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Dreaming of Prague 
  

   

Those first days, the crowds cheering 

 at Wenceslas Square —   

Vaclav Havel rode a pedal scooter through the Castle. 

  Pinter came to dinner.  The Dalai Lama.  

Even the Rolling Stones. 

 

   * 

    

When I go to California  

I take along some easy reading: 

 Kafka’s Metamorphosis     

 The Unbearable Lightness of Being by Kundera 

 

   * 

    

Havel is a small man, a shy man, 

 with tiny hands—who speaks to the floor 

or to your shoulder.    

   How did he know  

he would not wake up before a secret tribunal 

 or a firing squad? 

 

   * 

    

Rummaging through my desk drawer:  

crayons, paintbrush, a box of Maalox.     

 

I always want to be where I am not.  

 

   * 

 

Easy to be snide about a leather-jacket hero   

restless for power  

       the way Hobbes said we all are. 

 

But that doesn’t account for Havel’s five years in prison, 

  how he didn’t let them break him— 
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Bernardo Speaking Spanish 

 

 

He’s fondling the arm of his best friend’s wife 

 in the Capitol Hill restaurant 

 

as though it were a joke (not knowing  

I spoke Spanish) & soon we were all awash 

 

in something moist & swarmy   

I didn’t want to know.  

 

   * 

 

Bernardo had left Salvador and the Peace Corps  

just ahead of 

  

          la policía militar—something about 

helping peasants reclaim the land.   

 

I try not to think about those— 

 those I had to leave behind.  

 

   * 

 

It could have been a movie forty years ago 

 shot with real spools of film, 

 

with themes like love & duty.  As Bernardo,  

 Tony Franciosa, or maybe Farley Granger. 

 

Today it would be video, a demented neo-noir 

 with jump cuts & smash-ups. 

 

Bernardo played by Johnny Depp 

or maybe John Travolta. 
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New York Skyline, 1907 

after Wall Street Ferry Slip by Colin Campbell Cooper 

 

The artist didn’t use photographs.  

He stood and painted what he saw:  

 

a pink iridescent sky & skyscrapers rising  

behind old waterfront brownstones. 

 

The Singer building and the Flatiron.  

Industrial smoke fading into cumulus clouds. 

 

In the painting, the ferry boat carries a throng 

of passengers crossing the Hudson. 

 

Perhaps my husband’s parents, newly arrived 

from Poland, are on that ferry. 

 

We can almost see their faces.  

Battery on one side, Bronx on the other.   
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Dramatic Monologue:  Joseph Brodsky 

 

 

We tap dance down the highway & somewhere 

there’s an exit. Who made me a pharaoh? 

Dare I gesture or reach for a cigarette? 

 

Shouldn’t I be on the banks of the Neva 

in the city built by Peter on swamps 

& the bones of the conscripted dead? 

 

In Petersburg, we could gaze together 

at the floating egg-white sky. Perhaps  

drink tea or vodka with Akhmatova, 

 

my second mother—she would say to me: 

Joseph, if you want to write a long poem, 

first you must come up with a rhythm— 

 

When I was arrested at 23, it was for what? 

Decadence, modernism, failure  

to finish school & social parasitism. 

 

Exiled to a snow-smothered village 

in Archangel.  Kerosene lamp, typewriter.     

Shoveling manure. I did not lie 

 

when I wrote, it was one of the best jobs  

I ever had.  Perhaps we should go   

visit that old crone, Elena Bonner. 

 

Even with a bum heart, she outlived us all. 

She’ll know all the news & we’ll drink vodka,  

then coffee. I’ll show you photographs:  

 

my mother, my father. Then to Italy to see  

the porticos & colonnades. Somewhere 

I left behind a wife & daughter.  

  

Joan E. Bauer 
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The Impossibility of Flight 

 

   Unplumbed ocean, 

   and this is the problem list. 

 

Fireworks:   A posy of damp squibs, a bucket brimful  

   of tubers mouldering, as we look skyward,  

   with spiderlings catching in our hair; rockets  

   by the quiverload, but our touchpaper drips  

   with condensation, our saltpetre dissolves 

   in spraydrift, and we wish for tarpaulins,  

   a momentary break in cloudcover, another  

   day when we can ignite Bengal Flame, burn  

   Roman Candles, and pink chrysanthemums  

   bloom all the way from where we lie to Mars. 

 

Operatic aria:  Soprano, carrot cake. Tenor, Irish Moss,  

   or a descending cadence, slipshod, Ionian,  

   Aeolian, lost for words, as we await the coda. 

   Should we join in? Should we sing along? 

   With knife in hand, rasp in throat, where 

   is the appeal of a midnight assignation, 

   when hail thrums hard on naked tympani, 

   when sounds of violin and contrabassoon 

   recapitulate the plot we missed, assert 

   the fate that beckons our hungry return? 

 

Satellite radar: Has anyone seen the latest surface chart?  

   Calculated mean wave height? Maximum 

   integrated pulsatile power? Immersed in  

   stasis, all we can say is that the Doldrums  

   must be upon us again. Over the horizon,  

   if only the fog would lift, we might detect  

   filigreed minarets with the promise of gold 

   and incense and allspice, if only the current  

   drawing us inward would pause a little, if 

   it might reverse its quickening vortex grip. 
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Belladonna:  No Morning Glory, Everlasting Daisy, no 

   thorny espaliered Briar Rose, not unless  

   your night-vision, coal black, dark-adapted, 

   peers through the guylines and puppeteers’ 

   strings that tangle, disentangle, our sense 

   of Magnetic North, the inertia, the inability,  

   to move beyond illusion and crystalline 

   hallucination, to prevent spin and whirl, 

   unrelenting vertigo, until you count to ten, 

   breathe in, hold, hold, nowhere near home. 

 

Amelia:  Heart of Earth, misplaced, restored to earth,  

   or, depending on location, your deep sea bed, 

   there to sleep anew, to toss and turn, jostled,  

   pushed by phantom arms, restless impressions 

   of legs with minds of their own, that desert  

   the body, stroll, saunter apart, leaving you,  

   (dear sweet brave you) emulating a mermaid  

   in a storm, sinking into abyss, hopelessly far  

   from tribute or admiration, finding yourself  

   in the surprisingly good company of worms. 

 

Final options:  (Invertebrates) Portuguese Man O’War, Box  

   Jelly, Marbled Cone; (Elasmobranchs) Mako,  

   Spurdog, Tiger, Leopard, Grey Nurse, Bronze  

   Whaler, White Pointer; (Teleosts) Giant Grouper,  

   Barracouta, Moray, Conger; (Mammalia) Orca; 

   (Miscellany) hydrostatic pressure, the height 

   of the jetstream; the tendency for hurricanes  

   to form, hidden costs of progress, the thermal 

   energy of helium, fluid dynamics, an equation, 

   the distance between your turbulence and mine. 

 

   Unplumbed ocean, 

   and this, then, is the impossibility of flight. 
 

Glossary 

 

Belladonna:  a plant extract once used by Italian women to dilate their pupils, enhancing their dark-eyed 

beauty; its active ingredient, atropine, is a sea-sickness remedy. 

Amelia:  as a girl’s name, means  “industrious” or “fertile”, but in embryology, a fetus born without limbs. 

Amelia Earhart was a famous American aviatrix who disappeared over the Pacific Ocean in 1937. 

Elasmobranchs: sharks. 

Teleosts:  bony fish. 
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100 Words 

 

Randomly tuning in somewhere outside 

    Adelaide’s Southern Suburbs, en route 

for beaches, more or less  

    pristine, wind-hilled, sand-banked, stalked by 

black-shouldered kites ashore, white pointer  

    sharks at sea, Radio National 

crackles, shifting static, momentarily right-channelled,  

    strands today’s interviewee, port-side, deconstructing  

bloody lineages, water-borne refugee tales,  

    unapologetic on the contradictory problems  

of translation, suggesting, as he  

    remembers once having been told, 

that non-native speakers (aren’t we  

    all?) should learn one hundred  

new words each day, practise,  

    internalise, syntactically interweave, conjure up  

Daliesque associations invoking imaginary journeys 

    like future-tense dreams, and I,  

tongue-tied, considering my alphanumeric options,  

    decide to begin again, tomorrow. 

 

 

 

Ian Gibbins 
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Four Frames 

 

 

 

 

Down Memory Lane  

 

a green shirt: 

in fact, a shirt that used to be green, 

now faded, buttons missing. 

‘looks pretty cool in it, doesn’t he?’ 

friends would say, 

many of them now part of memory. 

a green shirt— 

no more green 

collar drooping, cuffs frayed,  

buttonholes gaping. 

 

 

 

 

 

Adam’s Apple - An Old Story Re-told 

 

They hit the deck at the same time,  

though apart, 

and snored for centuries. 

He rose,  

with an apple-shaped dent,  

bang in the middle of his head; 

she, as plump and round as an orange. 

The law of gravitation soiled Adam; 

Eve spoiled the gravity of law. 

From that moment on,  

gravity is man, 

woman, transcendence.  
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Door Keeping 

 

a door 

opens 

shuts 

opens  

to let some in 

some others out 

shuts 

to keep some in 

some others out 

a door 

decides 

who’s in 

who’s out 

not the doorkeeper 

poor fella 

suspended  

on the threshold 

eternally . . . 

 

 

 

 

Lover Cancer 

 

Pray for poor father, 

a friend emailed, 

docs say he’s got lover cancer. 

Lover cancer! 

It must have been a slip of finger— 

he must have meant liver cancer. 

What a difference  

a single vowel can make!  

 

Md. Rezaul Haque 
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In Memoriam: Professor Md Enamul Hoque
1
 

 

 

 

It’s time to listen not to the noises  

of the world outside, but to the deep quiet  

within;  

it’s time to see not the violence  

of darkness stupefying the brilliant glow  

of light;  

it’s time to feel the placid pool 

inside and let the howling winds pass by; 

it’s time to taste the nectar in a sieve 

and leave the world to all its monkey tricks; 

it’s time, friend, not to settle an old score, 

 but just to forgive and be forgiven; 

it’s time to look back at the times when life  

seemed not a nightmare but a splendid dream.  

Teach me, friend, how to love and sing and pray— 

so sure is the end, so close the hours of grey.   

 

 

Md Rezaul Haque 

  

 

 

                                                           
1
 This sonnet is a small way of paying homage to the cherished memory of my teacher, Professor Md 

Enamul Hoque, of the Department of English at the University of Rajshahi, Bangladesh, who passed 

away in January 2012.  
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Crossing the Equator 

 

 

It was mayhem when we crossed the equator 

I didn’t know what to expect 

So I hid behind a bench on deck 

and peered through slats 

to watch old Neptune march around the pool 

his long white hair gleaming 

like seaweed, his silver trident catching the sun. 

Many of the passengers wore their clothes 

inside out, but some were looking sheepish. 

It was ambivalent fun, tainted with threat.  

Somebody said we would be thrown overboard 

into the swirling ocean, protected 

against sharks and drowning. I trembled behind 

the bench as a man in trunks was caught 

in a cascade of cold spaghetti and a cloud 

of flour dust drifted down from above 

settling on heads and shoulders. 

 

After a while, my mother coaxed me out to join the party. 

Exposed, I was a target catching my own drift 

of flour dust, then scooped up roughly I was thrown 

into the baptismal pool to qualify for a certificate. 

It wasn’t so bad, my fear was of uncertainty 

but now I was one of them. 

 

There was a dust storm when we crossed the equator 

a thick red veil as far as I could see. I’m sure we had to alter course 

and cross back over. Neptune didn’t make a second appearance 

he gave up his costume and became one of the crew. 

When the celebrations were over and most of the passengers 

back in their cabins, I sat alone on the bench that had hidden me 

listening to an eerie silence, watching the red sky darken 

wondering about the new world we were soon to enter. 

 

 

 

Deb Matthews-Zott 
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Invisible Borders 

 

We drove north from Dublin     

between stone walls and hedges 

bound for Bailieborough, 

down through Greaghnadarragh 

listening to the Irish language 

radio station, not understanding 

a word but loving the sounds. 

The soft rain glistened on stones 

and dripped from branches, 

threatening to turn to ice. 

On the main street of the village 

my ancestors called home, 

half the shops had my name 

written above the door 

and half the pubs were closed. 

We ate lunch in the Bailie Hotel, 

served massive platefuls 

and pints by a distant relation. 

 

Late in the afternoon, long past 

Kingscourt, Carrickmacross, 

and Kavanagh country, 

you sat in the passenger seat 

as we crossed the invisible border, 

cradling a bottle of Aussie red 

picked up at a petrol station 

on the outskirts of Dundalk. 

We drove through the shadows 

of the mountains of Mourne 

down to Warrenpoint, searching 

for your grandfather’s summer 

home in the gloaming as darkness 

descended on Carlingford Lough.  

 

After dark, we drove deeper 

into the north, through 

Newtownhamilton, Lisnadill 

and Armagh to Loughall, 

where an old friend waited 

with a warm meal and whiskey 

to guide us safely across borders 

we could not see, navigating 

cartography only visible to a local. 
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Remember Armagh 

 

Remember that night in Armagh? 

When the locals in the pub 

Asked where we’d come from? 

Remember the sneer 

In the voice of the sloshed 

Middle-aged regular at the bar –  

Why would anyone want to go 

To Dublin? – she slurred, her face 

Turning uglier as she dragged 

Out the final syllables, 

The silence hanging loudly 

At the end of the question 

Implying there was absolutely 

Nothing possibly worth seeing 

Or doing south of the border 

In the Republic. We muttered 

Something in a light-hearted 

Tone about relatives, museums 

And pubs, not wanting to stir up 

Any troubles and turned back 

To our mates. Soon signs 

Were made, looks exchanged, 

Pints drained purposefully, 

Coats and hats donned 

As we headed for the door 

In search of a peaceful place 

For a few quiet pints by the fire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

Nathanael O’Reilly. Three poems: ‘Invisible Borders’, ‘Remember Armagh’ and ‘The Hill of 
Tara’ Transnational Literature Vol. 4 no. 2, May 2012. 

http://fhrc.flinders.edu.au/transnational/home.html 

 
 

 

The Hill of Tara 

 

Lacking a rag, I tied 

a fresh white handkerchief 

to a tree on the Hill of Tara 

late last December 

and silently thought 

a prayer for my daughter 

taking comfort in a ritual 

that was foreign to me 

but routine for my people 

seeking to connect 

in some small way 

through a simple gesture 

to my ancestors who ruled 

the land spread before me 

all the way to the horizon 
 

Nathanael O’Reilly 
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CAMEO BRACELET 

 
‘…no matter how new…the new and young, might turn out to be, they were all born 

throughout the centuries to a natural or historical spectacle that essentially was always the 

same.’  Hannah Arendt, On Revolution
1
 

 

‘O how many noble deeds of women are lost in obscurity!’ Seneca Consolation to Helvia 

(XIX, 5)
2
 

 
i.m.  Irmline Veit - Brause 

 

 

cameo bracelet  

women facing opposite directions  

looking to the past to understand the present 

tenuous balance 

 

hyphenated surname 

yet feminism denied 

until male colleague quipped 

Saved from the kitchen sink !  

fond memories camouflage bitterness 

childhood in Hitler’s Germany 

peripatetic schooling 

post graduate studies 

circuitous daily trips 

east to west – west to east 

                                                           
1
 Hannah Arendt On Revolution Penguin Books Reprint 1990 p28 

2
 Seneca Dialogues and Letters Penguin Classics 1997 p27 
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marriage – motherhood – migration 

Sri Lanka – Australia 

family life – domesticity – academic career 

histiography – nationalism – philosophy of science 

international committees – study tours – Max Planck Institute 

archives Vienna – Berlin 

 

cameo bracelet  

women facing opposite directions  

researching the past to understand the present 

carved path of creativity and contradiction 

 

mother visited  

unlike you cowed by generational tradition 

unfulfilled professional ambitions 

daughters – medical – architectural  – achievements 

then youngest succumbed to brain tumour 

and you – assaulted by Myeloma – flouted pessimism  

red dyed hair – swirling gypsy skirt  

bold crafted dress rings 

diamond pearl earrings  

colourful pashmina shawl  – feathered hat  

greeted chemo nurses who flaunted optimism 
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flowers in their hair  

countless tests – creatinine battles  

elegance submitted to white gown  

bruised arms – blood shot eyes 

Pamela Bone’s bad hair days 

 

cameo bracelet  

women facing opposite directions  

mourning the past to understand the present 

strong willed – attuned to mortality 

 

engagement in political – social debates 

frustration with colleague indifference 

paucity of email interchange 

cancelled overseas plans 

isolated intellectual  

reading – writing – reviewing letters of Isaiah Berlin 

last coffee outing at Fleischers 

drooping potted cyclamens – orchids – daffodils 

flank your study door  

tended by distraught partner  

saddened by loss of a scholar 

who rejoiced in her overflowing book lined sanctuary 
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memorial to their deceased daughter 

decorated with pottery – photographs – countless files and offprint piles 

 

cameo bracelet  

women facing opposite directions  

preserving the past to understand the present 

sticky yellow notes attached to companionless computer 

August 2010 
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NOSTOS
3
 

To Ithacan seamen who embrace forever the waves.
4
 

 

And the moral of it all? This. 

You embark; you make the voyage; you reach port: step ashore, then. 

Into another life? Marcus Aurelius
5
 

 

Nostalgia disembarks from ferry Kefalonia in the quivering Ionian seas at Piso Aetos, 

welcomed by stone laden mountains, torrents of rain; drives through winding roads to 

the harbour promenade of Vathy, where shoals of fishes swim close to shore & octopi 

taunt townsfolk chasing a tasty morsel. 

 

Catlike nostalgia  

slinks through unfamiliar territory 

where repositories of lost generations await resurrection –  

 in Kioni, alongside cemetery beach, 

weaves through iron gate, long grasses,  

over rubbish & broken stones, to find family graves. 

 in Vathy, scrambles up steep road,  

seeks directions 

Why bother to go to a cemetery! a toothless man asks,  

You’re not from here! 

slithers around headstones, bristles in disappointment 

until smell of brine stakes its territory & she sprawls  

on the Dracoulis Mansion door mat, embossed in family history, 

strokes cream parchment museum records of 

forebears, who sailed to the antipodes. 

                                                           
3 Return home, homeward. 
4 The inscription on a memorial overlooking the harbour of Vathy opposite the Dracoulis Mansion.  The memorial features a 

giant black anchor that frames the harbour and mountains.  
5Marcus Aurelius Meditations Translated with an Introduction by Maxwell Staniforth Book 3 Penguin Classics 1964.p55 
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scuttles over the promenade, where tourist yachts moor & cafés tout for euro 

rich customers, to catch a tidbit of conversation, clues to her heritage,  

a writhing octopus, trawling through unfamiliar ocean beds,  

clinging to fragments of generational anecdotes & embroidered lace heirlooms, 

questioning shopkeepers, gleaning ancestor’s lives from postcards & sepia 

photographs, exploring handmade seafaring arts & craft artifacts,  

responding  to curiosity about identity & absence. 

treads pebbles in bay of Filiatro  

where a woman bathes in speckled seas, near a rusted caique, with her dog,  

where youths prepare for the tourist season, slash overgrown grasses  

that choke adjoining olive groves, then on the road to Anoghi,  

meets a grizzled white haired shepherd who 

bemoans the exodus from Ithaca in the early 1900’s,  

first to Romania then Australia &America, 

now Albanian children populate village schools. 

 

In a Cavafy
6
 moment that can no longer ignore her dual identity 

tearful nostalgia embarks from Vathy in a misty dawn, 

chattels overburdened with unresolved questions, 

placated by a vista of mountains & seascapes 

that glitter in farewell, command return. 

Like Byron, who visited Ithaca in 1828, she 

desires to bury her books here & never go away. 
7
 

 

Loula Rodopoulos 

 

                                                           
6 Refers to Ithaca, a well-known poem by Constantine Cavafy about life, death and return. 
7 Memorial stone in Vathy for the Commemoration of Byron’s stay in Ithaca, August 1828 
If this island belonged to me I would bury all my books here and never go away. 
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Further Symptoms 

 
After Nathanael O’Reilly’s Symptoms of Homesickness 

 

Replaying it over again. Elaborating 

and further defining the conversation 

you’re not likely to have with your boss,  

The one where you inform him that despite it all 

you are leaving for home at the end of the semester.  

 

Driving to Canada because it’s more like home. 

Little things add up to a vibe 

that simply seems ‘more right’, 

all the while knowing that these 

little things, in and of themselves, 

appear silly and inconsequential. 

 

Scouring the Niagara Peninsula for British bakeries  

where scowling Scotsmen in pastry-caked aprons 

sell meat pies, sausage rolls and pasties. 

Dragging yourself through the Caribbean grocery stores  

of Toronto at dawn 

looking for an angry Milo fix. 

 

Sticking metallic decals of the Southern Cross 

on your rear window. Carrying receipts 

in your wallet from the pubs and country cafes 

you went to on your last trip home. 

 

Owning The Man From Snowy River and its sequel. 

Owning Mad Max and Road Warrior. 

Not owning Beyond Thunderdome, because it was shit. 

Seeing Baz Luhrman’s Australia, because it was glorious shit. 

Watching all eighty-nine minutes of the very shitty Olsen Twins film, 

Our Lips Are Sealed. 

 

It was filmed in Sydney. 
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Finally nailing the tricky third verse 

of I Still Call Australia Home, 

as printed in The Aussie Shower Songbook, 

which your sister sent over for Chrissy one year. 

Naming your daughters Olivia and Elle, 

and watching the Ashes online in the work day wee hours. 

 

A longing for the Gallipoli Peninsular, 

and an inexplicable affection for Turks. 

Using phrases such as “Don’t go the raw prawn with me”, 

and “Are you putting on the dog?” which, 

if you’re honest with yourself, 

are archaic and you know it. 

 

You learned them from Gallipoli in 1983, 

but you use them anyway, 

fully aware that you sound like a dickhead. 
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Talk Australian for us 

 

Talk Australian for us 

go on 

talk Australian 

 

I don't care what he says 

I just like the sound of him talking. 

 

(Uh, yeah mate. I'm still here. 

Right beside you. 

Didn’t wander an inch.) 

 

Be Australian for us 

make yourself comfortable 

we’ve got a box for you 

 

I’ve always wanted to go there 

but I’m afraid the flight will be too long. 

 

(Wait there a sec – did you actually say that? 

Or did I just read the ‘box-thing’ 

In your eyes?) 

 

Talk Australian for us 

I have a few diphthongs to spare 

so I can do it – wanna hear me? 

[…] 

There! 

I'm Australian too. 

 

Sean Scarisbrick 
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Green Sun 

 

  

 

Once an old bird-watcher told me 

of the songs of Spanish birds. 

Apart from this 

I know little of that land. 

Huge bulls, ancient churches, 

great wars and wooden warring ships. 

Nothing to interest me. 

 

I, who prophesy 

by reading the stars and the wind, 

now think of that country. 

 

And of you seated on a bench 

in an unknown park. 

 

Over the phone you ask me the time; 

through you, I hear that place. 

Without your knowledge, the wind creeps into your phone 

reaching my village. 

 

I mark the time of the sun with the sap 

of a green leaf from the western ghats, 

so that you can read it. 

 

May your lips 

that resemble the setting sun of Spain 

be reborn green 

from a touch of Dravidian language. 
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Below the Sun, Above the Sea 
 

  

 

From one star to another, a bird flew 

in search of a space to build her nest. 

One by one she arranged the words. 

 

Under the bird’s weight 

stars slid from the night sky. 

Taking note, the moon entered a tumble of clouds and closed the door. 

 

Next morning, the blue sea observed 

another sun in the tears of the bird, 

so offered her a space beside its glowing flag, 

along a stretched dream sailing its way to Nazareth. 

 

Below the sun, above the sea, 

connecting alphabets together, 

she made her nest. 

There she sat, 

a tiny spot of elegance. 

 

Through flickering eyelids, 

she beheld the beginning of a life. 

 

 

 

 

Water and Earth 

  
 
 

she wishes ... 

to carve a sculpture from stone and wood 

  

in the rain she carves letters, 

under the full moon she carves the dance of tripurasundari, 

into rivers, clouds and waterfalls she carves purity, light, simplicity, 

within the ocean she carves movements 

  

from each ray of the sun she carves a man 

and into each of his eyes the pulse of the sun, 

drawing the blueprints on the leaves of palms and the sands of streams 
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she carves the ages in memories 

in fire she carves butterflies; 

still the city edges on madness 

and hunger hides on the other side of night; 

she carves depth in the figureless, 

food in the figured, 

and the cry of a child in the heart 

  

now she wishes ... 

to carve a ship from stone and wood 
 

  

a sailor with unshadowed face arises from the ship, 

long arms bearing the sun, he swims 

over sunken sculptures 

through mighty waves 

seeking his sculptor 

  

with his fingers in hers 

she draws a new orbit for the moon 

 

 

 

Annual Meeting 

  

  

Wild Dogs were 

the lords of howl 

that day 

  

Cat led the inaugurator Rat 

to the dais 

  

prayer by Hens, 

suddenly 

a blackout 

  

Wolves held aloft 

overflowing flames 

  

voice of the Striped 

intoxicated the Spotted 

  

Frog, the pickpocket, 

paddled into darkness 

  

welcome, felicitation, vote of thanks 
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droned in couplets 
  

Fox playing on Tortoise-tabla 

ignored 

Rabbit playing on Crocodile strings 

  

electricity returned 

for the entertainments 

Crickets prepared for dance 

Owls tightened the death beat 

Bats applauded feverishly 

from the audience 

  

curtain was brought down 

light and sound were wrapped up 

all left 

  

as always 

the ants 

remained. 

 

   

Kaaladeepakam 
 

 

Here goes the procession of death   

through the ribs of dry leaves.  

 

Quietly yawned  

the sleeping heart of the peacock. 

 

The blue-neck of writhing death. 

Snakeskin entangled the legs.  

  

A rusty vel.  

 

 
Note: Kaaladepakam is an ancient Indian text of astrology. Vel is the spear-like weapon held by Lord 

Muruka, the son of Siva, who is considered to be the lord of astrology. He rides on a peacock. 
 

 

Syam Sudhakar 
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Where Do I Belong? 

 

Where do I belong? 

When cut off from my ancestral home 

Those familiar landscapes and terrains 

Spaces rich with signs and symbols of my clan 

Drums and dances evoking faceless spirits in dark forest! 

 

Where is my identity? 

When I’m divided into multiple selves  

Trying to fit in the new worlds I was transported into 

Those gigantic lands breathing cruel air against our race 

Teaching us ways to erase remains of home left in our mindscape! 

 

What home means to me now? 

When my past never abandons my present 

Fragments of memories haunt me throughout 

Locating, dislocating and relocating my sense of self 

Caught up in a flux of never ending quest for permanence! 

 

Omila Thounaojam 
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In the murdered peace 

 

 

We shall be buried to the silent breeze 

under the closed eyelids 

of absence,                                                                     

in the entrenched color between the eyes of freedom, 

in the waving rags of lost peace.                                    

With the face extended to the defeated sun 

and our mouths drained of words.      

                              

We shall be dead when the birds’ song stops, 

and ravens come to party to the battlefield. 

The germinating seeds of anger flourish 

and the graveyard 

asks us the price of our uncertainty.         

                     

We shall be lost in the past tense, 

swinging swords into the blindness unsuccessfully, 

wishing for the one we’ve lost in shadows, 

paying high taxes for the mending of our broken wings. 

 

 

Jael Uribe 
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Music 

Translated from the French of Charles Baudelaire 

 

 

Music often sweeps me away like the sea! 

                 My faint star calls, 

and into the mist or ether, utterly free,  

                 I hoist my sails. 

 

Chest filled with the bracing air that swells 

                 the canvas taut, 

I escalade the towering ocean walls 

                 veiled by night; 

 

I feel the vessel’s passion and its pain 

                 close as my pulse. 

Fair wind or foul, every stress and strain  

 

                 across the abyss 

will cradle me. Till dead calm mirrors there 

                 my own despair.         
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The Cry of an Icarus 

Translated from the French of Charles Baudelaire 

 

They’re happy, fit, replete, those crowds 

of lucky men who truck with whores. 

But me—I reached up for the stars 

and broke both arms embracing clouds. 

 

So I can thank those peerless ones 

blazing through the endless skies 

that I see through my scorched-out eyes 

only the memory of suns. 

 

In vain I’ve yearned to know all space 

from end to end, its very heart; 

I feel my wings searing apart 

under some fiery alien gaze. 

 

I offered beauty all my love, 

and burn for it, denied even this— 

the honour of naming the abyss 

which now must serve me as a grave. 

 

Jan Owen 


