from My University
I had no home, nor relatives, but as much of land as I could walk on,

And shop sheds; the municipal footpaths were for free.

………

These ghettos, slums divided between communities, red bulbs on the doors, 

In the evenings, the noisy throngs swarming around the zoo at the centre.

In these rusted, hunger-charred, gloomy slums of Vandevadi,

Came in the tongas, horses were felled, I stood holding the horseshoe box.

“Come, catch the rope… yes, pull hard…scared? Are you a brahmin’s son or what?

We’re workers; hold the horse; ya, that’s good, my little horseshoer!”

Yakoob horseshoer laughed loudly. The horse got up shaking off the dust.

“A beedi for me, for you a jalebi”, and the second horse was downed.

Yakoob died in the riots; no blood ties, still I couldn’t stop crying.

When the bier was lifted, I added my voice to the funeral chant ‘Milad-Kalama’.


That day I wrote on a blank page of my mind, “Oh, Narayan,


These are the ways of the world of the unclothed; remember all the signs.”

Original Marathi poem titled “Maaze Vidyapeeth” [Nivdak Narayan Surve (Selected Poetry of Narayan Surve), ed. Kusumagraj, Lok Vangmay Griha, Mumbai, 1999, p. 12.]
