing draws me to you,
Everything pulls away from me here in the noon.

You are the delirious youth of bee,

The drunkedness of the wave, the power of the wheat.

My somber heart seeks you always

[ love your happy body, your rich, soft voice.

Dusky butterfly, sweet and sure

Like the wheatfiled, the sun, the poppy, and the water.
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Canto Xii From The Heights of
Macchu Picchu

Arise to birth with me, my brother.

Give me your hand out of the depths

sown by your sorrows.

You will not return from these stone fastnesses.
You will not emerge from subterranean time.
Your rasping voice will not come back,

nor your pierced eyes rise from their sockets.

Look at me from the depths of the earth,

tiller of fields, weaver, reticent shepherd,

groom of totemic guanacos,

mason high on your treacherous scaffolding,
iceman of Andean tears,

jeweler with crushed fingers,

farmer anxious among his seedlings,

potter wasted among his clays—

bring to the cup of this new life

your ancient buried sorrows.

Show me your blood and your furrow;

say to me: here [ was scourged

because a gem was dull or because the earth
failed to give up in time its tithe of corn or stone.
Point out to me the rock on which you stumbled,
the wood they used to crucify your body.

Strike the old flints

to kindle ancient lamps, light up the whips
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glued to your wounds throughout the centuries
and light the axes gleaming with your blood.

I come to speak for your dead mouths.

Throughout the earth

let dead lips congregate,

out of the depths spin this long night to me
as if I rode at anchor here with you.

And tell me everything, tell chain by chain,
and link by link, and step by step;

sharpen the knives you kept hidden away,
thrust them into my breast, into my hands,
like a torrent of sunbursts,

an Amazon of buried jaguars,

and leave me cry: hours, days and years,
blind ages, stellar centuries.

And give me silence, give me water, hope.
Give me the struggle, the iron, the volcanoes.
Let bodies cling like magnets to my body.

Come quickly to my veins and to my mouth.

Speak through my speech, and through my blood.
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Castro Alves From Brazil

Castro Alves from Brazil, for whom did you sing?
Did you sing for the flower? For the water
whose beauty whispered words to the stones?
Did you sing to the eyes, to the torn profile

of the woman you once loved? For the spring?

Yes, but those petals were not dewed,
those black waters had no words,
those eyes were those who saw death,
still burning the tortures behind love,
Spring was splashed with blood.

[ sang for the slaves, aboard the ships
as a dark branch of wrath.

They travelled, and bled from the ships
leaving us the weight of a stolen blood.

[ sang in those days against the inferno,
against the sharp languages of greed,
against the gold drenched in the torment,
against the hand that rose the whip,
against the maestros of darkness.

Each rose had one dead man in their roots.

The light, the night, the sky were covered in tears,
the eyes separated from wounded hands

and it was my voice the only one to fill the silence.
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I wanted that from the man we could be rescued,
[ believed that the route passed through the man,
and from there destiny would be made.

I sang for those who had no voice.

My voice hit doors that until then were closed

so that, fighting, Freedom could be let in.

Castro Alves from Brazil, now that your pure book

is reborn to a free land,

let me, poet of our America,

to crown your head with the laurels of the people.

Your voice joined the eternal and loud voice of the men.
You sang well. You sang how it must be sung.
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Cat’s Dream

How neatly a cat sleeps,

sleeps with its paws and its posture,
sleeps with its wicked claws,

and with its unfeeling blood,

sleeps with all the ringsa

series of burnt circleswhich

have formed the odd geology

of its sand-colored tail.

[ should like to sleep like a cat,
with all the fur of time,

with a tongue rough as flint,
with the dry sex of fire;

and after speaking to no one,
stretch myself over the world,
over roofs and landscapes,
with a passionate desire

to hunt the rats in my dreams.

[ have seen how the cat asleep
would undulate, how the night
flowed through it like dark water;
and at times, it was going to fall

or possibly plunge into

the bare deserted snowdrifts.
Sometimes it grew so much in sleep
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like a tiger’s great-grandfather,
and would leap in the darkness over
rooftops, clouds and volcanoes.

Sleep, sleep cat of the night,

with episcopal ceremony

and your stone-carved moustache.
Take care of all our dreams;
control the obscurity

of our slumbering prowess

with your relentless heart

and the great ruff of your tail.

Translated by Alastair Reid
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16. Chant To Bolivar

Our Father thou art in Heaven,

in water, in air

in all our silent and broad latitude

everything bears your name, Father in our dwelling:
your name raises sweetness in sugar cane
Bolivar tin has a Bolivar gleam

the Bolivar bird flies over the Bolivar volcano
the potato, the saltpeter, the special shadows,
the brooks, the phosphorous stone veins
everything comes from your extinguished life
your legacy was rivers, plains, bell towers

your legacy is our daily bread, oh Father.
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Clenched Soul

We have lost even this twilight.
No one saw us this evening hand in hand
while the blue night dropped on the world.

[ have seen from my window
the fiesta of sunset in the distant mountain tops.

Sometimes a piece of sun
burned like a coin in my hand.

I remembered you with my soul clenched
in that sadness of mine that you know.

Where were you then?

Who else was there?

Saying what?

Why will the whole of love come on me suddenly
when I am sad and feel you are far away?

The book fell that always closed at twilight
and my blue sweater rolled like a hurt dog at my feet.

Always, always you recede through the evenings
toward the twilight erasing statues.
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Death Alone

There are lone cemeteries,

tombs full of soundless bones,

the heart threading a tunnel,

a dark, dark tunnel :

like a wreck we die to the very core,
as if drowning at the heart

or collapsing inwards from skin to soul.

There are corpses,

clammy slabs for feet,

there is death in the bones,

like a pure sound,

a bark without its dog,

out of certain bells, certain tombs

swelling in this humidity like lament or rain.

I see, when alone at times,

coffins under sail

setting out with the pale dead, women in their dead braids,
bakers as white as angels,

thoughtful girls married to notaries,

coffins ascending the vertical river of the dead,

the wine-dark river to its source,

with their sails swollen with the sound of death,

filled with the silent noise of death.
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Death is drawn to sound

like a slipper without a foot, a suit without its wearer,
comes to knock with a ring, stoneless and fingerless,
comes to shout without a mouth, a tongue, without a throat.
Nevertheless its footsteps sound

and its clothes echo, hushed like a tree.

[ do not know, I am ignorant, I hardly see

but it seems to me that its song has the colour of wet violets,
violets well used to the earth,

since the face of death is green,

and the gaze of death green

with the etched moisture of a violet’s leaf

and its grave colour of exasperated winter.

But death goes about the earth also, riding a broom
lapping the ground in search of the dead -

death is in the broom,

it is the tongue of death looking for the dead,

the needle of death looking for the thread.

Death lies in our beds :

in the lazy mattresses, the black blankets,

lives a full stretch and then suddenly blows,
blows sound unknown filling out the sheets
and there are beds sailing into a harbour
where death is waiting, dressed as an admiral.
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Drunk As Drunk

Drunk as drunk on turpentine

From your open kisses,

Your wet body wedged

Between my wet body and the strake

Of our boat that is made of flowers,
Feasted, we guide it - our fingers

Like tallows adorned with yellow metal -
Over the sky’s hot rim,

The day’s last breath in our sails.

Pinned by the sun between solstice

And equinox, drowsy and tangled together
We drifted for months and woke

With the bitter taste of land on our lips,
Eyelids all sticky, and we longed for lime
And the sound of a rope

Lowering a bucket down its well. Then,
We came by night to the Fortunate Isles,
And lay like fish

Under the net of our kisses.

Translated from the Spanish by Christopher Logue
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Enigma With Flower

Victory. It has come late, | had not learnt
how to arrive, like the lily, at will,

the white figure, that pierces

the motionless eternity of earth,

pushing at clear, faint, form,

till the hour strikes: that clay,

with a white ray, or a spur of milk.
Shedding of clothing, the thick darkness of soil,
on whose cliff the fair flower advances,
till the flag of its whiteness

defeats the contemptible deep of night,
and, from the motion of light,

spills itself in astonished seed.
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Enigmas

You've asked me what the lobster is weaving there with
his golden feet?

[ reply, the ocean knows this.

You say, what is the ascidia waiting for in its transparent
bell? What is it waiting for?

[ tell you it is waiting for time, like you.

You ask me whom the Macrocystis alga hugs in its arms?

Study, study it, at a certain hour, in a certain sea I know.

You question me about the wicked tusk of the narwhal,
and I reply by describing

how the sea unicorn with the harpoon in it dies.

You enquire about the kingfisher’s feathers,

which tremble in the pure springs of the southern tides?

Or you've found in the cards a new question touching on
the crystal architecture

of the sea anemone, and you’ll deal that to me now?

You want to understand the electric nature of the ocean
spines?

The armored stalactite that breaks as it walks?

The hook of the angler fish, the music stretched out

in the deep places like a thread in the water?

[ want to tell you the ocean knows this, that life in its
jewel boxes

is endless as the sand, impossible to count, pure,

and among the blood-colored grapes time has made the
petal
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hard and shiny, made the jellyfish full of light
and untied its knot, letting its musical threads fall
from a horn of plenty made of infinite mother-of-pearl.

[ am nothing but the empty net which has gone on ahead
of human eyes, dead in those darknesses,

of fingers accustomed to the triangle, longitudes

on the timid globe of an orange.

I walked around as you do, investigating

the endless star,
and in my net, during the night, I woke up naked,
the only thing caught, a fish trapped inside the wind.

Translated by Robert Bly
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Entrance Of The Rivers

Beloved of the rivers,beset

By azure water and transparent drops,
Like a tree of veins your spectre

Of dark goddess biting apples:

And then awakening naked

To be tattoed by the rivers,

And in the wet heights your head
Filled the world with new dew.

Water rose to your waist,

You are made of wellsprings

And lakes shone on your forehead.
From your sources of density you drew
Water like vital tears

And hauled the riverbeds to the sand
Across the planetary night,

Crossing rough, dilated stone,
Breaking down on the way

All the salt of geology,

Cutting through forests of compact walls
Dislodging the muscles of quartz.

SEoo

76



22, $8 HoWwegoReD

()
Q Q

550 (HEST!

OB eseen, FESGE A3 DothrHos® wsboHad
E&Tegre HHgoer, A Trestoro e,

DS D ScoBHEs) HES Bsses,

Sifore &HS oD

B8 HEtey FELODHE T

88 Bporod® & 38

8 Pr0HE® [HHomed) Dos)H0d.

fb%ﬁ; 9 S0 8% STy,

& o808 S°26&53Q 2O, éé‘éa(\)@ﬁs
Bohad [H5P8RTND D).

S Sared) FrolBs Hod OH dBD
LoogpgRosd £ e(DHeorr BhTD.
36 @& Frrrd) s8R ITND),
(o @es wgorr

K8 8BS Boody wred

TBE® QBN LHTHD

?5?56@@@@ 0358 Ingo!

oidHo {’Jé&és feod oo,
s%§ oo Sor& ot

RS

77



Fable Of The Mermaid
and The Drunks

All those men were there inside,

when she came in totally naked.

They had been drinking: they began to spit.
Newly come from the river, she knew nothing.
She was a mermaid who had lost her way.

The insults flowed down her gleaming flesh.
Obscenities drowned her golden breasts.

Not knowing tears, she did not weep tears.
Not knowing clothes, she did not have clothes.
They blackened her with burnt corks and cigarette stubs,
and rolled around laughing on the tavern floor.
She did not speak because she had no speech.
Her eyes were the colour of distant love,

her twin arms were made of white topaz.

Her lips moved, silent, in a coral light,

and suddenly she went out by that door.
Entering the river she was cleaned,

shining like a white stone in the rain,

and without looking back she swam again

swam towards emptiness, swam towards death.
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Finale

Matilde, years or days

sleeping, feverish,

here or there,

gazing off,

twisting my spine,

bleeding true blood,

perhaps | awaken

or am lost, sleeping:

hospital beds, foreign windows,
white uniforms of the silent walkers,
the clumsiness of feet.

And then, these journeys
and my sea of renewal:
your head on the pillow,
your hands floating

in the light, in my light,
over my earth.

It was beautiful to live
when you lived!

The world is bluer and of the earth
at night, when I sleep

enormous, within your small hands
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Fleas Interest Me So Much

Fleas interest me so much

that I let them bite me for hours.

They are perfect, ancient, SanskKrit,
machines that admit of no appeal.

They do not bite to eat,

they bite only to jump;

they are the dancers of the celestial sphere,
delicate acrobats

in the softest and most profound circus;

let them gallop on my skin,

divulge their emotions,

amuse themselves with my blood,

but someone should introduce them to me.
I want to know them closely,

[ want to know what to rely on.
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From - Twenty Poems Of Love

[ can write the saddest lines tonight.

Write for example: ‘The night is fractured
and they shiver, blue, those stars, in the distance’

The night wind turns in the sky and sings.
[ can write the saddest lines tonight.

I loved her, sometimes she loved me too.

On nights like these I held her in my arms.
[ kissed her greatly under the infinite sky.

She loved me, sometimes I loved her too.
How could I not have loved her huge, still eyes.

[ can write the saddest lines tonight.
To think I don’t have her, to feel I have lost her.

Hear the vast night, vaster without her.
Lines fall on the soul like dew on the grass.

What does it matter that I couldn’t keep her.
The night is fractured and she is not with me.

That is all. Someone sings far off. Far off,
my soul is not content to have lost her.

As though to reach her, my sight looks for her.
My heart looks for her: she is not with me
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The same night whitens, in the same branches.
We, from that time, we are not the same.

[ don’t love her, that’s certain, but how I loved her.
My voice tried to find the breeze to reach her.

Another’s kisses on her, like my kisses.
Her voice, her bright body, infinite eyes.

[ don’t love her, that’s certain, but perhaps I love her.
Love is brief: forgetting lasts so long.

Since, on these nights, I held her in my arms,
my soul is not content to have lost her.

Though this is the last pain she will make me suffer,
and these are the last lines I will write for her.
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From The Book Of Questions

Tell me, is the rose naked
or is that her only dress?

Why do trees conceal

the splendor of their roots?

Who hears the regrets
of the thieving automobile?

[s there anything in the world sadder

than a train standing in the rain?
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Gautama Christ

The names of God and especially those of
His representative

Who is called Jesus or Christ according to holy books
and someone’s mouth

These names have been used, worn out and left

On the shores of rivers of of human lives

Like the empty shells of a mollusk.

However when we touch these sacred but exhausted

Names, these wounded scattered petals

Which have come out of the oceans of love and fear

Something still remains, a sip of water,

A rainbow footprint that still shimmers in the light.

While the names of God were used

By the best and the worst, by the clean and the dirty

By the white and the black, by bloody murderers

And by victims flaming gold with napalm

While Nixon with his hands

Of Cain blessed those whom he condemned to death,

While fewer and fewer divine footprints were found on
the beach

People began to study colors,

The future of honey, the sign of uranium

They looked with anxiety and hope for the possibilities

Of killing themselves or not killing themselves, of
organizing themselves into a fabric

Of going further on, of breaking through limits
without stopping
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What we came across in these blood thirsty times
With their smoke of burning trash, their dead ashes
As we weren’t able to stop looking
We often stopped to look at the names of God
We lifted them with tenderness because they
reminded us
Of our ancestors, of the first people,
those who said the prayers
Those who discovered the hymn that united
them in misfortune
And now seeing the empty fragments
which sheltered those
ancient people
We feel those smooth substances,
Worn out and used up by good and by evil.
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Gentleman Alone

The young maricones and the horny muchachas,

The big fat widows delirious from insomnia,

The young wives thirty hours’ pregnant,

And the hoarse tomcats that cross my garden at night,

Like a collar of palpitating sexual oysters

Surround my solitary home,

Enemies of my soul,

Conspirators in pajamas

Who exchange deep kisses for passwords.

Radiant summer brings out the lovers

In melancholy regiments,

Fat and thin and happy and sad couples;

Under the elegant coconut palms, near the ocean and moon,

There is a continual life of pants and panties,

A hum from the fondling of silk stockings,

And women'’s breasts that glisten like eyes.

The salary man, after a while,

After the week’s tedium, and the novels read in bed at night,

Has decisively fucked his neighbor,

And now takes her to the miserable movies,

Where the heroes are horses or passionate princes,

And he caresses her legs covered with sweet down

With his ardent and sweaty palms that smell like cigarettes.

The night of the hunter and the night of the husband

Come together like bed sheets and bury me,

And the hours after lunch, when the students and priests
are masturbating,
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And the animals mount each other openly,
And the bees smell of blood, and the
flies buzz cholerically,
And cousins play strange games with cousins,
And doctors glower at the husband of the young patient,
And the early morning in which the professor,
without a thought,
Pays his conjugal debt and eats breakfast,
And to top it all off, the adulterers, who love
each other truly
On beds big and tall as ships:
So, eternally,
This twisted and breathing forest crushes me
With gigantic flowers like mouth and teeth
And black roots like fingernails and shoes.

Translated by Mike Topp
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Here I Love You

Here I love you.

In the dark pines the wind disentangles itself.

The moon glows like phosphorous on the vagrant wa-
ters.

Days, all one kind, go chasing each other.

The snow unfurls in dancing figures.
A silver gull slips down from the west.
Sometimes a sail. High, high stars.
Oh the black cross of a ship.

Alone.

Sometimes I get up early and even my soul is wet.
Far away the sea sounds and resounds.
This is a port.

Here I love you.

Here I love you and the horizon hides you in vain.
[ love you still among these cold things.
Sometimes my kisses go on those heavy vessels
that cross the sea towards no arrival.

I see myself forgotten like those old anchors.
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The piers sadden when the afternoon moors there.
My life grows tired, hungry to no purpose.

I love what I do not have. You are so far.

My loathing wrestles with the slow twilights.

But night comes and starts to sing to me.

The moon turns its clockwork dream.
The biggest stars look at me with your eyes.

And as [ love you, the pines in the wind
want to sing your name with their leaves of wire.
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I Crave Your Mouth, Your Voice,
Your Hair

[ crave your mouth, your voice, your hair.

Silent and starving, | prowl through the streets.

Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts me, all day
[ hunt for the liquid measure of your steps.

[ hunger for your sleek laugh,

your hands the color of a savage harvest,
hunger for the pale stones of your fingernails,
[ want to eat your skin like a whole almond.

I want to eat the sunbeam flaring in your lovely body,
the sovereign nose of your arrogant face,

[ want to eat the fleeting shade of your lashes,

and I pace around hungry, sniffing the twilight,
hunting for you, for your hot heart,

like a puma in the barrens of Quitratue.

Translated by Stephen Tapscott
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I Do Not Love You Except
Because I Love You

I do not love you except because I love you;
I go from loving to not loving you,
From waiting to not waiting for you

My heart moves from cold to fire.

[ love you only because it’s you the one I love;

[ hate you deeply, and hating you

Bend to you, and the measure of my changing love for you
Is that [ do not see you but love you blindly.

Maybe January light will consume
My heart with its cruel
Ray, stealing my key to true calm.

In this part of the story [ am the one who

Dies, the only one, and I will die of love because I love you,

Because I love you, Love, in fire and blood.
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I’'M Explaining A Few Things

You are going to ask: and where are the lilacs?
and the poppy-petalled metaphysics?

and the rain repeatedly spattering

its words and drilling them full

of apertures and birds?

I'll tell you all the news.

I lived in a suburb,
a suburb of Madrid, with bells,
and clocks, and trees.

From there you could look out

over Castille’s dry face:

a leather ocean.

My house was called

the house of flowers, because in every cranny
geraniums burst: it was

a good-looking house

with its dogs and children.

Remember, Raul?

Eh, Rafel? Federico, do you remember

from under the ground

my balconies on which

the light of June drowned flowers in your mouth?
Brother, my brother!

Everything

loud with big voices, the salt of merchandises,
pile-ups of palpitating bread,

the stalls of my suburb of Arguelles with its statue
like a drained inkwell in a swirl of hake:
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oil flowed into spoons,

a deep baying

of feet and hands swelled in the streets,

metres, litres, the sharp

measure of life,

stacked-up fish,

the texture of roofs with a cold sun in which

the weather vane falters,

the fine, frenzied ivory of potatoes,

64 www.PoemHunter.com - The World’s Poetry Archive
wave on wave of tomatoes rolling down the sea.

And one morning all that was burning,

one morning the bonfires

leapt out of the earth

devouring human beings —

and from then on fire,

gunpowder from then on,

and from then on blood.

Bandits with planes and Moors,

bandits with finger-rings and duchesses,
bandits with black friars spattering blessings
came through the sky to kill children

and the blood of children ran through the streets
without fuss, like children’s blood.

Jackals that the jackals would despise,
stones that the dry thistle would bite on and spit out,
vipers that the vipers would abominate!

Face to face with you I have seen the blood
of Spain tower like a tide
to drown you in one wave
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of pride and knives!

Treacherous

generals:

see my dead house,

look at broken Spain :

from every house burning metal flows
instead of flowers,

from every socket of Spain

Spain emerges

and from every dead child a rifle with eyes,
and from every crime bullets are born
which will one day find

the bull’s eye of your hearts.

And you’ll ask: why doesn'’t his poetry
speak of dreams and leaves
and the great volcanoes of his native land?

Come and see the blood in the streets.
Come and see

The blood in the streets.

Come and see the blood

In the streets!

s
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I Like You Calm,
As If You Were Absent

[ like you calm, as if you were absent,

and you hear me far-off, and my voice does not touch you.
It seems that your eyelids have taken to flying:

it seems that a kiss has sealed up your mouth.

Since all these things are filled with my spirit,

you come from things, filled with my spirit.

You appear as my soul, as the butterfly’s dreaming,
and you appear as Sadness’s word.

[ like you calm, as if you were distant,

you are a moaning, a butterfly’s cooing.

You hear me far-off, my voice does not reach you.

Let me be calmed, then, calmed by your silence.

Let me commune, then, commune with your silence,
clear as a light, and pure as a ring.

You are like night, calmed, constellated.

Your silence is star-like, as distant, as true.

[ like you calm, as if you were absent:

distant and saddened, as if you were dead.

One word at that moment, a smile, is sufficient.

And I thrill, then, I thrill: that it cannot be so.
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I Remember You As You Were

I remember you as you were in the last autumn.
You were the grey beret and the still heart.

In your eyes the flames of the twilight fought on.
And the leaves fell in the water of your soul.

Clasping my arms like a climbing plant

the leaves garnered your voice, that was slow and at peace.
Bonfire of awe in which my thirst was burning.

Sweet blue hyacinth twisted over my soul.

[ feel your eyes traveling, and the autumn is far off:
Grey beret, voice of a bird, heart like a house
Towards which my deep longings migrated

And my kisses fell, happy as embers.

Sky from a ship. Field from the hills:
Your memory is made of light, of smoke, of a still pond!

Beyond your eyes, farther on, the evenings were blazing.
Dry autumn leaves revolved in your soul.
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If You Forget Me

I want you to know
one thing.

You know how this is:

if I look

at the crystal moon, at the red branch
of the slow autumn at my window,

if I touch

near the fire

the impalpable ash

or the wrinkled body of the log,
everything carries me to you,

as if everything that exists,

aromas, light, metals,

were little boats

that sail

toward those isles of yours that wait for me.

Well, now,
if little by little you stop loving me
[ shall stop loving you little by little.

If suddenly

you forget me

do not look for me,

for I shall already have forgotten you.
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If you think it long and mad,
the wind of banners

that passes through my life,
and you decide

to leave me at the shore

of the heart where I have roots,
remember

that on that day,

at that hour,

[ shall lift my arms

and my roots will set off

to seek another land.

But

if each day,

each hour,

you feel that you are destined for me

with implacable sweetness,

if each day a flower

climbs up to your lips to seek me,

ah my love, ah my own,

in me all that fire is repeated,

in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,
my love feeds on your love, beloved,

and as long as you live it will be in your arms
without leaving mine.
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In My Sky At Twilight

In my sky at twilight you are like a cloud
and your form and colour are the way I love them.
You are mine, mine, woman with sweet lips

and in your life my infinite dreams live.

The lamp of my soul dyes your feet,
the sour wine is sweeter on your lips,
oh reaper of my evening song,

how solitary dreams believe you to be mine!

You are mine, mine, I go shouting it to the afternoon’s
wind, and the wind hauls on my widowed voice.
Huntress of the depth of my eyes, your plunder

stills your nocturnal regard as though it were water.

You are taken in the net of my music, my love,
and my nets of music are wide as the sky.
My soul is born on the shore of your eyes of mourning.

In your eyes of mourning the land of dreams begin.
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In You The Earth

Little

rose,

roselet,

at times,

tiny and naked,

it seems

as though you would fit

in one of my hands,

as though I'll clasp you like this
and carry you to my mouth,
but

suddenly

my feet touch your feet and my mouth your lips:

you have grown,
your shoulders rise like two hills,
your breasts wander over my breast,

my arm scarcely manages to encircle the thin

new-moon line of your waist:

in love you loosened yourself like sea water:

I can scarcely measure the sky’s most spacious eyes

and [ lean down to your mouth to kiss the earth.
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I’s Good To Feel You Are
Close To Me

It’s good to feel you are close to me in the night, love,
invisible in your sleep, intently nocturnal,

while I untangle my worries

as if they were twisted nets.

Withdrawn, your heart sails through dream,

but your body, relinquished so, breathes

seeking me without seeing me perfecting my dream
like a plant that seeds itself in the dark.

Rising, you will be that other, alive in the dawn,
but from the frontiers lost in the night,
from the presence and the absence where

we meet ourselves,

something remains, drawing us into the light of life

as if the sign of the shadows had sealed
its secret creatures with flame.

S

124



39. HF) T HYL VHEHEO
D088 BT 0008

() ()
Q Q

@ Y v alate 058580 dos® IHP &H)B.
& Bt sedTry), mgore o@D D).

3% T @bt ESeR DEERTNSHPO,

9 Joo VEHLNT &),

SeSohadme, O Kre)éot’oo Qo oG HAHIR.
=9, § $850, 626?3?’00{’3?6&;9’, IR0

TEE0 B, Sy SrEdones, 235
HBPG0 B, HEBSt DT &§ Sog)ee!

57 —o

IS, D HHEEBI, $ogrdncHos® €00,
oo® 5893503326 é@(ﬁtﬁgoé’s
3050 BenoB) &0é, éé@oé @3@0@5.

508 ihenod, 38 #SDH FenHStE HBHEH08.
D6 Dk $lgs Bsighide
wog@@s 00 S0E.

S0

125



La Reina (And Translation)

The Queen

I have named you queen.

There are taller than you, taller.
There are purer than you, purer.
There are lovelier than you, lovelier.
But you are the queen.

When you go through the streets

No one recognizes you.

No one sees your crystal crown, no one looks
At the carpet of red gold

That you tread as you pass,

The nonexistent carpet.

And when you appear

All the rivers sound

In my body, bells

Shake the sky,

And a hymn fills the world.

Only you and I,

Only you and I, my love,
Listen to me.
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Leaning Into The Afternoons

Leaning into the afternoons I cast my sad nets
towards your oceanic eyes.

There in the highest blaze my solitude lengthens and flames,
its arms turning like a drowning man’s.

[ send out red signals across your absent eyes
that smell like the sea or the beach by a lighthouse.

You keep only darkness, my distant female,
from your regard sometimes the coast of dread
emerges.

Leaning into the afternoons I fling my sad nets
to that sea that is thrashed by your oceanic eyes.

The birds of night peck at the first stars
that flash like my soul when I love you.

The night gallops on its shadowy mare
shedding blue tassels over the land.
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Leave Me A Place Underground

Leave me a place underground, a labyrinth,
where [ can go, when [ wish to turn,
without eyes, without touch,

in the void, to dumb stone,

or the finger of shadow.

[ know that you cannot, no one, no thing
can deliver up that place, or that path,

but what can I do with my pitiful passions,
if they are no use, on the surface

of everyday life,

if I cannot look to survive,

except by dying, going beyond, entering
into the state, metallic and slumbering,

of primeval flame?
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Lost In The Forest

Lost in the forest, I broke off a dark twig
and lifted its whisper to my thirsty lips:
maybe it was the voice of the rain crying,
a cracked bell, or a torn heart.

Something from far off it seemed

deep and secret to me, hidden by the earth,
a shout muffled by huge autumns,

by the moist half-open darkness of the leaves.

Wakening from the dreaming forest there, the hazel-sprig
sang under my tongue, its drifting fragrance
climbed up through my conscious mind

as if suddenly the roots [ had left behind
cried out to me, the land I had lost with my childhood—

and I stopped, wounded by the wandering scent.
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Love

What’s wrong with you, with us,

what'’s happening to us?

Ah our love is a harsh cord

that binds us wounding us

and if we want

to leave our wound,

to separate,

it makes a new knot for us and condemns us
to drain our blood and burn together.

What's wrong with you? I look at you

and [ find nothing in you but two eyes

like all eyes, a mouth

lost among a thousand mouths that I have kissed, more
beautiful,

a body just like those that have slipped

beneath my body without leaving any memory.

And how empty you went through the world
like a wheat-colored jar

without air, without sound, without substance!
[ vainly sought in you

depth for my arms

that dig, without cease, beneath the earth:
beneath your skin, beneath your eyes,
nothing,

beneath your double breast scarcely

raised

a current of crystalline order

that does not know why it flows singing.
Why, why, why,

my love, why?
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Love, We’Re Going Home Now

Love, we're going home now,
Where the vines clamber over the trellis:
Even before you, the summer will arrive,

On its honeysuckle feet, in your bedroom.

Our nomadic kisses wandered over all the world:
Armenia, dollop of disinterred honey:

Ceylon, green dove: and the YangTse with its old
Old patience, dividing the day from the night.

And now, dearest, we return, across the crackling sea
Like two blind birds to their wall,

To their nest in a distant spring:
Because love cannot always fly without resting,

Our lives return to the wall, to the rocks of the sea:

Our kisses head back home where they belong.
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Lovely One

Lovely one,

Just as on the cool stone

Of the spring, the water
Opens a wide flash of foam,
So is the smile of your face,
Lovely one.

Lovely one,

With delicate hands and slender feet
Like a silver pony,

Walking, flower of the world,

Thus I see you,

Lovely one.

Lovely one,

With a nest of copper entangled
On your head, a nest

The coloUr of dark honey
Where my heart burns and rests,
Lovely one.

Lovely one,
Your eyes are too big for your face,
Your eyes are too big for the earth.

There are countries, there are rivers,

In your eyes,
My country is your eyes,
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[ walk through them,
They light the world
Through which I walk,
Lovely one.

Lovely one,

Your breasts are like two loaves made
Of grainy earth and golden moon,
Lovely one.

Lovely one,

Your waist,

My arm shaped it like a river when

It flowed a thousand years through your sweet body,
Lovely one.

Lovely one,

There is nothing like your hips,

Perhaps earth has

In some hidden place

The curve and the fragrance of your body,
Perhaps in some place,

Lovely one.

Lovely one, my lovely one,

Your voice, your skin, your nails,
Lovely one, my lovely one,

Your being, your light, your shadow,
Lovely one,

All that is mine, lovely one,
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All that is mine, my dear,
When you walk or rest,
When you sing or sleep,
When you suffer or dream,
Always,

When you are near or far,
Always,

You are mine, my lovely one,
Always.
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Luminous Mind, Bright Devil

Luminous mind, bright devil
of absolute clusterings, of upright noon—:
here we are at last, alone, without loneliness,

far from the savage city’s delirium.

Just as a pure line describes the dove’s curve,
as the fire honors and nourishes peace,
so you and I made this heavenly outcome.

The mind and love live naked in this house.

Furious dreams, rivers of bitter certainty,
decisions harder than the dreams of a hammer
flowed into the lovers’ double cup,

until those twins were lifted into balance
on the scale: the mind and love, like two wings.

—So this transparency was built.
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Lxxxiv From: Cien Sonetos De Amor

One time more, my love, the net of light extinguishes
work, wheels, flames, boredoms and farewells,

and we surrender the swaying wheat to night,

the wheat that noon stole from earth and light.

The moon alone in the midst of its clear page
sustains the pillars of Heaven’s Bay,

the room acquires the slowness of gold,

and your hands go here and there preparing night.

O love, O night. O cupola ringed by a river
of impenetrable water in the shadows of Heaven,
that raises and drowns its tempestuous orbs,

until we are only the one dark space

a glass into which fall celestial ashes,
one drop in the flow of a vast slow river
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Magellanic Penguin

Neither clown nor child nor black
nor white but verticle

and a questioning innocence
dressed in night and snow:

The mother smiles at the sailor,
the fisherman at the astronaunt,
but the child child does not smile
when he looks at the bird child,
and from the disorderly ocean
the immaculate passenger
emerges in snowy mourning.

[ was without doubt the child bird
there in the cold archipelagoes
when it looked at me with its eyes,
with its ancient ocean eyes:

it had neither arms nor wings

but hard little oars

on its sides:

it was as old as the salt;

the age of moving water,

and it looked at me from its age:
since then [ know I do not exist;

[ am a worm in the sand.
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the reasons for my respect
remained in the sand:

the religious bird

did not need to fly,

did not need to sing,

and through its form was visible
its wild soul bled salt:

as if a vein from the bitter sea
had been broken.

Penguin, static traveler,
deliberate priest of the cold,

[ salute your vertical salt
and envy your plumed pride.
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Poetry

And it was at that age ... Poetry arrived
in search of me. I don’t know, I don’t know where
it came from, from winter or a river.

[ don’t know how or when,

no they were not voices, they were not
words, nor silence,

but from a street I was summoned,
from the branches of night,

abruptly from the others,

among violent fires

or returning alone,

there [ was without a face

and it touched me.

[ did not know what to say, my mouth
had no way

with names,

my eyes were blind,

and something started in my soul,
fever or forgotten wings,

and I made my own way,
deciphering

that fire,

and [ wrote the first faint line,
faint, without substance, pure

nonsense,
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pure wisdom

of someone who knows nothing,
and suddenly I saw

the heavens

unfastened

and open,

planets,

palpitating plantations,

shadow perforated,

riddled

with arrows, fire and flowers,
the winding night, the universe.

And I, infinitesimal being,

drunk with the great starry

void,

likeness, image of

mystery,

felt myself a pure part

of the abyss,

I wheeled with the stars,

my heart broke loose on the wind.
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD
M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

Poetry (Telugu)

1
2
3
4.
5.
6
7
8
9.
1

0.

Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)

Oka Sarassu — Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
Marana Saasanam

Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram

Kuyyo — Morro Satakam

Bhairava Satakam

Poetry (English)

11.
12.
13.
14.

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22.
23.

21

Shades

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,
The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem
Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...

Walking with My Moon
Reflections

156



lll. Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)

31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

IV Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

V Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part I
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part lll
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part V
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
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59.
60.
61.
62.
63.
64.
65.
66.
67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
77.
78.
79.
80.
81.
82.
83.
84.
85.
86.
87.
88.
89.
90.
. Mexican Poetry
92.
93.
94.
95.

o1

Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)

Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

Christu Adbhuta Geethalu

The Path of Christ

Silappadikaram

Manimekhala

Sangam Poetry

Conference of Birds (Attar)

Masnavi - Part 1

Masnavi - Part 2

Masnavi - Part 3

Masnavi - Part 4

Masnavi - Part 5

Masnavi - Part 6

Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)

Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
Prema Kurisina Velalo... (Master Poems in English-3)
Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
Endaa — Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

Pablo Neruda Poetry

Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)

96.
97.

Bhagavatam (Potana)
Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
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98.

99.

100.
101.
102.
103.
104.
105.
106.
107.
108.
109.

Modern Bhagavadgita

Samparayam (Suprasanna)

The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)
The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

New ones- to be released

110.
111.
112.
113.
114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)

Inanna (The queen of Earth and Heavens)

Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)

Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)

Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)

The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)

The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad and many more...
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