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Three Poems by Subhransu Maitra

TUMULT ON A SPRING NIGHT

When an unseasonal storm

gathers, strikes and plunges

in the fragile sphere of spring,

the spring night lets it get inside, merge,
regains the stillness of the void of being
and gets the dishevelled ancient darkness
back into starlit nakedness.

Once the pulse of being, becoming
resumes beating in silence,

big with primitive possibilities,

the night odours return wafted by the breeze,
and a cuckoo lets loose stubborn,
redolent, midnight festive notes

to moor the self-born sphere of spring,
that once bloomed around

Vidisha, Dhara, Mandu,

now in the moonlit untamed lanes

and streets of delinquent Kolkata

where city cats, dogs, owls

mewl bark hoot

to host and serenade the moon.
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SEVEN-DAY SPRING WAYLAID BY SHIMOOL TREES IN KOLKATA

In an ungrieving mournful homage

to kindred sky, kindred sunset,
kindred minds and tenacious affinities
with affectionate spring evenings,
paying homage to the whole artifice,
the wayside shimool blossomer

sheds its expiring red, scarlet jewels
on the traces of

fugitive, disappearing spring

and threads the fallen flower pearls
into a weary ragged tapestry

bordered by loads of thick red petals
along the kerb of the pavement

on Theatre Road of salons and slums
where shimool trees of dazzling boughs
anchor, beget, enact

the seven-day spring,

its quiet floral tumult

and its feeble overture to reckless vigour
in rapture,

in distress.
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ON A FABLED PORTRAIT (ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS, KOLKATA)

Those dear limbs,

those flammable creases of sari,

so proudly achieved through

subversive nurture of longing

and manic excavation of time

on a few sanctified, reimagined

square feet of canvas hollowed

out of infinite space,

once more cast the ever-returning charm

of distress, ecstasy,

of being, becoming, erasure, return,

on the unrehearsed lone spectator

trailing the traces of spring,

on the unrehearsed fluid forlorn late winter afternoon
trailing the traces of spring,

on the unrehearsed young casual actors out there--
young men and women

talking of theatre and films

trailing the traces of spring...........

Bio-Note :

Familiar as a translator of Bangla fiction, poetry and prose into English, Subhransu Maitra is also a
poet with two published books of verse, namely, When My Mother Sang and Dark Harvest.
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