<
:
5
<
S
0!




Vintage Courtyard
Subir Sarkar

About the Poet

Subir Sarkar, born in 1970, West Bengal, India, is one of poets
with a distinguished voice of poetical language of the '90s. He is
widely interested in folk-song and subaltern history. He travels in
his magic-world to have a one Bengal indeed where he'll sell his

infinite dreams. Three awards are in his wallet so far, but he is
indifferent in such matter, as everyday he receives them from the

common-folk, from the lonely wood and its unnumbered birds ,

from their cries & laughter , from the word of warm boiled rice of
an earthen pot on a dying fire, and so on. Thousand silent tears of
the path towards man are alive in his heart. They fall in him like
nectar that he stores like the broken playthings of his little
daughter.
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11.
Inside a perfect wheat-field
When noon sleeps, air sweeps over everything
And you scattering all the chirkuts
Gather loneliness. Only the postmodern berry- bushes
Are the den which is leaning on the smile and agony.
Compulsory stables on the next issue.
Owls are sitting on the footnote
On the road of broken sleep, we
Lost
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13.

I stumble being a part of the written narrative.
Can you bring the distant news?

Crossing the society is fish-market.

I walk along the shades of Haria-cloud.
Conceal crying within self.

Somewhere the kathidhol.

Memo and currency.

Outstretch its wings the bird on a tour.
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Rightly conscious the thirst

The long rainy day

Walking cannot finish the long road
Myna on the curve

Ashes of unpuffed cigarettes

1.Ghunghur:An instrument , made of metal, making music while
wearing around the anklets in classical dance.

2.Chirkuts: A tiny piece of paper.

3.Haria: A local home-made wine made of rice.

4.Kathidhol: A type of Indian native drum.
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