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1 3

Nightfall. Rats scamper
in the attic. The sinuous notes
of a nadaswaram drift
from the nearby temple.
On the road, buses carry pilgrims
to Sabarimala. The winter air
is crisp. Numberless insects
chant to the stars.



1 4

atop a tall
wooden post
at the edge

of the paddy field,
a small blue
kingfisher

looks down,
watching 
the water



1 5

My next door 
neighbour tills his
small plot;
from the east
the smell of rain.



1 6

a light
blue shard
lies among
pebbles

overhead,
racket-tailed
drongos
spin, chase



1 7

The cool season has come;
work begins
on houses, roads.

Piles of dead
leaves slowly burn.

As the long day fades, we
turn to the west.

Fruit bats fly toward the sun.



1 8

glimpse of 
a small green
parakeet

for a moment
in the silk
cotton tree



1 9

Clouds in the east
like gilded rags.

Before sunrise,
silent birds cross the sky.



2 0

This morning
we sat on the stone steps
in a cool breeze.

In the garden white
flowers (a kind of lily?)
attracted swarms

of tiny black bees.



2 1

down from
the sky

each crow

finds
a branch



2 2

Rain drips on the 
tin roof, frogs
& crickets chant.

The passing days
turn to years.

Lying awake in the
dark, I know the
taste of ash.



2 3

Evening is still as rain clouds
rise in the west. All the trees
are dark silhouettes: teak, jack,
coconut. The world is silent
but for the echoing cry
of a brainfever bird.



2 4

Far thunder recedes. Gray
light reflects from paddy fields.

What is the name of that flower,
dark as blood, dripping rain?

The clogged gutters overflow.
A silent crow flies past.



2 5

The rain has stopped,
darkness comes:
the day ends. Lamps
are lit in certain homes;
the fine scent of
hot coconut oil fills
the still air. At the end
of every wick, a white
immaterial pearl.
Luminous, steady ...

—for Ella
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2 9

Sandhya. Crickets
begin their vespers.
On the doorstep an oil
lamp glows. Rats
gnaw at wood beams
in the attic, dust settles
on table & chairs.
A pale, transparent gecko
clings to the wall.



3 0

Venus appears over
the cowshed

like an ancient sign.



3 1

I walk back from the
post office in sweltering
heat. Two men squat 
by a trestle cart 
and spit. A shiny black 
crow whets its beak 
on a rock. At the curve,
speeding lorries raise dust.



3 2

in the cool
night

air,
flowers

curl up,
as if

sleeping



3 3

Dusk: the hiss of a gas 
lamp. Across the canal,
bunches of red, yellow 
& green bananas 
hang in a fruit stall.



3 4

That bird,
master of notes
& pauses.

At the tap
a hollow bucket
fills.



3 5

Midday heat. 
The pebble sound of chickpeas 
poured into a pot.



3 6

Midnight. The shops
and stalls near the train
station are open.
Pilgrims crowd the streets. 
Buses, scooters, bicycles, 
auto-rickshaws. Smell of urine, 
fried food, incense. Dogs 
wander unnoticed.



3 7

The day fades.
A humid breeze carries
the stench of paddy fields.
Living in the moment,  
a crow cocks its head
& looks at me.



3 8

the sound
of unseen
rain



3 9

Daybreak. Pilgrims 
throng the train station.
Black-clad men lie 
next to sacred bundles. 
Many are asleep. 
Others squat in circles 
sharing food. They
are barefoot & unshaved.
The sun appears above 
the trees. Descending
onto littered tracks, crows 
scavenge, fight. Smoke 
hangs over the platform.



4 0

Clear sound of a conch 
from the temple. Day’s colours 
fade in the paddy field’s
dark mirror. A pond 
heron rises from the ditch.



4 1

in darkness
the light
of bones



4 2

I drip sweat 
loading 
roof tiles
 
into the back 
of an auto-
rickshaw,

quietly 
observed 
by an 

old man & 
a dog.



4 3

I toss a small
stone

into the river.

A kingfisher
sees it 

too,

in silence.


