

DECCAN POEMS – 1



Tamarind land 



with gleams of neem



in a wasted plain 



scrub-spotted



stone-dotted, 



with isles of green lakshmi 



lavender plumes 



towering, waving 



chauri-wands



over ripples of cane. 



Tamarind land 



plateaus of sand



gashed by the ruler-straight 



highways of rulers, 



trees obediently 



flanking the sides in
two disciplined rows;

the tarmac mirage

patiently bears

the plodding of cattle 

the plodding of carts. 

Tamarind land

stretching away

to all the horizons 

baking and bare, 

more desolate still

than the graves of the Moghuls

still witnessing mutely 

the folly of battle. 

Tamarind land 

dappled and brown 

affronted now

by ill-favoured progress:

barracks of houses

dreary facades 

irrelevant towers

for water and oil

institutional art

and corporate towns

grey, without life, 

lacking in music

custom or culture, 

ignoring the villages 

vital and vibrant, 

their throbbing tradition

swinging its way 

with white-bangled arms 

and voluminous skirts 

on tinkling feet

through the dusty street. 

Tamarind land

where children play

in the dark cotton clay, 

buffalo-wallows 

quench the eye

and drongos festoon

the haze-white sky

with their dipping black flight, 

where water-wheels shriek 

at the burning day 

and mynas and crickets 

compete with the heat

in the yellow acacia. 
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