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Four Poems by Juli Capilla 

Translated and introduced by Jorge Salavert 

 

Juli Capilla (València, 1970) is a young poet whose verse has received many awards 

and prizes. His poetry books include Llibre dels exilis (Book of Exiles), Aimia 

(Beloved),  L’instant fugaç (The Fleeting Instant), awarded the 2008 Ibn Jadafja 

Poetry Prize, and Raspall, which received the 2009 Roís de Corella City of Valencia 

Prize. He has also penned an award-winning novel, L'home de Melbourne (2005), and 

several books for children and young readers. 

As a professional writer, Capilla has worked as a style corrector and editor for 

several newspapers, magazines and journals, and as a Lecturer in Catalan Literature 

and Language at two universities. Capilla has also edited an annotated anthology of 

the late Valencian poet Vicent Andrés Estellés. 

These four poems, whose original titles are ‘La collita’, ‘La sang’, ‘L’infant 

etern’ and ‘Mort,’ belong to Raspall, the book with which Capilla’s work has 

unquestionably reached maturity. Raspall is divided into two main sections, the 

second comprising two poems about the Valencian sport of raspall, the autochthonous 

mode of pelota played in the local trinquet.
1
 The two lengthy poems in the second 

section extol the ancient Valencian culture and call on the members of the community 

to take pride in their varied cultural expressions and their own language, endangered 

by many years of linguistic oppression under Franco in Spain and currently threatened 

by assimilatory policies from the central and the right-wing regional governments. 

The first section of Raspall pays homage to the rural environment, the small 

Valencian towns and villages frequently disparaged by urban dwellers. ‘Harvest’ has 

a rural theme at its centre, but its subtext points to sexual awakenings and ripeness, 

too. The poems in this larger section outline poignant scenes of home life, as in 

‘Blood’, while there are also sober reflections on memory and the passage of time 

(‘The Eternal Child’) and on death (‘Death’). 

 

 

Harvest 

 

It was the season of covetous fruits; 

an age discharged in abundance; 

the taut time of the rapier and the rage, 

of the irate needle, of fingers, 

rotund grapes; a time when the sun 

projected its metallic light 

upon the impatience of a febrile body; 

an age of portentous gestures, 

                                                        

1
 The Valencian trinquet is usually about 11 m wide and up to 60 m long, with walls about 6 m high. 

The ball is made of hard-pressed wool, wrapped around with tough hand-sewn leather. Traditionally, 

the sport used to be played on village streets (Translator’s note). 
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of accurate, measured glances 

at the sceptre; an oneiric concavity 

that connected into fragments 

of a mutilated memory,
2
 of peonies 

brusquely, indignantly uprooted, 

like unsullied notes on a stave 

enraging a deaf musician. 

 

 

Blood 

 

This blood gushing out of his mouth 

is the same trickle of blood – it’s identical! – 

one day it poured forth from me, 

as I cut my tongue through 

when I fell off a rocking chair. 

My sister witnessed my calamity, 

sensing my pain, feeling sorry for me; 

this stubborn blood is the same one 

now soaking the urgent tea-towel fetched from the kitchen, 

in the arms of the mother who now rocks 

the frightened, groaning child; 

the porch whitened with warm lime, 

the skylight that filtered the beam 

of sunlight into the tenants’ flat downstairs: 

the spare, torrid inner exile 

I sometimes lapse into when I evoke 

the childhood scene I’m living now 

when I see my son in his mother’s lap 

crying over the fuss of his own blood, 

which is my blood and my own pain. 

 

 

The Eternal Child 

 

I feel the weight of these carobs,
3
 

I cup my hands and inhale their smell 

before picking out the best: 

I separate the ones I will not need, 

and dump them into a basket, into cloth bags; 

I carry them and pile them on the trailer. 

 

                                                        

2
 Oneiric: Of or pertaining to dreams (Translator’s note). 

3
 From the Arabic ‘al kharrūbah’, also known as ‘algarrobas’ or ‘St John’s bread’; carob seeds are 

finely ground and used in cooking, especially as a substitute for chocolate (Translator’s note). 
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Even now I can feel the cool water 

trickling down my cheeks, 

rushing through my throat, like bubbles 

of a delight at once unique and true. 

 

The evening becomes neat, taut, 

it cancels the tiny hands on the clock, 

and makes Life quiver in all its beauty. 

 

If there’s a full moon, I instantly return 

to my childhood: 

   a little boy who wonders 

at the forlorn, timeless air 

of that fleeting moment, almost perfect; 

a boy who listens, runs, laughs, kisses and breathes, 

who trembles, jumps, touches, looks… and cries. 

 

Death 
 

And what will it be like, when we – you or I – are dead? 

 

There will be a slight breath of Life left; 

perhaps a sigh, a gesture, a glance; 

your hands distributing hedonist 

slogans, those carpe diem taunts, 

swapping almonds for memories; 

the echo of the sphere crinkling up 

the mass of a hardly perceptible wind; 

the indelible image of those days 

when you returned from playing at the trinquet: 

I was the little boy reinforcing certainties 

when I welcomed you at the doorway; 

the ritual silence at dinnertime: 

— “while eating, you need to shut your mouth”— 

all five of us around the household light; 

the fragrance, or the obvious perfumes in the bathroom 

when you would comb your hair before going out to work; 

the quiver of the hoarse voice 

that has been rocking us from the day of our birth 

to the last one that has been anticipated… 

 

I know not what it’ll be like, in the end, 

when we’re all away from everyone else and everything else, 

but this ‘rational’ animal 

likes to think, to take delight in things, 

even though this one may be  
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hardly a profitable way to fight the pain 

of knowing ourselves to be decay, 

    the half-dead living 

who gauge the beat of hours 

with the dosage of an impending nostalgia, 

and who ineffectually struggle 

to adjourn the fate mandated, 

wherein, 

 in the end, 

    we will be dead 

 

— you and I. 
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The Naked Truth
1
 

Harikrishan Kaul 

Translated and introduced by Ishrat Bashir 

 

A well-known Kashmiri short story writer, Harikrishna Kaul was born in 1934 in 

Srinagar. He taught Hindi literature from 1961 to 1989 in the various colleges of 

Kashmir. He started writing in Kashmiri after 1966. Though many of his short stories 

were published earlier in local journals like Sheeraza, he published his landmark 

collection of short stories Pata Laaraan Parbath (The Hills Chase Me) in 1972. 

Another collection Haalas Chhu Rotul (It Is Night Yet) was published in 1974. One of 

the stories from the second collection titled ‘Kath Chhi Zevi Hanz, Sawal Chhu 

Thooluk’ (‘The Matter of Tongue, the Question of Egg’) was suspected in official 

circles of having been based on a true life scandal, and the author was pressurized to 

withdraw it. Kaul did not relent and published the book at his own expense after 11 

years in 1985. It was followed by two more collections of short stories Yeth Razdaane 

(In This City) in 1996 and Zool Apariyam (Distant Lights) in 2001. Kaul also 

published two collections of short stories in Hindi: Tokri Bhar Dhoop (A Basketful of 

Sunshine) and Arthi (Funeral). 

* * * 

Thank God! I got the taxi right at my doorstep. 

I told the driver to rush straight to the college and I looked at my face in the 

rear view mirror. My ears were still smeared with soap-lather; I wiped it off with my 

handkerchief. The knot of my necktie had disappeared under the wing of my shirt 

collar, I straightened it. Looked at my watch. It showed three to ten. The class would 

start exactly at 10:00 am. It seemed that I’d be late today as well, and again would 

have to put up with Sahab’s indignation with a bowed head. 

 The taxi dropped me outside the college gate at three past ten. I thought Sahab 

would be at the front door, better take the back door stealthily to the class. Ah! My 

bad luck and noting else! This time Sahab was in the back lawn talking to a few 

professors. Pretending that I hadn’t seen them, I climbed the stairs in just a few 

strides, dashed into the classroom, directly went to the board and wrote the day’s 

topic. All of a sudden, there was some commotion in the class. I turned to look at the 

boys, they were roaring with laughter. The only girl in the class sat with her head 

down. Amidst this clamour, a boy stood up and pointed with his finger at my legs. I 

too looked at my legs, and was thunderstruck. I had put on my shirt, coat and tie, but I 

had forgotten to put on my pants in hurry. 

 I sank in the chair and hid my legs behind the desk. I felt as if my life was 

slipping out through the very legs, and that I’d collapse on the floor with a bang. I 

held on tightly to the desk. I broke out into sweat. I couldn’t understand why this did 

happen to me. Accepted! I’ve become forgetful. Sometimes I forget my pen and at 

other times my handkerchief. At times, I board a tonga and forget that I don’t carry 
                                                           

1
 Translation of the title is taken from the translation of the same story by Professor Neerja Mattoo.  
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any money to pay the fare. But this kind of thing has never happened to me. Why did 

this happen today? 

Going to college without your pants on is not a minor crime. That too in a 

college where boys and girls study together! Even the greatest retribution would not 

condone for such an offence. But how can I accept that I’m a criminal? That I have 

committed a crime? I haven’t come naked here on purpose. Besides, it wasn’t just my 

obligation to see whether I’ve put on my pants or not. It was the responsibility of 

others as well. Let’s accept that I didn’t remember to put on my pants but others 

should have pointed it out to me. It’s not only my mistake. It is theirs as well. 

I sat in the taxi, naked; the taxi driver should have cautioned me. But why 

should he have cared? He was only concerned about his money. Wasn’t it also the 

duty of the watchman at the college gate? Oh yes! Now I remember. As I entered the 

college, he was about to say something but then decided not to. May be the poor man 

didn’t want to get himself into trouble. Just four months back he had reported that the 

roll no. 7 girl from the final year and a professor of chemistry were performing 

practical in chemistry lab till late in the evening. While the professor got out clean, 

the poor peon’s salary was withheld for two months for reporting wrongly. But still, 

he should have at least whispered into my ear that I was naked. Where would I have 

got the nerve to complain against him? But he was perhaps afraid. I don’t understand 

why people are afraid these days of the things they should not. 

 Perhaps, I too am worrying in vain. Why should I be scared when I haven’t 

done it on purpose? I should have been afraid had it been an intentional act, if I had 

deliberately come naked to the college. My intentions were clear. So far as 

forgetfulness is concerned, it could not be helped! To err is human. Even the Sahab 

had forgotten his watch the day before yesterday. Nobody reprimanded him for that! 

Why should anyone come down on me? His watch was worth three to four hundred 

rupees while my pants don’t even cost thirty rupees.  

 I didn’t start a new lesson that day. I asked the boys to jot down in their 

notebooks quietly what we had done the day before. They took out their notebooks 

and started writing. I looked out of the window. Many professors stood in the lawn 

outside. When I looked carefully, it seemed that they had laid siege to my classroom 

on Sahab’s orders. 

 So, it was clear that Sahab had actually seen me in this condition and now he 

had me arrested in my classroom. He stood there thinking something to himself at a 

short distance from the professors. After sometime he went into his office and a 

professor addressed to another professor thus: 

 ‘I will let you know all that happened then; I acted prudent and put on my 

pants at once. She played possum as if she were still unconscious … When they 

entered the room, what could they find? They were ashamed of themselves … what I 

mean to say is that to cover one’s tracks is important … Not like him!’  

 The other professor, who was a little elderly, added, ‘O yes! God should cover 

up everyone’s flaws and imperfections!’ 

 I thought to jeer at them from here and tell them that I didn’t need any cover 

up. Have I committed any sin? Had I been conscious of it, I would have put on my 

pants. They could take me anywhere to swear upon this! Actually, due to some 

problem, I had to keep awake till midnight as a consequence of which I woke up a bit 
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late in the morning. Still, I was able to finish shaving, bathing and having breakfast by 

9:00 am. I put some loose change, a cigarette pack, a matchbox, a handkerchief and a 

fountain pen into my coat pockets. After making all these preparations, I sat myself 

down to revise my lecture. This clock runs pretty smooth till 9:00 am but after that 

something happens to it and it suddenly jumps to 9:30 or 9:45. I have felt this many a 

times. The same thing happened today. I quickly took off my shirt and pyjamas and 

changed into a new shirt, wore a tie, put on my coat and left. I didn’t want to miss my 

class. Boys could not be left free. If they aren’t engaged, they will shout slogans and 

light firecrackers. It is also possible that they might start some kind of agitation that 

will put the whole country on fire. The government will be in trouble. This might 

harm its interests. Being a government employee, its interests are my interests. That is 

why I was in such a hurry to reach my college. Damn my being in such hurry! 

 Sahab came out of his room and joined the professors who had laid siege to 

me. He said to them, ‘I had gone to call the Honourable Minister. He said he himself 

would arrive on the scene.’ 

 The earth seemed slipping away from under my feet. It wasn’t understandable 

to me how this matter was so grave that the Minister had to be called. Is the Minister 

informed about everything that happens in the college? Anyway I know how to 

explain myself to him. I will submit to him that I erred … Not a mistake but 

forgetfulness. After 35, everyone is infected with this ailment of forgetfulness. I will 

remind him that a few years back he had promised that if he was elected to the office, 

he would end the evils of corruption and lawlessness in the state. But, after he 

assumed the office, he remained quiet busy due to which he could not fulfil his 

promises. He too forgot his promises. But his intentions were clear. Had he 

remembered, he would have wiped out the canker of corruption. Similarly, I too 

would have put on my trousers, had I remembered. God forbid my intentions were not 

wicked as his weren’t when he made his promises.  

 Suddenly I heard somebody’s sobs. I turned towards the class and what I saw 

was that the only girl in my class was weeping and dissolving in tears. I stood up and 

went to her. I too was feeling weepy. I pressed her head to my bosom and began 

crying myself. We both cried for a long time. Finally, she stood up and wiped my 

tears with her sari. Then she took the same sari from her shoulders and handed it to 

me. But I drew back to my chair and said, ‘You thought me so shameless a fellow? 

No! How could I cover my indecency by making you naked? I am not such a rogue. Is 

your sari the only thing left on earth to cover my shame with? Don’t worry. Don’t cry. 

Trust me! I will find some way out.’ 

 Sahab called a few more professors and the siege that was laid to me was 

further strengthened. He said to them, ‘Under rules, we cannot enter the classroom. 

As soon as the bell goes and the class is over, we will start our action. It is likely that 

the Honourable Minister also arrives by then.’ Looking at his watch, he added, ‘There 

are still 15 minutes for the bell to go.’ 

 I too looked at my watch. It was 10:18 am. The bell goes at 10:40 sharp which 

meant there were still 22 minutes to go. So Sahab told a sheer lie that there are only 

15 minutes for the bell to go. He deliberately deprived me of my 7 minutes. I was sure 

now that they are taking some revenge on me. I decided I won’t give away my 

precious 7 minutes. I won’t give up my right. Let them ring the bell after 15 minutes 
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only. But I will leave the class exactly after 22 minutes. Moreover, I was surprised 

why any of these professors didn’t tell Sahab that his watch was not correct; that there 

were 22, not 15, minutes left. Why didn’t anyone among them show some sympathy 

for me? Even if they had no sympathy for me, why didn’t they at least speak the 

truth? Nobody would take them to task for that! On the contrary, when Sahab said 

there were 15 minutes to go, some of them wound up their watches to synchronize 

with his. 

 Let them show no sympathy for me. Let them not dare speak the truth. What 

harm can they do me? My strength lies in my boys. If they are happy with me, no one 

can harm a hair on my head. I know I teach them well. I work hard for them. Today, I 

will try to make myself even more admirable to them. They will realize that only I am 

their friend and well-wisher. Today I will tell them clearly what happens to their 

money in the college. How the games fund is misappropriated. I will expose 

everything. Boys are sleeping tigers. I will wake them up. After that it is not my 

concern whose blood they drink! Who cared for me that I should worry for anyone. I 

licked my lips and got up, coughed a little, cleared my throat and addressed them, 

‘You know a part of the fee that you pay goes to the government but a major portion 

of it is retained in the college. This money is called College Fund. It must be spent on 

the students of the college and their welfare. But alas! This doesn’t happen. Do you 

know what happens to this money?’ 

 ‘Yes, we know,’ shouted one boy. 

 ‘Good!’ I asked him to stand up: ‘I thought you were in slumber, you didn’t 

know. But you are more aware than I am. I am very happy with you. Tell me what 

happens to the College Fund?’ 

 ‘I get fifty rupees daily.’ He replied and sat down. 

 ‘You get it but not everyone,’ I said betraying my anger. 

 ‘I get a cup of tea and two eggs every day,’ another boy stood up and said. 

 ‘I get ten rupees and a cinema ticket every week,’ the third boy said. 

 ‘We get money for cigarettes.’ The other boys stood and said together. 

 I was vanquished. I had thought many a things to myself. I had suspected 

Sahab takes all this money. I didn’t know that the money of the students is spent on 

them. I sighed, and defeated I said, ‘So everybody gets something!’ 

 ‘Yes, all of us,’ the boys shouted back unanimously. 

 ‘You too get something?’ I asked the only girl in the class. 

 ‘No,’ she shook her head. 

 I lit up again and started, ‘Why not? Don’t you pay the fee? Why this injustice 

to you? You should fight for your rights. I am with you.’ 

 ‘Can she shout slogans?’ A boy stood up and asked me. 

 ‘No,’ I replied. 

 ‘Can she light firecrackers?’ Another boy asked. 

 ‘No,’ I replied. 

 ‘Forget it then,’ he roared with laughter and sat down. 

 I forgot it and sank into my chair. 

 I glanced at my watch. It said 10:23 am. As per my calculation, there were still 

17 minutes for the bell to go but for Sahab only 10 minutes were left. After 10 

minutes, he will get them to ring the bell. Even if I don’t leave the class, the boys 
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cannot be held back. As soon as they hear the bell, they will run out. Here they leave, 

there the professors enter the room, some through the door and some through the 

windows, and nab me. Perhaps they will tie me to the chair. Then Sahab will enter 

and action will start against me. In short, my escape is impossible. 

 I looked again at my watch. There were only 9 minutes for the bell to go. After 

this, there will be only 8 minutes left. Then only 7… then 6 … But no! May be I 

won’t have to wait for the bell to go. I might drop dead before that. Before the bell 

strikes, I may breathe my last on this very chair ... 
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Two Poems by Marina Tsvetaeva (1892-1941)
1
  

Translated from the Russian by Jena Woodhouse 

 

2 
 

From these hands, my strange, my beauteous brother, 

Receive this city not wrought by men’s hands. 

 

All forty churches multiplied by forty 

And countless pigeons cooing from above; 

 

Spassky Cathedral, with its bud-like gates, 

Where Orthodox believers doff their caps; 

 

The starry chapel, sanctuary from evil, 

Its floor wiped clean by reverential lips; 

 

Five cathedrals, this unrivalled ring 

Accept from me, inspired, eternal friend. 

 

The garden of the Unexpected Joy  

Is where I’ll lead my guest come from afar. 

 

Bronze cupolas will gleam resplendently, 

The bells will thunder endlessly of glory, 

 

From crimson clouds, upon you will descend 

Raiments from the Holy Mother’s hands, 

 

And filled with wondrous powers, you will rise ... 

- You shall not repent, that you loved me.
2
 

 

 

6 
 

Above the deep-blue girdle of her groves 

Moscow’s church-bells drizzle rainy notes. 

Along Kaluga road the blind men rove - 

 

 

                                                 
1
 The poems translated here are from the cycle of nine ‘Poems about Moscow,’ composed between 31 

March and 16 August, 1916, on the eve of the Russian revolution (1917) which was to bring 

irrevocable change to the physical and metaphysical milieu of these texts (Translator’s note). 
2
 This is a free translation, since I have not been able to rhyme the couplets in English, as in the 

original. The poem is addressed to Osip Mandelstam (Translator’s note). 
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A road steeped in Kaluga’s songs and ways, 

Erasing and erasing all the names 

Of pilgrims, who in darkness hymn God’s praise. 

 

And I reflect: the time will come when I, 

Grown weary of you, friends, and of you, foes, 

And of the pliancy of Russian speech, 

 

Upon my breast a silver crucifix, 

Shall cross myself - and quietly set my feet 

Upon the hallowed old Kaluga road. 


