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Selected Poems

Keshav Anuragi

Herq IRTM

IE Bl U TG @ WATes Herd IR gel T

31k &% Y FR-TY T gHR qReET bl &Y A
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TS SIS 3R AR o 37 avet
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Ig DIt o TR UG P FoTTlT gatm

3R 519 1S 39 FAR ¥ Sl 8
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Manglesh Dabral
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HRAT A TET SIS ST DBt

ST IGT IR B! ATEHT BT el ARR

3 9 gret | o R del T gAR a5

B e T GB N T G e erlt

I TS o IR Gt Bt @ISt H ol T

BT IR
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Translation of the poem ‘Keshav Anuragi’
by Sarabjeet Garcha

This dhol is an ocean, sir, Keshav Anuragi used to say

It has tens of beats hundreds of percussions

most of which have perished just like our ancestors
Even then the beats for coming into

and going out of this world are distinct

So too those for the time when the year

begins or when flowers bloom

Its deep sound preceding the marriage procession
its diverse thumps for ascent descent and pause
and those abstruse beats for jhord, chdachari,
pandav nritya and jagar hearing which

even the trees and the mountains sway

in their individual places

All of life’s festivities are lifeless without its sound
It thumps with the same intensity within

as it does without

Hearing the sounds erupting from one hill slope
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a drum on the other beats too

and tells about the state of things there
Beating the enormous tympanum of Time
it rouses gods from sleep and

assimilates them into humankind

and when someone departs from this world
the dismal dhol of death is heard

calling people from far away to

join in the funeral

People used to say that Keshav Anuragi lived inside the dhol
He was a peerless singer searching for forgotten strains
of the Dhol Sagar who also spent some time

in the company of Kumar Gandharva

who propelled the songs of Garhwal to classical dimensions
His talent astonished one and all

How was this master of music born in an outcaste family?
And when he was slightly drunk he would play

with the beats of the dhol as if they were a ball

He would say Listen up this is the roll of thunder

and here is the first soft drop of water

here comes pounding rain

here a river starts flowing

here forms a vast ocean and the resounding nature

But I am an untouchable. Who would call me an artist?

All my life I alone will have to genuflect

and say I touch your feet, Maharaj

Hail, my lord

When properly sozzled
Keshav Anuragi the guru without a disciple
would make us listen

to the sounds of a futureless drum



Nobody made his art their own Rag Durga
Written after many years of devoted practice A memory of listening to this rag sung by Bhimsen Joshi
Dhol Sagar' never saw the light of day

In the meantime the dhols in our villages

AL
began to dwindle
(it Shreft o T 39 T Y e bt e )
Some burst and some didn’t get new skin
stretched onto them
Many of the players went away in search of new vocations
STIE-STTE T GRA & D UqRR
The inebriated Keshav Anuragi remained slumped o _
SiTTet & TTT et el @ Mid 9 #t a)g
in a chair at All India Radio, Najibabad
TEIRATR Y
One day he became alarmed
BRI geem @ i S afsn
to see that he existed
ST STOT STTATST A <ifepT STt &ff
One day his foot stuck in mud _
R IS ASHT TRIYT TR IOITT T 997 & AR
He unawares ran into someone on the street !
Teh Ug eI H ARl @l T
One day he broke out of the dhol of humans and gods '
FRH IR Tfen
He now lives inside the dhol of death .
STUT AT H Tt Feaf kY -3
e ) M - STela] 9541 & o
ARAT A IR 21T Xal Uh B Sfa
I8 BIC-BIC ATHR &
@1 B TG g WA-EfelH BR-GaR
9 S IR ST 1 prarer bl
R TP I Tt H WISTelT 8T B
ST g8 T Ht 5 @ieTaT AT 319 A Te”
HRA DT IpRaAT HRA AR B A Fean
o o grredr IodT o7 gRAMRM
Tael & HiaR ¥ 37Tl ot gt @ st
I I ST A Ig G 1S H U1 Tl
ST9 79 BB POR UT AR AT Tal ot
<1 SRR U +ft afteret 8 @t e

1 Keshav Anuragi’s unpublished manuscript on

the art of the dhol. 371 3 STTg-STTE e o el g3 a8 T 0T
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STfyent a1g &t St

SIRyeD 7 8t et T g8

Y gATE ST g A g

YT B FI2AY DI TG <R g3T

F 97 3D 3R

JAHT ITRIE T D! aRE IodT STl AT
3TARIE FECT AT AT UTHT &Y TG,

Translation of the poem ‘Rag Durga’
by Sarabjeet Garcha

A path went up to that civilisation

its pebbles could be seen glittering all over
the songs of the women cutting grass in the forest
were gushing forth like water

a sparrow sitting under a rock would startle
with its call and fly away

far off in the distance some boy used to play
the selfsame notes on a flute

atree in a corner stood quivering

in the room was my father in his

youth singing Sakhi Mori Raum-Jhim

he used to say this song makes grass grow faster

a difficult life kept getting articulated easily
tiny shapes existed there

games 'n’ toys plus

houses 'n’ premises made by children
window-like eyes

I tried to enter them and

kept searching long for something in that music
just as that music also searched for something

outside itself calling out for somebody
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and stepping forward for an embrace
now and then the notes of the harmonium swirled

from inside the tabla rose the sound of the earth

that it was Rag Durga I came to know later

when everything was callous and there was no simplicity
when even the last tree was on the verge of dimming away
and I rambled here and there thinking what it was

that did not come to mind and

whose absence did not cause pain

only then did I hear Rag Durga

floating like the relics of a civilisation

I moved on towards it

its ascending scale rising like grass

and descending scale flowing like water



Gunanand Pathik
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TRIG ot el @t wfor

I UG §U ST 99 1 33 TR Y 3R

SiONEISIRIIES G SIRN

TOTHE g ¥ g S1ae 71 e

ST qRI ST 1 7T SR e § g1 T5 T T 37
EEUIERSICISE RIS UIR IR ECIRIG)
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7 G -IGI 38 TT o1 BB
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ERERILISIEGEIRCES I
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TiE g1 Il RleT e
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Ugls il AP SR,

Translation of the poem ‘Gunanand Pathik’
by Nirupama Dutt

In just a glance one could fathom

the whole life of Gunanand Pathik

Many must have seen him on the main road
of the decaying Tehri town, entering

the bus stand in a wave of musical notes
The old harmonium hung from his neck
pamphlets of his songs in his shoulder bag
that he sold first for a quarter of rupee

and later for a half.

Gunanand Pathik used to sing songs spelling
change for the mountains

calling out to the village folk to wake up

for with them would awaken the still mountains
he would sing songs that told the difference

between the rich and the poor
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Listening to him
people would forget the toffees and lemon drops
buy his book of songs and read it

on the bus journey back home.

Gunanand Pathik had composed his songs

to the tunes of the women’s folk songs

as though all joy lay in changing the old into the new
Many learnt from him first lesson of music

His voice was heard at the Ramlila

and people would know that these notes were

made by their musical craftsman

who knew not just to sing a raga

but even change it

With his songs began all the Communist Party rallies
from Dehradun to Tehri to Pauri

travelled his little dream always.

He knew not that something was changing around him
or that something had refused to change
Many new musical instruments resounded

in the mountains

Money was making its own music and

half a rupee became more powerful than

the book of songs

the Communist Party got big loudspeakers

A dam came up on the Bhagirathi in Tehri
Gunanand kept singing the old song

This was the last glimpse of his life

then his voice started growing faint

the notes of the musical instrument were lost
he started forgetting the songs

he had himself written and composed
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The leftover Communists kept planning

a big reception to honour him

But Gunanand Pathik had given up his harmonium by then

and people had forgotten him like they forget a folk song.

Manglesh Dabral is a poet, journalist and translator. He is
the author of five collections of poems, two collections of
literary essays and sociocultural commentary, and a book
of conversations. He also published a travel account of his
experiences in the USA, where he resided for three months
as a University of lowa International Writing Program
Fellow in1991. His poems have been widely translated,

and a selection from his collection, This Number Does Not
Exist, was published by Poetrywala in India and BOA Editios,
Rochester, New York. He has participated in numerous
poetry festivals in India and Europe, and one of his poems
was engraved at the entrance door of the city centre in
Eislingen, Germany.

Nirupama Dutt is a poet writing in Punjabi. She is also a well-
known translator from Punjabi into English. Her translation
of revolutionary Punjabi poet Lal Singh Dil and an anthology
of Punjabi short stories are published by Penguin. Nirupama
lives in Chandigarh, where she also works as a journalist.

Sarabjeet Garcha is a bilingual poet writing in English and

Hindi. He translates from Hindi and Marathi into English. He has
published three collections of poems in English and participated
invarious literature festivals. Sarabjeet lives in Delhi.



	HIMALAYA, the Journal of the Association for Nepal and Himalayan Studies
	June 2018

	Selected Poems
	Manglesh Dabral
	Recommended Citation

	Selected Poems
	Acknowledgements


	Selected Poems

