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From

Kokila Praveshimche Kalam (1986)

On 28th March 1986, when I launched my first poetry
collection, Nirvikalpa Sangitam (Music Without Shadows),
was a twenty-four-year-old clerk in Rajahmundry, possessed
by a ‘haunting homesickness’ for the tribal forests of my
childhood. Today, four decades later, I stand at a different
threshold; having retired in 2022 after thirty-five years of
service in the tribal heartlands of Andhra Pradesh and
Telangana, that homesickness has finally ripened into a
profound presence.

My journey has been defined by the dialectics of action and
silence. After the 2004 release of my epic, Punaryanam-a work
that smoldered in my heart for over a decade- I fell into a five-
year silence. Living in Hyderabad and adjusting to the routine,
I finally found the leisure to observe the ‘unforced’ arrival of
mornings and evenings, smelling the earthly scent of the neem
trees of the Deccan and suddenly recollecting the fragrance of
my prenatal days in the Eastern Ghats.

This period of quiet observation led to a stylistic
transformation. The ‘torrential’ density of my earlier work has
given way to a simpler, more pristine line- the result of a deep
immersion in the T'ang-era Chinese masters and the spirit of
Jalaluddin Rumi. I realized that the greatest challenge for a
poet is not to scale the mountain, but to step aside and let the
mountain be seen.
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448 This volume of 41 poems is the
ﬁ“&,“ 2+ harvest of that realization. Itisa
e /A ‘new edition’ of a life already lived.
| Theimagery of the ‘Persian artisan’
+ and the ‘village tailor’ recurs here,
"4 butwithanew insight: the poet is
no longer the weaver, but the
witness. The geography remains
rooted in the wood-apple forests
and myrobalan groves of the hills,
yet the lens is now one of ‘temple-
stillness.’

FEH D5DB

The emotional core of this collection was forged in 2005, when
I'lost both my parents. Though they departed- my father
taking the ‘path of blooming mangoes’ and my mother the
‘way of flowering neem’- they continue to bless me through
the cycle of seasons. In these verses, the Koel acts as the
‘World’s Midwife,’ its song a surgical strike that reminds us, as
Neruda once reminded Chile, that ‘an ocean still exists’
beneath the city’s wheels.

I have spent my life moving between the ‘drudgery of routine’
and the ‘mists and sunshine’ over the mountains and forests,
seeing life upturned by globalization and the ‘litany of ash’ in
corridors of power. Now, the torrent has become a clear
stream. These poems are my ‘cup of honey,’ gathered from
rose-hued dawns and deep midnights to be offered as a ‘green
awning - a gift of raw, green scent from the soil of
Sarabhavaram, my birth place- rolled up for you. The season
of the Koel has returned. The window is open. And the song,
at last, 1s unforced.
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Ismail, the Poet!

Ancient Chinese scroll:
lemon-yellow, pale green,
a thicket of bamboo.

Mango blossoms spread

where the horses of winter once galloped.
A flight of cranes garlands the twilight;
the sacred silence of a full pitcher.

The ocean waves surge without end.
But he sits at a small teapoy,
watching the tea’s secret, soft veil

as he savors its warmth.

And we, in the thick of our great struggles,
gather our patience and lift our eyes
to where he gazes.

What is there?
A sparrow. A flower. A haiku.

13
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An Afternoon in Agra

In the late autumn sun,

an afternoon in Agra.

A chill hangs in the air

like the tartness of ripening fruit.

This ancient dream, the Taj Mahal,
still looks as fresh as yesterday.

Upon the marble domes,

the afternoon light gleams white.
Before the monument, prostrate,
anew generation of admirers.

A flower on the lawn before me,
a bee amid its pollen.

The flower for the bee,
the bee for the flower.
As I watch them meet-
what a delightful sight!

Streams of people, cameras in hand,
still swarm around the building.

But this afternoon, before me:
a flower that fades by evening, yet invincible.

And there, a bee
even more passionate than Shah Jahan.
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Mahabalipuram

Against the backdrop of restless waves
someone built a poem and left.

An architecture of stone

where words are placed upon words-
feelings carved in the language of hands.

Every evening

so many come and go.

The poem roars aloud,

but who can grasp its meaning?

On the beach, a few shells,

horses for hire, swimmers,

and lovers immersed in each other.

On the shore, the poet who turned to stone-
and his poem that melts and flows.

I, too, visited that place

one evening.

The fragrance of that poem

will not fade for the rest of my life.
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Golconda?

No one can dwell within words that are flawless.
As words mature, they calcify into spheres of stone,
entwining one with another.

When a poem blossoms into its absolute meaning,
the inhabitants slowly drift away.

Only symbols and birds remain, clinging to words
that endure as monuments and domes.

When I sought to begin my life anew,

I'leaned upon a broken word to gather my scattered self.
On a ground where only scholars now tread,

I watched the creeping grass erase a detached silence-

a stillness where not even the dust is disturbed.

Around aghazal of Amir K husro®

a spider weaves its web.
Though men may abandon this place,
the twilight glow forsakes none.

A roar echoes around words thought to be dead and
deserted,;

we hear that resonance only when we forget

the meanings we once knew.

A sudden drizzle washed the afternoon sun,
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spreading shadows of moisture over square-cut words.
Asif burying the companions they left behind,
they enshrined their words here.

Every word that returns to the earth
shall rise again, beginning a new meaning.
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Hirabai Barodekar*

Your window stalled the summer heat outside;
a canopy of green draped across your sky.

In the heart of flowers, the first honey gathers,
while your dreams whisper, holding
the wakeful world at bay.

After so many nights, she has come to you.
Her earrings stir with a soft, melodic mischief-
like heavy stalks of grain swaying

in the intoxication of a misty night.

Whatever it was you wished to say,
the breezes have already whispered it away.

Amidst the forest consumed by wildfire,

you glimpsed a ripple of blue.

For this scorched and burning world,

you found arain of nectar- the Amrutavarshini’.

Now, at last, you can say:

the joy of one’s life

is found within the happiness of
another.
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Sarod and Sunshine

Morning sunlight touches the table;
strains of a Sarod drift from the player.

A pond where lotuses slowly unfold,
a garden where hibiscus bloom.

The dawn 1s a golden swan,

the raga, a morning breeze.

As the turbulence of the world subsides,
a serene lake spreads around me.
Mirrors shimmer upon my tiny wings;
the room 1s steeped in the bliss of pollen.

No burning heat, no lingering regret.

From the moment those fingers struck the strings,
the Anahata’- the unstruck sound- awoke,

rising again and again in endless resonance.

I know not where I have journeyed;
my heart has become a boat.

I know not whom I have met;

yet, the communion is complete.

25
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The Winged Mountains

Whenever I look at those ancient peaks,
first comes a trance, and then an ache.

A poem yet to be born begins to haunt me
like a secret, glimmering gem.

Watching the mountains, I feel I have failed
to reach the country where I belong.

The lukewarm breeze of a Magha evening
leaves a sharp cut upon my heart.

Peaks to scale, currents to cross,
primeval signs I must decipher-
the visible world leans against me
with a weight I cannot endure.

I think it was so for the ancient Chinese man:
he stood for ages, gazing at the great ranges
that pierced the very sky.

He could not climb, could not cross,

yet could not turn away to live his life.

Mist covers the hills like an ocean;

boulders sing in a forgotten tongue.

The mountains would not bow to him,

nor could his hands reach out to grasp them.
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But the moment he dipped his brush in ink,
the mountains spread their wings

and flew down to settle

at his very door.

29
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The Moment of Waking

When you wake, you are suddenly, fully awake;
your heartbeat finds its steady pulse.

No traces of dreams remain,

The bleeding from memory’s old wounds has ceased,
and new thoughts have yet to bud upon the stem.

Rise the very moment you wake.

Sleep may seem gone, but it lurks nearby,

ready to cast its net once more

Dreams may appear scattered,

Yet they still weep their milk, dampening your pillow.

Awakening is a gathering of the self.

All your limbs, once tumbled and astray,
Seem to pull together into one single breath-
before they dissolve and flow away.

Grasp that fleeting second with both hands.

Like the newsboy who flings the paper and is gone,
Like the gush of the morning tap

or the milk boiling over on the stove-

rise, before time devours you.
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The Orange Glow of Dusk

When the orange hue of sunset
Melts into the blue of the sky,
Between the heavens and the earth
A violet fragrance suddenly blooms.

Amidst the yellowed leaves of the neem tree,
The first moonlight drifts like incense.

The city vanishes where it stands,

And my village appears in its place.

For some experiences, there are no words-
Only colors.
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I Do Not Know Why

I do not know why certain moments leave me
transfixed-

Certain silences, certain lingering traces.

The slant of an afternoon shadow is enough

T'o make me forget myself entirely.

In the morning, I try to catch the sunlight
with my hands

As it creeps across the walls.

I search for the colors of the hidden rainbow

Deep within the dark clusters of leaves.

Like the ancient Chinese master, Wang Wei’,
Perhaps I, too, was a painter
Ina previous life.
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Before the Break of Dawn

In the hours before the dawn has broken,
The gods are afoot, wandering the streets;
The moon, from house to house,

Leans over the rooftops to greet them.

Sweet breezes drift from a garden nearby,

The rhythmic pulse of water fills the sumps-

A silence remains cocooned in sleep,

Reluctant to break from the embrace of dreams.

While all others lie in slumber,

What does your solitary wakefulness bring you?
To be a wanderer in these fading hours of night
Is, in truth, a moral crusade.

But once the moon steps down
From the very last terrace,

The ring of an alarm begins to drift
From a window somewhere nearby.
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At the Hour of Dusk

Dusk has poured crimson into the lake;
on the shoulders of the waves,
the lotuses lean their heads.

U pon theembankment dwell the Y anadi®-
a people who split the earth
to be born.

Their huts are tattered umbrellas,

their children sun-scorched buds.

For ages, this life has flowed unchanged,
as another day draws to its close.

One voice within me
calls them to my side.
Another

urges me to join theirs.
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The Only Way

The moment you wake, before all else,
go and kneel before her.

Rubbing sleep from your eyes,
groping through the lingering dark,
before you speak a single word-

Go and sit beside her.

Like village women at dawn
sitting to milk the cows;

like sadhus on the riverbank
waiting for the sun,;

As water seeps into the well through the night,
as honey gathers in the heart of the flowers,
as grain stalks swell with milk in the fields-

you must go and sit beside her.
There is no other way.
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The Way a Persian Artisan Weaves

Like a Persian artisan weaving a carpet,
I, too, create a tapestry.

In this weave, there is light,

and there 1s dark.

A handful of memories, a touch of imagination,
the dust of the many turns I have taken;

and a winter wrapping ancient forests

like a slow-moving flame.

Upon this cloth, I weave a few tales,

a few images, sometimes merely lines-

a trace of grief, a hint of regret,

with time as the spindle, spinning the thread.

On this carpet of colors,

someone, someday, will sit-

a wedding feast, a gathering of wine,
a celebration of life unfolding.

But once the revelry subsides,

and the carpet is rolled against the wall,
there remains upon the floor

stains of light that no one can erase.
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When a New Book Arrives

When a new book arrives,

I cannot read it at once.

First, I gaze atit; I trace its edges.
I wrap it in a cover and place it
where it meets my eye every day.

Like visiting a foreign land

or entering a new house,

a new book stirs a certain trepidation-
a spark of curiosity,

and a strange, lingering hesitation.

A fear, perhaps, of being spirited away.
A brush with the fear of death,

yet a new book also kindles

a sudden, fierce ache for life.

Then slowly, in a solitary moment,

I dive into its depths.

Deep down, powerful arms reach out
to wrap me in a warm embrace.

Meanwhile, another new book
takesits place upon my desk.
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The Infinite Conversation

The day begins

As you kneel before the sky;
The dawn grows warm
With the breath of prayers.

Throughout the day, we encounter so many-
The familiar and the stranger alike.

We weave ourselves into some lives,

And struggle to untangle from others.

When the day is done, the play ends.
The players exit ,

dialogues dissolve into the wind,
And a vast silence settles.

Then dawn returns. We take a cloth
To wipe away the stains of yesterday;
We clear a space for the morning light,
And invite the world back with love.

Those who hear your words

are your closest kin.

The sky leans toward your window
to catch your infinite talk.
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Like Flowers, Days Too

Like flowers, days too

bloom and wilt

in a single turn of light.

All that remains is a fragment of honey.

Sip by sip, I weave a honeycomb,
storing each day’s nectar-

the rose-hued dawns

and the deep silence of midnights.

Even from wounds, honey can drip.
This, I have come to know:

if you can become the honeybee,
every day can bloom a new flower.

The sweetness you gathered will sing;
years from now, a stranger will come
to moisten her lips with that vintage.

Then, even those trembling lips
will break into song.
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Phalguna’ Pollen

The moon hangs in the sky
like a lamp lit in some faraway world.

Whenever I look up, my village appears,
followed by a silence from beyond this earth.

In those late, lingering hours

before the dawn has broken,

yellow light spills across the west

like an open door-

and a song of longing drifts over the plains.

This is the light I encounter

at every turn of my life.

It makes today a shadow of yesterday-

but what ancient memory was yesterday born of?

When a flower blooms in the sky,
the dust of its pollen

stirs a storm

within my heart.
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Jalaluddin Rumi®

T'o make life acceptable,

he sang a song, ages ago.

He threw open the windows of your house
and brought the sky to your door.

Whether you listen or turn away,

he sings-loud and clear-

across the valleys and atop the peaks,
until all ten directions are lost in ecstasy.

A bud taking shape in a distant garden,
a butterfly stretching newborn wings;
flowers, beasts, and lovers-

all are kneeling before that song.

After the long struggle, the flowering;

now, the first honey gathers within.

The moment I joined my voice to his words,
the song was born anew in my throat.
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The Unforced Line

Sometimes, the fever to write
stirs me to the core.

I have no heart for conversation;
every task feels like a burden.

But when I sit to write,
not a single word takes root.

I want the lines to break free

of their own accord-

the way a fruit, heavy and ripe,
finally lets go of the stem.

If the words refuse to come,

perhaps I am not yet ripe;

or perhaps I have thickened my spirit,
closing all the doors.

A dragonfly, love, and poetry:
these are not caught by reaching out,
nor can they be taken by force.
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The Tree’s Palette

Painters should observe

how the tree blends its colors-
in the season

when the leaves begin to fall.

One by one, it draws out
the hues it has long held secret:
a somber blue, an ochre yellow

an orange washed thin by the sun.

Upon the dried trunk

and around ashen branches,
it brushes a few memories
and a few fancies.

In thinning violet shadows,

the fallen leaves murmur-

like whispers of love

shared with someone, long ago.

Even as the tree

continues its mixing,

a painting reaches completion
deep within your heart.
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The Call of the Neem

The neem trees begin to call;
I can no longer stay tethered to these walls.

Amidst sweet breezes,

I'linger over the life I’ve lived,
I retrace again and again
every path I ever crossed.

I measure years

by the blooming of the neem.

As long as the winds well up with honey,

so long the earth, like warm bread, hungers me.

I have shed my weathered past
like a withered leaf.

Inhaling the morning air,

I compose a new melody.

Upon the grass, in emerald light,

I give wings to my eyes.

I have turned my body into a jar of clay,
pouring in nectar until it overflows.
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Carrying Me in Her Womb

Carrying me in her womb,

my mother walked on fallen neem flowers.
In that house of clay, upon my birth-bed,
I breathed my first breath of neem.

Before my father had even named me,
before I played with my sisters,

in the first silence I shared with her,
the pollen was already there.

From what distant realm she called me
into this world, I cannot say;

but when I cried, she would soothe me
with the cooling wind of the neem.

Now, leaving for an unfamiliar shore,

she has journeyed on-

while I stand here, paralyzed;

around me: neem trees, blooms, and wind.
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Stepping Aside

See how the tailor threads his needle,
turns the wheel, and draws the thread
from the bobbin?

Just so, Isearched for a thread

to pull my inner strings into the light.

I might find the thread, but

how do I stitch it into my heart?

How do I knot this copper-green radiance
to the world within the mind?

How can I pair the melody heard without
to the longing felt within?

How can the soul say “Yes”

to the endless murmuring of the world?

After much practice,

I'seized the secret:

Between the inside and the out,
I'have simply stepped aside.
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The World’s Midwife

That night, the world was in celebration;
as the new season arrived,
the winds turned warm with promise.

At midnight, the ecstasy of the neem

was boundless;
while the people slumbered, the ten directions
joined hands and danced.

That night, the world was a birth-bed;
for the new life coming into being,
I was the midwife.
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Not Much to Ask

Sometimes, what we ask of life 1s not much-
a certain calm, a certain clarity,

the temple-stillness

found in a restaurant at dawn.

The tables are newly aligned;

the freshly mopped floor reflects

faces and shadows like a mirror.

Ceiling fans turn slowly. In the kitchen,
the stove glows like a sacrificial altar,
and the milk begins to simmer.

The proprietor, a damp towel at his waist,
freshens the garland on the deity’s frame.

A stray incense stick is lit.

There is a hush, a momentary waiting-

as if a curtain were drawn before an offering.

We ask for so little.

What is it we truly crave? Only this:
before footfalls mark the floor,

before coffee stains the tables-

a plate of idlis, and steaming sambar.
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The Anatomy of a Word

What lies inside a word?
Do we dive into it,
travel through it, or scale its heights?

A word is a chemical fire.
Something within it settles, calcifies,
and turns to carbon.

Like magma in the earth’s crust,
something is always boiling,
something is always roaring.

The moment you lift the lid,

ancient memories erupt in steam.

Often, we dare not pull the cork.

Like electricity surging through copper,
love and hate pulse along the word.

We cannot touch it with bare hands,
nor plunge our palms into its flow

as we would a cool summer spring.

An ancient intuition tells us
an endless void dwells within.
And so-
like gathering shells on a shore,
or tracing faces in the clouds,
we stand before the walls of great epics,
trying to decipher the stains.
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The Branch of Palash

Like the sword of a Mongol warrior,

the branch of Palash drips blood.

Like eyes flushed crimson, startled

from a sudden waking, the Palash blooms.

Like the forest fire that seized

the slopes of Chitrakoot;

like the droning bees of the Himalayas
that hunted a king'!, the Palash blooms.

Like the blood-spattered body of the Tartar
in a tale by Tolstoy'?;

like poems flowered from blood and tears

in the ancient Savannah, the Palash blooms.

Prisoner of a hundred years of solitude
amidst mountains and plains;

like the songs of exiled Chinese poets
longing for home, the Palash blooms.

A lamp unquenched
in the endless dark,
the Palash:

red lotuses in shadowed waters.
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The Ancient Compact

All those poets walked this very path,
through valleys of falling leaves
into the emerald light of meadows.

Even now, amidst the rustle of dry foliage,
the footprints of Chinese masters remain.
Every spring, in budding mango groves,
the songs of Kabir and Tagore echo-

each season is a new stage

for the Sangam bards.

All my ancestors moved along this trail,
this rocky road by parched tanks,
through forest fires and the surge of crowds.

Atevery threshold, I hear them still:
Basho, Issa, and Buson;

the forest-worshippers of the Amazon,;
the primal singers

from Euripides to Rilke,

and the Druids, lovers of the evergreen.

Every leafing tree is

a verse from an ancient book-
a covenant made before

I was born.
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The Flame of the Leaf

Molded from clay, polished with dung,
traced with white flour-

this was the stove my mother lit,
stacking the wood just so.

The wood was stubborn.
First, blue smoke rose in rings,
veiling the kitchen, veiling my mother.

Nothing but the rhythmic hiss

and hollow whistle of the blowing-pipe.
Then, all at once, the fire erupted-
leaping like a subterranean spring.

With a halo of gold and a crimson face,

a blue tongue between orange lips,

the Fire-God emerged.

At his greeting, my mother’s heart kindled.

I'see it again today:

amidst the ashen winter woods,
first a blue-tinged haze,

then the orange burst of life.

At winter’s close, every leafing tree
becomes a living flame.
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The New Edition

In the bookstore,

among the new arrivals, I found it:
a new edition of Shakespeare
wrapped in a fresh cover.

The plays remain the same-

the same soliloquies, the same griefs,
the same pity and fear.

Nothing has changed in the text,
nor in the theater of my memory.

Yet, with a new image on the jacket,

The Winter’s Tale” appeared for the first time.
An artist read the play afresh

and dreamed a new vision for the page.

My poems are the same:

the same world, the same stories,
given a new insight-

a new image, a new light.
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The Unwritten Poem

The poem I intend to write
isa verse
half-remembered,
half-forgotten.

The scene before my eyes
strains for its familiar phrase.
The rhythm dances on my lips,
yet the first syllable escapes.

Just as the word begins to form,
a veil of forgetting descends.

[ try to recall the mood-

the first time I heard its echo.

A verse should not be remembered

by its words, but by the traces they leave.

A poem should not be written

with words, but with the silence between them.



80

Vadrevu Ch Veerabhadrudu

Shezard £D%0

SParard ShHen, Blar od Soden
TEBOTR TrHBN SHen,

8 Hom BRI S,
FeYNBI 5028 a8 #dJo.

8 @ &Py DB0ToDB]RYNPE

S [ D@ood 85 Ked, Kas® Lol
BBe0HY) (HErEdo BrEHEDers®
EPHTRR8 T DBONOEE IIHE G

den P Cﬁe)éséeavﬁ& SGYe8
23" DB0NOEE g, H8) @0
&Pesm S0 éog‘éﬁ, é@@é&

DTSt T é@@wm,é&é@wm

©8 Serard $H Dexp

£ Q&0 0T HOENOBH.
0¥ Ienth &, ) DEHIVLoS®
508 TR )OI 0ok

2.8 god BP0 D@oereod
SarBPoden SPSHED.

HoDHER0 TS P, F50) ABY
SPoSD TeORE e S8HE06.



The Song Arrives 81

The Quotidian

The everyday objects we use,

the things we tuck away,

and those we cannot help but gaze upon-
together, they weave the fabric.

When Van Gogh sought to paint the void

of his lonely nights,

he painted his bedroom and his bed.

When Degas wished to strip away our masks,
he looked to a simple bathtub.

To shift the very axis of our perspective
Cezanne painted the edge of a table.

The fruit and plates we see as mere things,
he saw as spheres and squares.

Around every ordinary object,

the stability of life takes root.

Between pooling light and thick shadows,
the emptiness suggests a Presence.

To draw an empty cup,

three dimensions must be mastered.

But when you become one with the cup,
the fourth dimension reveals itself.
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In Search of Sanjivini"

When the day’s labor consumes me,
the ten directions drift away.

Only in my evening walk

do I gather them back.

Exhausted by the day’s endless talk,
the words weary and wilt.

At night, I beseech the ancient poets
to breathe life into them.

Wounded by the the day’s long struggle,
the heart bleeds in silence.

To find the Sanjivini that heals,

I'scale the peaks within my dreams.
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At That Single Call

That call-
asudden jolt.

That voice cleaved my world in two.
Like a fallen leaf in a whirlwind,

I was swept upward-

ears ringing and a storm of dust.

As I'soared, the city began to sink:
houses, walls, and streets,

towers and flyovers buried in the earth.
Once I escaped that gravity,

the city released its hold.

There, in the heights, I found them:
tamarind groves in tender leaf,
and the milk-white drift of wild blooms.

With that one call echoing from the sky,

amarvel: the city turned back into a village.
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With That One Song

With that one cooing,

the Koel sweeps city life into a corner.
April’s afternoon stands before me,
whispering a forgotten tongue;
someone peeps through the window,
tresses fragrant with wild champak.

With that one cooing,
the Koel slices my routine in two.

Like an arrow from the forest,

it has pierced me;

it jolts me like a childhood friend
calling from the distance.

With that one cooing,

the Koel snaps my life like a dusty cloth.

It is a skin being stripped,

a heart plucked from the breast.

It feels as if a hand has reached into my soul
to awaken a silent song.
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The Song Arrives

The World and the Koel

Just as the world waits for the Koel,
the Koel longs for the world.

Until the world drapes itself in beauty,
the bird will not knock at the door.
Until the world bathes in fragrance,
the song will not anoint it.

Until the trees unburden their boughs,
the songs will not bloom.

Until the sky meets the horizon,

the melody will not ring.

Until the hunger for new words subsides,
ancient meanings will not reveal themselves.
Until old thoughts are shed like skin,

new insights will not awaken.

For the Koel to tune its song for the world,
the world must prick up its soul for the Koel.
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The Song Arrives

The Song Only You Can Sing

A vast sky
waits for a tiny Koel.

For a year, no one knows

where the bird vanishes

or what it studies.

But when the season arrives,

the Koel-and only the Koel- sings.

With that voice, it tells us:

the song you were meant to sing,

you must sing yourself.

To the banquet where you were summoned,
no one can go in your place.

Once you claim your words,
they will claim their listener.
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A Poem of Raw, Green Scent

At dawn, at noon, and in the hour of dusk-
drifting over forests of wood-apple and soapnut,
crossing rivers and myrobalan groves-

the Koel’s song follows.

Whatever arts you master or scholarship you gain,
given a white sheet, you will trace-

like a tribal boy-the same hills and valleys,

over and over again.

Like a Chinese ink-wash, your poem holds
generations past and those yet to be born.

Like the scroll of the folk-singers,

no matter how much you unfurl, more remains.

I know not when my mother first heard

that song on the banks of Krishnadevipeta®,
but [ have inherited that scroll:

a poem of raw, green scent, rolled up for you.
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A Spring Evening

It is an evening in spring;
the city is buried in its labor.
For sixty lakh people,

sixty lakh distractions.

Though dusk pours down gold,

no one gathers it.

Though the Peepal trees scatter emeralds,
no one stops to claim them.

Relentless wheels turn,

incessant horns blare.

On one side, the loneliness of millions;

on the other, a dusk, vibrant and luminous.

Then, from somewhere, it arrives-
the Koel’s song, heralding the spring.
Justas Neruda once reminded
thewhole of Chile!®:

an ocean still exists.
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The Song Arrives

The Song Arrives

They built a house deep in the woods,

at the foot of a hill.

With love, they brought us into the light;
with the fragrance of flowers, they nursed us.

They toiled through the years,

sharing the bread of a full and honest life.
They raised a green awning before their door
and waited, with open hearts, for every guest.

When they had lived as long as one can live,
they departed, holding no grievances.

My father took the path of blooming mangoes;
my mother, the way of flowering neem.

Even now, beneath the shade of those trees,
they still linger in the arbor.

Carrying the echoes of their stories,

the season of the Koel returns.
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Notes on the poems

1. Ismail: Mohammad Ismail (1928-2003) was a preeminent
Telugu poet and critic. He is celebrated for his exquisite
craftsmanship and his mastery of the ‘prose-poem,’ using
minimalist imagery to capture the profound in the ordinary.

2. Golconda: A historic citadel in Hyderabad, originally a mud
fort built by the Kakatiyas. It rose to global fame as a diamond-
trading center and a seat of power under the Qutb Shahi dynasty
(16th—17th centuries). It now stands as a majestic ruin.

3. Amir Khusro: (1253-1325) An iconic Indo-Persian Sufi
singer, musician, and poet. Known as the ‘Father of Qawwali,” he
is credited with enriching the ghazal genre and bridging the
cultures of Central and South Asia.

4. Hirabai Barodekar: (1905-1989) A legendary exponent of
the Kirana Gharana in Hindustani classical music. Honored as
Gaanhira (The Singing Diamond), her voice was known for its
purity and meditative depth.

5. Amritavarshini: A celebrated, pentatonic (Audava) raga in
Carnatic music. Tradition holds that it possesses the power to
summon rain; it is associated with intense devotion and life-

giving joy.
6. Anahata: Literally meaning ‘unstruck,’ it refers to the
mystical concept of an internal, eternal sound-the “unstruck

music” that vibrates in the heart. It was a central theme for
mystic poets like Kabir.

7. Wang Wei: (699-761) A major Tang Dynasty poet and
painter. Known for his ‘painting in poetry and poetry in
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painting,” he was a master of the landscape poem and a founder of
the Southern School of Chinese painting.

8. Yanadi: One of the largest indigenous tribes of South India,
primarily inhabiting the coastal regions of Andhra Pradesh.
Traditionally hunters and gatherers, they are noted for their deep
ecological wisdom and resilience as they transition toward settled
life.

9. Phalguna: The final month of the Hindu lunar calendar
(February-March), heralding the arrival of spring (Vasanta) and
the vibrant colors of the vernal equinox.

10. Jalaluddin Rumi: (1207-1273) The world-renowned Sufi
mystic, poet, and founder of the Mevlevi Order (the Whirling
Dervishes). His Masnavi remains one of the most influential
spiritual texts in global literature.

11. Hunted a King: A reference to King Pandu from the
Mahabharata. Under a curse that forbade him from intimacy
upon pain of death, he was unable to resist the fatal charm of the
spring forest and died in the embrace of his wife, Madri.

12. A Tale by Tolstoy: A reference to ‘After the Ball’ (1903), a
short story by LLeo Tolstoy that contrasts a night of romantic
splendor with the brutal, state-sanctioned torture of a Tartar
soldier the following morning.

13. The Winter’s Tale: One of William Shakespeare’s final
‘Romances.’ It is a play of winter tragedy that magically resolves
into a spring of reconciliation and the ‘statue’ coming to life.

14. Sanjivini: In Indian mythology, a celestial herb with the
power to revive the dead. It is most famously sought by
Hanuman in the Ramayana to heal the fallen Lakshmana.

15. Krishnadevipeta: A quiet town on the edge of the tribal and
forest areas in Andhra Pradesh. Steeped in tribal history and the
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memory of the Rampa Rebellion, it is the place where the
author’s mother was raised.

16. The Whole of Chile: A reference to Pablo Neruda’s poem
“T'he Poet’s Obligation’ (E/ Obligado) from Elemental Odes
(1959). In it, the poet vows that even while others are trapped in
their houses, he must reach out and remind them that the ocean
still exists.
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THE SONG ARRIVES
Selected poems: A bilingual edition

Vadrevu Ch Veerabhadrudu (b. 1962) is a distinguished
Telugu poet and civil servant whose career has been a
lifelong bridge between the fire of duty and the honey of the
soul. A prolific author and translator of over 75 books, he has
brought a vast range of voices into the Telugu literary
consciousness through translation. He 1s a reciepient of the
Sahitya Akademi Award for his translation of Dr. A.P.J.
Abdul Kalam’s Ignited Minds.

In this definitive collection, The Song Arrives,
Veerabhadrudu presents 41 self-translated poems that mark
the arrival of the ‘unforced line.” These verses shed the
torrential narrative of his earlier epics in favor of a pristine,
‘temple-lik’clarity. From the wood-apple forests of
Sarabhavaram to the ‘loneliness of millions’ in the modern
city, these poems seek the fourth dimension within the
ordinary and the sacred within the mundane.

More than a retrospective, this volume is a ‘green awning’
offered to the reader—a sanctuary where the fragrance of the
flowering neem and the echoes of the cuckoo’s song
converge. It 1s a profound ‘litany of gratitude’ that honors
the memory of his ancestors and celebrates the stillness
found when the weaver finally becomes the witness.




	Song front cover
	the song arrives
	song back cover



