Karl Marx

Right at my first strike

I met Marx so…

At the centre of the procession

I held his banner on my shoulders.

Janaki Akka said, “ Know this chap –

This is our Marcus Baba.

He was born in Germany, wrote a sackful of books

And passed away in England.

You know, for a mendicant

All lands are the same…

Like you, he too had four kids.”

Right at my first strike action

I met Marx so…

Later: I was speaking at a meeting,

– So, what’s the cause of this depression?

What’s the source of poverty?

Again, Marx came up; I’ll tell you, he said

And went on speaking incessantly…

Just the other day, he stood listening to the speech at a gate meeting.

I said –

“Now we alone are the heroes of history

And of all the biographies to come too.”

He was the one who clapped loudly then.

Laughing spontaneously, he came forward,

Put his arm around my shoulders and said,

“So, do you write poems or what…?  

Great!

I, too, liked Goethe.”

Original Marathi poem titled “Karl Marx” [Nivdak Narayan Surve (Selected Poetry of Narayan Surve), ed. Kusumagraj, Lok Vangmay Griha, Mumbai, 1999, p. 35.]
