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TEA TIME VERSE

To Sylvia
Adritanaya Tiwari

A kind of mirthful melancholy
I breathe it in until
I find myself 
drowning.
I feel it twist and turn
in my chest
somewhere in my heart
it befriends blood
and joins it on the journey
through my body
flowing into every
capillary and crevice
making up for the 
emptiness
it doesn't hurt
it doesn't leave.
Somehow
that is enough.
I wonder if this lasts.
I wonder if you felt it too
when you said
I may never be happy
but tonight I am content.
I wonder.



English; the things I recall
Amal Mathew

1.
Let’s go where the rain stops
At the breath of air, a whimper, a sigh.
The mailman caught in the crosshair
Of the domestic triad, the cat, me, and the mailman.
Counting the unstamped, unregistered, untampered with dialogues
Between the lovers is
an off-white envelope.

2.
My legs stand sentry to the night. My father adoring some glistening
carving knives, by the front porch. The night is knocked out flat.
A clean strike to the temple, sends the knight back to the bath.
Now it is a vanishing act, scene one to four. Mathew’s shuffling prelude.
His diary is the yellowed yesterday in Malayalam, some birds fly to branch-
es alone.
These were my railroads; I do not recall his face.

3.
The way the way leads into the sky. Is the length of kites, doubled out
Folded into my son’s lanyard. He is 6 now. The face of a man in remission.
The way his mother bent herself into the earth, four months from this poem
We dig out the snow from her eyes.
The slits have gone rusty, the way the way leads into her hand.
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4.
Eliot and Ginsberg
Are what remains of polar dispositions.
A difference so wide, rachet and complete.
My mother is no poet, she makes Kuriyelaison to her sisters.
My father is no man, he makes no Kuriyelaison at all.
He pays taxes. Like a true patriot.
I bury Donne’s compass at the back of my eyes.
A valediction so overbearing, you forget to mourn.

5.
A young grasshopper puckers the evening, for beetles
And fat cockroaches for lunch. The white revolution
Began where it ended, the grimy palms of the pro(letariat).
My village has cows, bulls, and pigs with arms of grasslands
To graze, eat and make love. Only the children go hungry.
After a hard day’s work, the master plays Rolling Stones to the crocodiles.

6.
In my fourth year of revolution, I unlearned numbers. Then later, the alpha-
bets.
Then my hair, my face, my …... I now only remember the Martyrs.
Sometimes at night, I sit by the Bible on my knees.
With the water running. I see into the floor of water.
That Ali is a ghost,           simply of Water.
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In That Corner
Navneet Kaur 

In shady corners of the city's heart, there was a dark place. Where only blackness of a 
black hole pervaded. Where only rats and stinking drains filled the air with a scent that 
no one desired. Where the only fresh smell was of the keema that the kebabwalas were 
preparing with fresh condiments. Where there were lights, but only bright. Where the 
only colours of the clothes visible were red, yellow, magenta and orange (All of them 
almost trying to make the "customers" blind). However, some were more "moral" 
ones too: white, grey, blue and black. 

Where there was both silence and noise: The silence of dreams that got repressed. 
Pleasures that got marketed and sold with price tags. Bodies that lost their rights (?). 

And noise of the powerful: The ones in search of love pleasure that actually didn't give 
them any. In search of a purpose in life. In search of their own inner identity and some 
peace, which ironically was of a few hours. Or perhaps which wasn't at all. 

Where the only softness was of the skins that were soaked in body washes and oils. 
Where the only smiles and laughters were found after the bangles got broken. Mind 
you! The laughter of the one who broke them!

Where there lived no children. Children who are legitimate beings produced through 
legitimate ways. Where only children who lived there were, orphans. With no 
addresses, protectors or teachers. Those who felt unease there.

Where smoke from those infinite cigarettes mixed with the smoke from those chim-
neys nearby. And that double smoke being the veil of insecurities, lust, passion, greed 
and deceit of …..Of whom? Of those men there who had rupees falling down from 
their pockets? Or those angels clad in reds over there?  

She lived there. She who wore flowers in her air and carried magic secrets 
in her eyes. In that corner of the city's heart.   
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Sappho, we are still here
Poulomi Deb

Bags of peanuts are being sold in the next stall. My eyes are on her. The 
moon rolls up onto the Ferris-wheel, I hear words from all of its craters. In 
front of us are children kissing their stuffed animals. We paid for this. She 
wants to go next. Her fingers through mine, she sits next to the moon. I 
stand by. My bones crack, splattering the grass with red, flakes of skin. Guts 
hurling through the air, her hair spiked in the wind. In the next instant, they 
stop the wheel. Darkness puffs in, coughing like a patient. Her eyes are on 
me. From the beginning of the sky, they glisten. Clowns and artists have to 
recline to their quarters. When someone isn’t telling a joke, their mouths 
droop slowly, pretending they are still. The moon covers her eyes and 
breasts. My toes are boiling into the sand. “You,” the Buckley Fair manager 
says, “you should not have let her go. You cannot both watch her and notice 
us.” 

“This parting must be
endured, Sappho. I go unwillingly.” 
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Love song of a mad gal
Ishika Chaturvedi

I seldom do remember the seconds he and I 
held eye contact
and the days I spent waiting for him to write back
but I do remember him. I remember you, my love. 
I dreamed that you bewitched me into bed
And sung me moon-struck, kissed me quite insane.
(I think I made you up inside my head.) 
I remember you gave me a forewarning- 
that I should fear you because your skin is all cuts 
and scabs and I told you that skin on skin violence 
is my favorite ever, 
but then again, what do I know? 
I'm often just a breath that lets out when the moon 
is in audience and I've held the attention
of the stars captive. I lock my doors thrice and 
still keep peeking around the corner, to see 
if somebody had magically appeared, ridding me 
of my isolation, meeting me at a centre point, where I
ceased to exist and my finish began in you. I'm certain
that you were the most stunning thing I 
had laid my eyes on and if the only way to love you
 was wrong, then nothing I did anymore was more right.
And what was right anyway? A veil(ed) attempt 
at desperate justification? I would have lifted the veil
and climbed mountains and screamed 
my confession for you. I would have surrendered 
myself to the language of love-
(I learnt it had one of its own), 
and shouldered the heartbroken over the heartbreaks-
I'm positive I'd have been a part of that crew. And then 
I would have hoped because that's all I ever 



TEA TIME VERSE

seemed do to and I would have rather done that 
than to keep playing "our song" on repeat 
and dancing with your ghost. Also, because that 
was practically all left of me- a ceramic mug 
full of boiling hot hope. And a couple of poetries-
of color blue, red, and sunflower yellow but mostly grief
because I've now been wanting to build myself 
a hut in the cemetery and go to sleep with your ruins. 

Reference:

I dreamed that you bewitched me into bed
And sung me moon-struck, kissed me quite insane.
(I think I made you up inside my head.)

-Sylvia Plath, Mad Girl's love song
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Cry for Me, Please? 
Harshita Vyas

Things my memory won't let go: the way his elbows jut out in endear-
ing awkwardness, the way his chin introduced that he was shy. And she 
rolled her sleeves up when she wanted to cuss somebody on their face. 
The way her smile broke out uncontrolled, like acne on skin, but also 
like a well-lit sky, so enamoured by her presence. They reach every-
where. I cannot let go of how his back arched, and how his hands were 
a little softer than ours. His stutter. Her bad mouth, the profanities that 
strung at her neck like pearls. Tamino played something, and shoved, 
intruding thoughts in my head combusted. You left a half-tasted imag-
ery in my hand along with a bruised plum-heart. Eat it. Do not waste it 
so. The time I spent with you was like the language you spoke, callous 
and uncensored. And here I was, imagining I'd fit somewhere in the 
syntax when I was the outsider. I'm leaving the coffee and the songs 
behind, but the way my heart beats has been corrupted. I said 'if equal 
affection cannot be, let the more loving one be me' to the stars -and they 
were treacherous. So honest. I want to take it back and I want to rinse 
my mind with the harshest of solutions. The loves I've unloved before 
have been hung dry on the clothesline, because that's all they were in 
the end -something the wind could take away. 



this is how much I miss the ocean today
Manya Misra

only yesterday I woke up with
a paperback lying on my stomach,
and a pair of spectacles balancing 
on my head. the pages are now 
bookmarked with creases carelessly
marked all over and my specs are bent
permanently.

You fell asleep while reading again? is
all my sister asks while sighing on a
late morning. I don't have words in 
my pockets anymore to draw out
in my palms and offer them to anyone 
but yesterday, I didn’t even have pockets
in my shorts. I like the people who can share 
silence like it’s noise of a human conversation.

I’m a victim of introspection;                                         (sylvia plath)
this grief, it’s personal, only mine to hold 
and to let it fill my room with air as heavy
as water in still places that it feels
like a lake in there. but it’s strange 
how drowning feels a little less real
when it’s under the folds of a pink sky
with clouds and an unrealistic light, the
croissants I baked have the same layers
in them, silent but separated by air. 

hold me like I’m falling sand because
I am mostly falling somewhere inside.
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P’s perennial misery
Raunaq Saraswat

P is restless. He reminisces the good-old-days. P knows it is an endless tap-
estry and that he cannot be but nostalgic. Nostalgia is, P tells himself, a su-
garcoated medicine, it needs the admission of your illness first, and only 
then can a treatment ensue. P can sense it, the emptiness of his being, the 
void within and without. People, P needs people to be with, around, inside, 
outside -- a space brimming with people.

P is excited. P thinks he has discovered the cure of his ache: stories. Stories 
will take me places; they will help me to forget, he tells himself. P sits 
down, takes a heave of sigh, and uncovers the flap. Adichie, Adichie, Adi-
chie, his heart screams. And then he pauses, not briefly, but forever: “..the 
routines of unhurried pace, friends gathered in her room until past midnight, 
the inconsequential gossip told and retold, the stairs climbed up and down 
as though in a gradual awakening..” P cannot unsee the simile. He craves to 
be back at the campus, inside his dorm, cozy on the bed, his room bustling 
with booze and bickering.

P is hopeful. He wakes up early, too early on some days, watches the sun 
rise to the horizon, tearing the colossal cloud. P wants to be the sun, to arise 
from his lethargy, and attend the classes. He hopes the routine of attending 
classes will keep his longing at bay. P sees some familiar names in the virtu-
al classroom, none visible, all muted. “This is a faceless class,” the profes-
sor jokes. P contemplates turning his video on, but no, he doesn’t want to be 
the odd-one-out. P hopes the professor doesn’t pinpoint him.

P is there, alive. He doesn’t join the classes or the meetings of the literary 
club he used to gush over day in and day out. He doesn’t respond to the texts 
on Whats App. He doesn’t even ask for rom-com recommendations on Net-
flix, nothing; p partakes in nothing. P sleeps and wakes up, wakes up and 
sleeps. P abhors the screen, phone, laptop, Kindle, tablet, all of them. P 
cannot comply. P simply cannot.
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At Sunrise, a Dew-Swept Dream
Annanya Uberoi

After Kamala Das

Miles from the herds, from the huts, 
the moored boundaries 
of the household

on the quiet streamflow, limitless
alluvium-rich, torched 
with the motion of the sun 

on a wayward boat stocked 
with apples, the young women
loop their shawls 

and pull the fruit to the shore.
There are many sources of hunger
in the village—the fronting town

answers. When the apples are ripe
they must carry them 
in handwoven baskets

to their small kitchens. 
But they stay for a while
to soak their limbs 

in the cerulean water
their hair open
like rainforest leaves
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and between hair-strands, 
bougainvillea 
float to the nearby hill

unthought-of thank you gifts
to the apple-pickers. Soon,
the dew-ridden grass, cursive

under their feet rushes them 
to where the sparrows are quick 
to announce their departures

and the men are distant. 
Long after their flowers
are strewn

and even the chimes 
of their paayals  
have left behind 

a thicket of silence  
at sunset, 
on the river ban, Krishna.
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