A beginning

The struggle for the daily bread is an everyday question

At times outside the door, at times inside

I’m a worker, a flaming sword

Listen, you intellectuals! I’m going to commit a crime.


I’ve suffered, witnessed, explored a bit


The sweet ache of my world lies in it


I’ve messed up, missed out and learnt new stuff


The way I live, that’s the way I’m in words.

Bread’s my first love, I agree, but I need something more

That’s why my world’s casting the royal seal

It’s here that I drop flowers into the palms of my words

It’s here that I give swords into the hands of my words.


I haven’t arrived alone; the epoch’s with me


Beware; this is the beginning of the storm


I’m a worker, a shining sword


Listen, you intellectuals! A crime’s about to happen.

Original Marathi poem titled “Chaar Shabda” [Nivdak Narayan Surve (Selected Poetry of Narayan Surve), ed. Kusumagraj, Lok Vangmay Griha, Mumbai, 1999, p. 1.]
