Chapter 1
Past and Future Existences
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Our origins shape our past, present :
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and future.

I do not know whether reincarnation

is a reality or not, but imagining

existences provides fine poetic material.

future existences of mine.

Poet’s Response

and also his future existences. This way
he creates an enjoyable clutch of poems
which would delight any connoissure.

Singing of his existences from comet

. ) . . . . :
singer s silence. This poetlc experience :

is novel and thrilling.

— Rajendra Shukla
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he exclude its possibility. He finds
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Pit of Existences

If you sit still

on a precipice

while the day is bemoaning
its approaching blindness
and spraying its fading shine
so that stars geminate

and intimate mortality
tenderly

and a fever stokes your fantasies
you may sight

your prior existences

in a pit.
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Comet

Was I a fragment

of a planet that burst
because its rowdy life
crossed its capacity

to bear it?

For eons I wheeled
through space.

Spores of my past
slumbered inside me.
Every millennium

I passed the planets
rounded the Sun

and warmed

to a cobweb of urges
that iced as I retreated
into the void.

But once

a force pointed me wilfully
to a strange pull.

I plunged headlong
into a waking passion.
In a brief mating with Earth
I knew even as I blazed
that I was but a pod

to green a waste.

For many eons

I have been buried

in Earth’s flesh.

She too has slipped
from age to age.

But still I rise

to bask on shoots when

water frisks air thaws

green grows thick with pubic hair

and warmth chases ice away.

Note: Some astronomers have suggested that life on

the Earth came from a comet or a meteor.
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First Name

It was

just a crystal in stone
sun-soaked and sparkling
and the toddler

gazed and gazed.

Its lungs filled throat
strained tongue trembled
to call it name this marvel

possess its being clasp

it in its tiny mouth like a tit.

And a word did come
swaddled in saliva
‘bub’ perhaps.

An ancestor that fathered
innumerable words
verses and tales

and coruscating lines
uniting people
separating them.

I was that name
seized in that booty
never spoken again
but stuck like loam

to the roots of every

shimmering saying.
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Elixir

I was a tonic of the gods

to revive them

when their spirits drooped.

The god of art wanted to patronize
art among humans.

So he took a bucketful of me

and poured it atop a hill.

I trickled down through a fissure
to the top of a cave

seeking a proper host to enliven.

Saw from above

a savage in a cave

coaxing and hectoring

his painting of a snorting bull

on a wall to succumb in a coming
hunt and yield its flesh for festivity.
I felt sick at this greed.

Dropped quickly
anointing the painting
avoiding the painter -

to ensure the triumph

of art over artist!

And so art has spread
from cave to cave

from easel to easel

from gallery to gallery
all over the world.
Humankind now

knows better form and colour.
But the venality of artists

has not diminished nor their mortality!

Note! In a cave at Lescaux in France there is a
magnificent drawing of a bull on the cave wall.
Palaeontologists believe that thousands of years
back primitive humans used to request the bull’s
painting to succumb to their spears in a hunt so

they could feast their community.
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Egyptian Hieroglyph

I was a message

for mortals

from the god of life and death
painted boldly

on a rock

to make life

eternal.

In a generation
nothing survived save
faint trash.

I was overrun

by herds of messages
all imperishable

from fresher gods

on how to make dying

such giggly fun!

Desert

I was a

persistent passion

that conjured in sand

a series of caravans

each flashier than the prior
of slaves and merchandise
that vanished

into drawers of the horizon
only to reappear

again and again

under my prodding

flying other pennants.
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