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PREFACE 
Bookish Magazine has been created to fill your days with something 
exciting that your classroom does not offer. Yes, back benchers are most 
welcome and the ones that failed their last test are on our VIP list of 
readers. It is because we know literature is created and consumed in 
places that are slightly off sight. Novels being read, hidden in your biology 
textbook are A-OK. The only disclaimer is that our magazine will not offer 
any ordinary Damsel in Distress kinda stuff, that is so old school! Tie your 
laces because we are taking you on a literary ride that is specially curated 
for the post millennial kids, who breathe in wifi and exhale emojis. 
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A Note to Our Readers 

Dear Readers

Three years ago Delhi Poetry Slam started a culture around poetry that brought aware and 
uncensored content to youngsters in India. The poetry that you know of from your school 
or college doesn’t even begin to exhibit the vastness and intensity of things written around 
the globe.  You have been fooled into believing poetry is  about Metres,  Shakespearean 
Romances or Robert Frostish Roads. I am going to let you in on a secret, the best poems 
are outside your syllabus.

Bookish Magazine is an exciting new monthly magazine that will provoke your mental 
faculty to open up to a new universe. We publish unapologetic thoughts, bold content and 
something extra for your soul. A lot many young writers and poets are featured in our 
issues,  the I-phone generation has figured a way to save their  poems on their  phones. 
Poetry is not dead, it has simply been adjusted to exist by the side of technology. 

As  you  read  this  issue  of  Bookish,  please  remember,  we  are  urging  young  people  to 
experiment more with their writing, don’t copy what already exists. There are no dragons 
and the princesses don’t need no saving. Write about something that is relevant, like how 
Indian Soap Operas are killing everything we know about love, or about the girl who has 
developed a hunch back from always looking at her phone. Yes, it is all poetry worthy and 
acceptable.  If  you  would  like  to  be  published  in  Bookish  Magazine,  do  check  out 
information on how to submit your works to our Online Weekly Forum. The poems that fit 
our theme will be selected to be published in our future issues. 

I hope you enjoy this first issue and do let us know if there are any topics you’d like to see 
covered in the future.

Freddie Storm

Editor of Bookish
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Lovesick 1974.  
Terry Collett 

You were lovesick over her, 
but she was out of your class, 
on a different plane, 
different ideas and values, 
but you were lovesick over her. 

Wrote her too many letters 
over too few days 
when she was away, 
and you were so lovesick 
you couldn't eat 
or relax or read 
and only music fed 
your hunger for her. 

She brought you back 
a postcard 
by some Russian artist 
and you pinned it 
to the door of your room, 
and had the one photograph 
she gave you framed 
like some work of art 
and you'd gaze at it 
listening to Mahler, 
looking towards 
a future with her 
you knew you wouldn't have 
not in a thousand days. 

You were lovesick over her, 
over her bright eyes 
and long hair, 
and those tight, 
but small breasts 
you never saw, 
but hoped to, 
but never did, 
just the outline 
propped up behind 
the jumper or tee shirt. 

You were lovesick over her 
but she went off 
and the sickness eased 
and went away 
and you never saw her 
another day. 
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5 Poems for the 
FALL

New Beginnings and new 
ends are carefully placed 
on the circle of life. 
Cherish what you have to, 
and let go what never 
belonged to you.  

You are made of the 
memories that grip your 
mind all so tightly, you 
must declutter your brain 
space. Hit the ‘Send to 
Trash’ button once in a 
while.
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Wifi 
Marcos Estrada 

I get sick of the antics  
Of my heart 
Hoping that it would 
Go soft for you  
But it's still hard 
Made of stone 
As I sit here alone 
Trying to connect what we have  
But what we don't have is  
What holds me back  
See I don't get it 
I put in the codes 
That you needed for your  
Heart to start  
I made sure the language 
Was the same as mine 
But I was wrong  
So I opened my heart 
Which is the computer of my body 
With every website I browse 
The struggles I've been through 
And every virus infecting 
Me is every right thing  
That seems to go wrong 
I've been at this website for too long 
The one that keeps reading 

Poor connection 
Poor connection 
Poor connection 

But how? 
When I feel the same 
About you that I've always felt 
That feeling you get when  
You just want to be one 
Connected through nothing  
But a simple thing like wifi  
But your connection is weak  
And mine is too strong 
And I've been at your website too long 
The one that reads  

Poor connection  
Poor connection  
Poor connection 

This is weird 
Because it says we are  
Still connected  
But I just realized  
You're the wrong source…. 
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Depression in a silent light. 
Fedrizzi 

The tapping of rain beneath silent lightning 
a lighting array of neurons in my mind 
Shots fired in a dark-lit sky 
Clouded of clarity and starlight 
A cacophonous monotony 

And I'm screaming. 

 

Sebastian Eriksson  
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My Mother Named Me Light  
Noor Unnahar 

 
My Mother Named Me 
Light; The First Ray 
Starting The Day 
And There are Days 
When I forget There 
Is  
Light At All  
This Name Then  
Becomes 
A Reminder how 
The Woman 
Who Raised Me  
Named me After Something 
So Glorious; It Shines 
And Even On My Darkest Days 
I Am The Light I  
Should Be Looking For. 
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A Hundred Years Hence 
Rabindranath Tagore 

A hundred years hence 
Who it is 
With such curiosity 
Reads my poems 
A hundred years hence! 
Shall I be able to send you 
An iota of joy of this fresh spring morning 
The flower that blooms today 
The songs that the birds sing 
The glow of today’s setting sun 
Filled with my feelings of love? 

Yet for a moment 
Open up your southern gate 
And take your seat at the window 
Look at the far horizon 
And visualize in your mind’s eye — 
One day a hundred years ago 
A restless ecstasy drifted from the skies 
And touched the heart of this world 
The early spring mad with joy 
Knew no bounds 
Spreading its restless wings 
The southern breeze blew 
Carrying the scent of flowers’ pollen 
All on a sudden soon 
They coloured the world with a youthful glow 
A hundred years ago. 
That day a young poet kept awake 
With an excited heart filled with songs 
With so much ardour 
Anxious to express so many things 
Like buds of flowers straining to bloom 
One day a hundred years ago. 

A hundred years hence 
What young poet 
Sings songs in your homes! 
For him 
I send my tidings of joy of this spring. 
Let it echo for a moment 
In your spring, in your heartbeats, 
In the humming of the bees 
In the rustling of the leaves 
A hundred years hence. 
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Rabindranath Tagore 
wasn’t being conceited 
when he addressed a 
poem to his unborn 

reader who, he 
surmised, would be 
reading it with some 
curiosity 100 years 

hence. “May my ode to 
spring resound, even if 

fleetingly, when 
springtime embraces 
you; may your heart 

flutter with the music of 
bees and sound of 
rustling leaves, a 

hundred years from 
today”


Nearly 70 years after his 
death, in the age of the 

Internet and instant 
entertainment, YOU are 
still reading his poem.
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Tips to Doing Interesting Things 
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1. Say something nice to someone who have never met before. 
Observe their reaction and notice the power of your own 
words.  

2. Overcome any one fear of your life. 
Scared of dogs, go feed one.  Scared of 
confrontation, go confront someone for 
their action. Thank us for feeling Real. 

3. Learn a song in a new language. 
There are no limits to what your mind can do, give a home to a 
foreign song on your tongue. Try learning a Bengali, French or 
Spanish song by heart. 
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18-Year-Old Creates Surreal Artworks to 
Express Emotions 

Check Out This Talented Teenager 

Growing up can be a challenge, especially in the teenage years. Some people use writing or art as a 
creative outlet for all the emotions they keep inside. 

Sebastian Eriksson is an 18-year-old up-and-coming surrealist artist living in Sweden. Not only is 
his artwork amazing, it's extremely thought-provoking as he adds descriptions of how his pieces 
relate to his life. 

For instance, in the first piece, he states: “This is another paradox that I've been working on for a 
couple of days. It describes a person with psychological problems such as schizophrenia, insanity, 
depression or other mental problems. His endless screaming makes his own mind eat him up. I 
have periods in my life where I feel like this. I wanted to make an illustration of my thoughts and 
my pain within.” 

And for the piece immediately after: “One day I felt like I was lost and I had too much things to 
think about. Like I was stuck in a maze and couldn't get out.” 

We've all felt like Sebastian, but most of us do not have the talent to draw how we feel. It's 
fascinating to look into the mind of a teenager through his or her artwork. It's also an honor. 
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Self Portrait of Sebastian Eriksson 
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Poetry In MUSIC 

Make You Feel my Love by Bob Dylan 

Bob Dylan, Winner of 2016 Nobel 

Prize in Literature 

!11

When the rain is blowing in your face
And the whole world is on your case
I could offer you a warm embrace
To make you feel my love

When the evening shadows and the stars 
appear
And there is no one there to dry your tears
I could hold you for a million years
To make you feel my love

I know you haven't made your mind up yet
But I would never do you wrong
I've known it from the moment that we met
No doubt in my mind where you belong

I'd go hungry, I'd go black and blue
I'd go crawling down the avenue
There's nothing that I wouldn't do
To make you feel my love

The storms are raging on the rollin' sea
And on the highway of regret
The winds of change are blowing wild and 
free
You ain't seen nothing like me yet

I could make you happy, make your dreams 
come true
Nothing that I wouldn't do
Go to the ends of the earth for you
To make you feel my love .
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Runnin’ by Tupac Shakur 
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Did you know RAP is 
short for Rhythm And 

Poetry

And I wonder if they'll 
laugh when I'm dead?
Why am I fighting to 
live, if I'm just living to 
fight?
Why am I trying to see, 
when there ain't nothing 
in sight?
Why am I trying to give, 
when no one gives me a 
try?
Why am I dying to live, 
if I'm just living to die?

Tupac Shakur began his music career as a rebel with a cause — to articulate the travails and injustices 
endured by many African-Americans, often from a male point of view. His skill in doing so made him a 
spokesperson not just for his own generation, but for subsequent ones who continue to face the same 
struggle for equality. In death he became an icon symbolizing noble struggle, though in life his biggest 
battle was sometimes with himself 
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Everybody Knows by Leonard Cohen 

Leonard Norman Cohen 
(September 21, 1934 – November 7, 2016) was a Canadian 
singer, songwriter, musician, poet, novelist, and painter.  
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Everybody Knows

Everybody knows that the dice 
are loaded
Everybody rolls with their 
fingers crossed
Everybody knows the war is 
over
Everybody knows the good guys 
lost
Everybody knows the fight was 
fixed
The poor stay poor, the rich get 
rich
That's how it goes
Everybody knows

Everybody knows that the boat 
is leaking
Everybody knows that the 
captain lied
Everybody got this broken 
feeling
Like their father or their dog just 
died
Everybody talking to their 
pockets
Everybody wants a box of 
chocolates

Leonard Cohen's bitterly pessimistic song about the state of the world in the late 1980s. When he 
first introduced the song, he said, "Here's a terrible new song. Yes, it embodies all my darkest 
thoughts. Here it comes.” This generalized overview soon gives way to more specific concerns, as the 
relentless lyrics touch on greed, racism, and drugs. 
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Short Stories 

Classic Beef Stroganoff
Aashika Suresh

(Commendable Mention: Wingword Short Story Prize 2017)

Serves 2. Halve the constituents for 1 
person.  
 
INGREDIENTS  
4 tbsp olive oil 
1-2 cloves garlic  
1 small onion  
150 gms mushrooms  
100 gms baby spinach leaves  
½ bunch fresh parsley  
300 gms beef fillet (replace with chicken if 
feeling political)  
½ tbsp. Dijon mustard  
200 ml meat stock  
1 tbsp sour cream 
4 swigs brandy 
½ squeezed lemon juice  
Salt & pepper to season  
 
 

Begin by downing a swig of brandy.  
 
Using the flat end of a sharp knife, crush garlic cloves. Try to ignore how it evokes the 
image of your crushed dreams. Set aside.  
 
To prepare the beef fillet, slice it into thin strips of approximately 1 cm in width. (If using 
chicken, do the same but throw in a rebuke directed at the heartless who would dare to hurt 
the tender spirit of cows.) Watch the knife pierce the meat, ripping through the muscle. 
Pause. Imagine it cutting through your own. You have imagined it before. Tighten your 
grip on the handle as you hover the sharp edge over the side of your wrist. Desist on 
getting too close. Return to slicing the beef. Season with lemon juice, salt and pepper; put 
aside until it is ready to be cooked.  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Grab another swig of brandy.  
 
Peel the onions and julienne them. Blame the torrential tears pouring down your cheeks on 
the onions.  
 
Ferociously tear apart the mushrooms into a bowl. Avoid using the knife just yet.  
 
In a large frying pan, heat two tablespoons of olive oil. When sizzling, add the crushed 
garlic and onions, and sauté for 2-4 minutes. Allow the smoke to choke you up slightly. 
Follow up with mushrooms, stirring occasionally.  
 
While the onions and mushrooms cook, gather up the nerve to reach for the knife and chop 
up the parsley. Do it quick enough so as not to linger too long. Refrain from over testing 
your will power. No good can come of that, it has been proven in the past. Now, add some 
parsley to the vegetables.  
 
Rip the baby spinach directly into the pan. Reflect on the words rip and baby. Stifle the 
scream birthing at the base of your throat at the combined impact of those words. Continue 
stirring until browned.  
 
Then, add the Dijon to coat the medley evenly and season with salt to taste; drown the 
ingredients in meat stock and simmer on low for a few minutes before adding the cream.  
 
Drown yourself in your anxieties as you stare into the vacuous space. Ponder on your 
skills. Ponder on your decisions. Ponder on your life. Placate the pit rising in your stomach 
with forced optimism and constructive destruction.  
 
Contemplate becoming a chef.  
 
Upon smelling something burning, curse at the top of your voice while turning off the gas. 
Scrape the sauce into a bowl. Pray that you can salvage the mess you have made. Of 
everything.  
 
Down another swig of brandy.  
 
Watch the orange flames dancing atop the stove for a while before returning the pan to 
heat. Add the rest of the oil. Once piping hot, add the strips of meat and fry until browned 
on all sides. Do not char to black. It is undesirable.  
 
Next, flambé the beef. In a ladle, take the residual brandy and carefully heat over the 
flame. When the alcohol begins to burn, gently tip it over to one side such that it ignites. 
Marvel at how the flames engulf the liquor so easily. Relate to it. Quickly pour the brandy 
over the beef/ chicken. You are advised to stand back at a safe distance as you do this so as 
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to avoid being burnt. (Ignore the caveat anyway.)  
 
Combine the beef with the sauce and stir. Check the seasoning; add more salt and pepper 
to taste. Take off gas and sprinkle with remaining parsley. Serve with leftover rice or 
noodles.  
 
Do not forget to heat the leftover rice in the microwave. Think about Sylvia Plath as it 
beeps. Snigger at your thought as you shut the door to the microwave.  
 
Recollect all the times they sniggered at you- in the hallway, at the mall, in the bathroom, 
on your face, behind your back, in the darkness, they even got to your dreams. Feel their 
eyes on you at this very moment. Shudder.  
 
Grab a plate and scoop some rice onto it. Realize that the recipe you executed was for two. 
Slink to the ground and cry. Empty half the dish into the dustbin. Cry some more.  
 
Scramble for a fork and knife, and take a bite. Spit it out. Reach for the brandy and find an 
empty bottle. Get creative with the curses as you toss it in the bin with the rest of your 
food. Reason that it was burnt anyway. Ball your eyes out as you fall asleep on the kitchen 
floor clutching onto the knife.  
 
Promise to try again tomorrow.
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My First Kiss
Vidit Saxena

(Commendable Mention: Wingword Short Story Prize 2017)

And on a fine Saturday afternoon, you 
leaned in on me and paused at my 
face, as if analyzing what lies ahead.  
In that moment I felt your warm 
breath all over my lips. Were you 
steroids, as gushes of adrenaline were 
striking my inner self.  
Is it real?  
Voices inside my head shouted, their 
very best. Just as your lips met mine, 
it felt as if someone adjusted my 
YouTube quality, from an unclear 
240p to a clear HD view. As if 

brightness is increased and also the contrast. Colours seemed to dissolve in my rather 
mundane life.A traffic jam appeared out of nowhere on my peaceful street when we parted 
our lips. When I looked into your eyes, I felt as if static sparks were flying around us as if 
we were engulfed in an aura of serenity. Then you held my hand as if calming an entire 
ocean inside of me.It felt as if you were the purest form of water and me, I am thirsty.
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Of Metaphors, Bras, and Patriarchy
Sheetal Harumalani

(Commendable Mention: Wingword Short Story Prize 2017)

On a Monday in the mid of May, Maya made a 
promise to herself- to check patriarchy whenever it 
made her feel uncomfortable.  
 
This year, the Kaalbaisakhi had been relatively a lot 
less severe than usual. Thanks to global warming, 
and the entitled ignorance of the privileged seated 
in AC rooms, Kolkata had already touched the 45° 
C mark. The day started with stickiness all over the 

air, noon was dry and hot, and night even more humid and stuffy.  
 
“Even bathing in summers is such a nuisance. Look at my hair all drenched in sweat”, she 
snarled at her mother, a 48-year-old housewife. Her mother indifferent to the challenges of 
daily chores, glanced at her and resumed with the task at hand. “Dadu is looking for you” 
she said. Downstairs, a cough confirmed the same.  
“Aascheee…” Maya shrieked  
. 
Dadu sat impatiently on his arm chair. His daily dose of news was six minutes late today.  
“Petrol price hiked by Rs 3.13 per litre and Diesel by Rs 2.71 per litre. This was the second 
hike…” 
“Bloody rogues! What else?”  
“Woman chokes and dies in Ballygunge lake, Doc says bra strap too tight.” She read out in 
a single breath. Maya bit her tongue upon realizing later what it meant. Cutting the 
awkward silence with the flip of another page, the news reading session went on for 
another hour.  
 
By eight o’clock in the evening, Maya had set two bucket full of clothes to dry on the 
terrace, collected them at sunset and ironed them, done with the daily tuition she used to 
give to three neighbourhood children, came back home, helped her mother with dinner 
making, and finally sat down to finish reading Lolita on which she had to submit an essay 
on the following day. After thirty minutes of reading and another thirty of a futile brain 
storming session, which included wiping sweat off her face every three minutes, her mind 
was bursting with random ideas, none of which she could metamorphose to something 
constructive, and the heat was not helping.  
“I think I should change the direction my desk is facing; maybe that would help” Maya 
thought. Just as she did so, she felt something biting her shoulder. “Stupid bugs!” she said 
brushing viciously. To her utter surprise, there was no bug at all. In fact, it was no living 
thing ‘biting’ on her! She searched frantically under her camisole and what she found out 
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next changed her entire life upside down.  
 
The strap-length-adjusting clasp of her bra 
had been sitting inverted all this time! What 
had happened all this while was that the 
smooth, levelled surface of the strap was on 
the top while the coarse, bristly clasp sat 
stinging on her already prickly skin.  
 
She analysed how painful it was. She moved 
her shoulder clockwise and again anti-
clockwise just to examine the pain. She did 
not mind feeling sore deliberately as she knew 

she was going to fix the mishap as soon as she wished to; and not just fix it for this time, 
she would also always keep in mind to never let her bra strap sting her anymore in future. 
She must also let her fellow females know of this cataclysm. She should let no other 
woman fall into this tragedy, that too, for this long, ever again.  
Maya heaved a sigh of relief as she fixed her misshapen bra strap. Her shoulders relaxed, 
Eyebrows unknotted, and the 45° C seemed less bothering. “Should I just get rid of the bra 
already?” Maya pondered.  
 
Scratching the red mark it had left behind, she chuckled to herself, and began writing, 
“Some women choose comfort before norms, some bend the norms according to their 
comfort. There is no right or wrong. The choice is completely theirs…”
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The Guide To Writing Poems 

 

A good poet is able to find the natural rhythms of everyday life 
and express them eloquently in words. But where do the ideas 
come from? There are thousands of poems out there about tired 
subjects like love and war; as a poet, your job is to find either a 
new and original take on these overused subjects or bring an 
original idea to life. Sometimes, however, the poetry muse 
takes a hike…and doesn’t return.
Here are just a few of the many ways to either discover or 
reclaim your wayward muse:
Look around you. Anything, anything at all can be the subject 
of a poem if dealt with in an original and creative matter.
Keep a notebook with you at all times and keep an eye on the 

people and places around you. The grocery store, the park, the bus—all can inspire new 
and creative ideas for poems. You might not necessarily write about what you see, but 
ideas may come to you in different settings.
Keep a notebook beside the bed for ideas that stem from dreams. Or write a poem about a 
dream you wish you’d had.
Keep a file of ideas—clippings, sketches, quotes—anything that may inspire a poem later 
on.

1. Writing prompts can often generate original thought. Try a “what if” scenario: What if 
children ruled the world? What if you woke up three feet taller?

2. Write about something “ugly” and make it beautiful through imagery.

3. Write a poem about someone from a distant place and time as if you were that person.

4. Write about an inanimate object—or from the object’s point of view. “Ode to a 
Television” may not get you published, but it may spark creativity and original ideas.

5. Write from someone else’s point of view. Instead of yet another poem about Birthday, 
try writing about Birthday from the point of view of the homeless woman on the corner.
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6. Write about something you did NOT experience but wish you had (i.e. French 
Revolution) or an era in which you’d like to have lived.

7. Go back to your childhood and write an apology in the form of a poem. Write a poem to 
someone you wish you had known or confront someone who did you wrong.

8. Scan newspaper or magazine headlines—write a poem about the woman who gave birth 
to six alien babies or the man who built a shrine to cockroaches. Take risks and experiment 
with the bizarre.

9. Take your personal demons and put them down on paper. If the subject is painful yet 
rings true, it will strike a chord with your readers. Don’t be afraid to tackle uncomfortable 
subjects.

10. Take on the cliches directly: try writing a good love poem without once using the word 
“love.” Take it a step further and eliminate the words “joy,” “desire,” and “heart.”

Read contemporary poets’ work. Read all you can. Identify what makes a poem call to you 
and analyze what makes you dislike other poems. Gain inspiration from others’ work.
Remember: all subject matter is worthy. A good poet need not have traveled the world or 
lived a life of tragedy. Look in your own metaphorical backyard for material.
Above all, keep writing, keep submitting, and write some more. The poems that result may 
not be worthy, but keep it up. It’s better to write a bad poem than to not write one at all. 
Eventually, even when your muse has flown the coop, the right poem will emerge.
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Contests 

Poetry is one of the oldest mediums of artistic expression 
and we believe young people are looking for outlets that 
allow them to feel human and express themselves 
effectively. While there are hundreds of talent hunts for 
singers and dancers and some for writers too, there is 
hardly any such contest for budding poets.
That is why Delhi Poetry Slam’s initiative to provide a 
platform for budding poets and writers has come as a 
relief to youngsters with keen interest in literature. 
 

Delhi Poetry Slam hosts several online contests to encourage youngsters throughout India. 
With the aim to provide recognition for the youth, prize money worth 10 Lakh Rupees 
along with book publications are awarded to the winners.

A new category for Free Verse Poetry 
with a prize of INR 25,000 will be 
launched in November 2017. There is 
a second prize of INR 15,000, 3rd 
prize of INR 10,000 and twenty highly 
commended prizes of INR 2,500. The 
contest is open to all Indian Nationals. 
All topics and themes are accepted. 
There is no word limit, both short and 
long poems are equally welcome. 

The deadline for the contest is 17th December 2017, Sunday. 

The book featuring all winning poems will be published at the end of April 2018 by Delhi 
Poetry Slam. Details on how to participate can be found on www.delhipoetryslam.com. 
Here are a few shortlisted poems from last year’s Wingword Poetry Prize.  Enjoy! 
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From A Father 
Meghna Bhattacharyya 

Remember one thing dear boy,  
fear is irrational,  
don’t be a twat.  
You’re a man. 

 
Don’t you dare show it.  
I raised you right son,  
now don’t prove me wrong.  
 
 
Don’t look at me like you look at your mother  
Doe eyed, dreamy, so full of wonder,  
No. I want you to be a man  
and everything that a man should be;  
tough, powerful, aggressive,  
staring down danger straight in the eye,  
show the women their true worth  
and the place where they truly belong;  
at your feet, begging for mercy.  
 
 
No. Men don’t hug.  
And even if you’ve been lying in a pool of blood  
With a knife held to your throat,  
Do not ever, ever, show the slightest hint of fear boy  
Because no matter how much you deny it,  
You’re still a man,  
And men don’t fear shit. 
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cry? Why has this ever been a 
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to help ensure that men feel 
that their feelings are valid 

and can be expressed.
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Nothing (or the poem about my 
education in the classroom) 

Sushruti Tripathi 

Nothing  
Is what I feel in classrooms  
When I “learn”                                                                                                              
Because I don’t  
Because they aren't educating us. 

They aren’t teaching us  
How to breathe

How to breathe 
When in broad daylight  
You feel like you're underwater.  
Drowning.

Millstones around your neck,  
No fight left,                                                                                                                         
Just drowning 
In a sea,  
Or a gutter,  
Or a washing machine.  
We drown everywhere. 

Because they aren’t teaching us  
How to see

How to see through layers of paint  
Through the touch of an unknown hand  
When you’re blinded by tears  
How to see through the blur  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See the murkiness behind a seemingly innocuous candy                                                
Handed by a stranger or an uncle or an aunt  
How to see when you’re young  
What the weathered mind is cooking  
That the fish is a’hooking 

Drowned, blinded. 

Because they aren’t teaching us  
How to listen

How to listen to warning bells  
and know the sound of an oncoming train.  
That nightingales are to be heard and loved.  
That a call to arms can be ignored.  
When the pressure cooker is full and brimming,  
How to recognise the slight whistling, heavy breathing                                                   
Before it all hits the ceiling. 

Because they aren’t teaching us  
How to taste

How to taste the rust in the air  
The world dying out, its joints coming apart                                                                       
The taste of lips  
Do I sin? Is it love? 
Is this what love tastes like? Forbidden fruit?                                                                              
The taste of water and that of alcohol  
That of addiction, to taboo  
They refuse to talk. They won’t say. 

Because they ain’t teaching us  
How to feel

How to feel on our own.                                                                                                   
They tell us  
What we ought to feel                                                                                                        
How we ought to feel                                                                                                   
Refusing to acknowledge                                                                                                  

!25



1 NOVEMBER 2017 DELHI POETRY SLAM

How we actually do.                                                                                                    
Refusing to answer 

What that means.  
Ignoring the feeling of an entire generation                                                                    
Being trained in classrooms  
To not feel 
And how to feel, what to feel 

When what we really feel  
Is nothing. 

Nothing  
Is what I learnt in classrooms.                                                                                          
Nothing  
Is how I feel. 
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An Emotional Faucet with a Permanent 
Leak 

Farah Maneckshaw 

When they conduct an autopsy  
On my corpse, they will state conclusively  
 That I was-  
70 percent emotion  
30 percent self-deprecating humour and a  
100 percent awkward.  

If punctuation marks were people,  
I’d never be a full-stop, dignified and silent,  
But an infinite series of exclamation marks  
In that text from your mom.  
Never the bubble of calm,  
Always the sea of chaos.  
For I never learned to reel in feelings,  
Leaving them flopping frantically  
Like a flailing fish on the line.  
Me, chasing after them  
Hopelessly,  
A puppy chasing its tail.  
 
My tear ducts wore themselves weary  
Upon the sad demise of  
The caterpillar I fondly called Fred  
(May he rest in peace)

I have been flung out of classrooms,  
And have tumbled down staircases  
Bubbles of laughter exploding from my lips 
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I let guilt pierce me like shrapnel  
After slaying a mosquito of paternal mien  
Worried I orphaned the rest of his kin 

And tap danced on the tight-rope  
Between agony and unadulterated bliss  
I have been cautioned-  
In a world where salt water is shame,  
Vulnerability is a chink in your armour  
And splaying your soul open to be read  
Is Achilles foolishly drawing targets  
At the back of his own feet  
 
But I won’t be vacuum in the spaces between the stars,  
Or the empty space between the words of others  
I’d rather burn like the sun than like Icarus,  
So this blazing train-wreck of emotions is me  
I’ll sew my feelings to my sleeves again,  
And call this train-wreck a human hyperbole. 
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Popular Cinepoems on Youtube 

1. HOW TO BE ALONE by Tanya Davis 

Watch Full Poem on Youtube 

If you are at first lonely, be patient. If you've not been alone much, or if when you were, 
you weren't okay with it, then just wait. You'll find it's fine to be alone once you're 
embracing it.

We could start with the acceptable places, the bathroom, the coffee shop, the library. 
Where you can stall and read the paper, where you can get your caffeine fix and sit and 
stay there. Where you can browse the stacks and smell the books. You're not supposed to 
talk much anyway so it's safe there.

There's also the gym. If you're shy you could hang out with yourself in mirrors, you could 
put headphones in (guitar stroke). 

And there's public transportation, because we all gotta go places
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2.  I AM UGLY by ClickforTaz

Watch Full Poem on Youtube

You keep telling yourself that you’re ugly, 
How you can’t possibly love yourself cos every time you look in the mirror, 
you don’t like what you see, 
The stretch marks, loose skin, gap between your front teeth, 
over analysing every single part of yourself, 
destroying your self esteem, 
constantly telling yourself how could anyone ever want you, 
When even you don’t like your own body. 

I wish I could make you understand that you’re perfect, just by being you, 
and I’d tell you that every single day, 
till you start to believe it too, 
And I mean it, 
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3.  OPEN LETTER TO HONEY SINGH by Delhi Poetry Slam

Watch Full Poem on Youtube

Yo, main south Delhi da launda
Driving 180 in a big fast Honda
I went to the dhaba and I ate aloo bonda
I’m running out of options so I’ll just say Anaconda
My anaconda don’t, my anaconda don’t want none unless you got buns hon

Hey little lady, I am a little shady uh, I could be your dilbar-dilbar, you on my Insta no 
filter!

Hey girl, tera bomb figure
Tu lagti badi soni, par magar
I saw you eating burger in Lajpat Nagar
You better work it girl, tujhe lagta nahin dar!
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Interview of Charles Bukowski 
By Elisa Leonelli on August 4, 2015 in Literature, Poetry 

 

I interviewed Charles Bukowski and photographed him in his home in San Pedro, the port 
city of Los Angeles, in 1981.
Bukowski was the writer of many books of poems, short stories and novels, famous for his 
controversial best seller Women, also Notes of a Dirty Old Man, Shakespeare Never Did 
This, Erections, Ejaculations, Exhibitions and General Tales of Ordinary Madness. From 
this book of short stories, an Italian movie had been made by Marco Ferreri, with Ornella 
Muti and Ben Gazzarra, that premiered at the Venice Film Festival that summer: Tales of 
Ordinary Madness.

Q. You asked us to call you Hank, isn’t your name Charles?
A. Hank is short for Henry which is really my first name. Charles is my middle name. My 
mother and father would always call me: “Hennryy! Dinner is ready!” so I go out to get 
dinner and they beat the shit out of me, after I ate or before I ate. They were bad news. So 
when I first decided to write I said: I’ve got to get rid of Henry, it’s bad luck. So I got 
Charles, Charles Bukowski sounds better. As Henry Bukowski I’d never make it, I’d still 
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be starving. There are too many loops, Henry goes up and down. Charles is straight, and 
Bukowski loops, so it makes for a good name.

Q. Bukowski is a Polish name, you were born in Germany, but you are an American 
writer. How did it happen?
A. Bukowski is a Polish name, evidently some Polack came over to Germany around 1780. 
As far back as I can trace my whole family is German. My father was born in Pasadena, 
California from German parents. He was an American soldier with the army of occupation 
in Germany during World War I; there he met my mother and I was born. I came over to 
the United States in 1923 when I was 3 years old and I’ve been here ever since. So I’m 
American, I live here, but I have German blood. When I went back to Europe I felt it, 
maybe it was only my imagination.

Q. Why do you live in this house in San Pedro?
A. Well it’s a quiet place and nobody bothers you. I had to buy a house as a tax write-off. 
See, after many years of poverty the royalties from Europe pounced on me all at once. In 
America you either spend your money or the government takes it away from you. And 
nobody likes to just get money and burn it, especially if they’ve never had it before. So I 
bought a home, and a BMW, I make the payments and I get a tax write-off. I had to change 
my style. I was used to living in one room apartments in East Hollywood. So these 
surroundings are very new to me. At first I thought they would destroy me, because I’m 
not used to space. So I thought, well if it gets to me I’m not a very good writer. But it 
didn’t and I’m still writing every night.

Q. How did you become a writer? 
A. I first started writing when I was 13 years old. I was in a hospital at the time getting 
drilled with these drills, because I had an extreme case of acne vulgaris, huge boils that 
come out and nothing can be done about it. I guess that made me do some thinking that a 
person at that age doesn’t think too much about, about the pain and brutality of reality. I 
got a good education early. I never had a college education. I’ve had hundreds of jobs, the 
worst jobs. When I was 35 and I had been drinking heavily for many many years, finally I 
had hemorrhages, the blood came out of my mouth and my ass and I was just about dead. 
They took me to the charity ward and they waited for me to die. But I didn’t die. I got out 
of the hospital, I got a job driving a truck and I started writing poems. I had never written 
before, in fact I hadn’t written for 10 years. So I wrote all these poems and I didn’t know 
where to send them. So I picked out blindly a magazine in Texas and I sent them the 

!33



1 NOVEMBER 2017 DELHI POETRY SLAM

poems. I thought: I’ll make some old woman angry and she’ll send them back. Instead I 
get this huge letter back from this woman calling me a genius. One thing led to another. 
She came out to visit me, we got to know each other, we got married. Then it turned out 
that she was a millionairess, and that was bad. After two years she divorced me and I was 
glad of it. Later I met another woman somewhere, Francis, we got together and we had a 
child. My daughter is now 16, she is a genius, just graduated from high school.

Q. The Italian director Marco Ferreri has just finished a movie based on some of your 
short stories, called Tales of Ordinary Madness. How did that come about? 
A. I don’t really know, it happened quite suddenly. We signed a contract and the next thing 
I knew I was drinking with Marco Ferreri and Ben Gazzarra and we were talking to each 
other like we had known each other for years. I guess this is the way things happen, people 
just meet and say, Well let’s do it, what the hell, it’s no big thing, it’s all right. I have faith 
in Ferreri because he is a totally human person, he is warm. I haven’t seen any of his films; 
I just liked him when I met him.

Q. You’ve been drinking constantly, California Burgundy and beer, ever since we got 
here, and in your books, like in your life, you drink all the time. Why all this 
drinking? 
A. Oh, drinking! Listen, I’ve been a poor working stiff all my life, no job or nothing. You 
know, when you don’t have any money at all, the women aren’t going to bother you, so 
there’d be moments when you are just looking at four walls, you are wondering how to pay 
the rent or where your next meal is coming from. When things are very very bad, a drink is 
the only magic cheap thing left to give you the dream, to make you feel good for a 
moment. Now that I am not poor anymore, things haven’t changed, because the human 
race is no good. In one of my poems I say: Humanity, you’ve never had it from the 
beginning. It’s just a feeling I have that everything is being wasted. It’s not life, it’s 
humanity that bothers me. The trees don’t bother me, the cats don’t bother me, the sun 
doesn’t bother me. It’s humanity that has failed, that bothers me. Humanity is going to go 
down the same dumb ignorant path forever. But I’ll get out of it because I’ll kick off and I 
will be out. This companionship I’m living with now, they don’t thrill me at all.

Q. It sounds very pessimistic. So if humanity is hopeless what do you hope to 
accomplish with your writing? 
A. I’m not an accomplisher. I’m like a spider spinning my web. It’s all I can do. What we 
do we do out of a natural instinct. We don’t even know why we are doing it, if we did we 
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couldn’t do it. Striving is destructive. I don’t believe in control, in studying, in learning. I 
just believe that what occurs occurs, and I go with it. To sum it all up in two words, “don’t 
try,” for me that works. I still find a great deal of joy in spite of everything, I don’t know 
why, but often times I wake up in the morning and I feel damn good. It’s just a feeling 
inside.

Q. Is it true that you are more famous in Europe than in the U.S.? 
A. Definitely, 60 times more. Why? I would like to think that European civilization is at 
least 300 years ahead of this one in culture, knowledge, instinct, wines, graciousness, all 
those things. Because things began over there, they got the taste for real things. Here in 
America, we are still flashy, we are blunt, we don’t quite know where the hell we are. So I 
think over there the seed took in ground that was ready, here the seed was dropped but the 
ground was sterile.

Q. Which one of your books do you prefer? 
A. I don’t know, usually the last one I wrote, Which is it? I can’t remember. I’m all 
involved in my new one, it’s called Ham on Rye. It begins with my first memory up to 
WWII. All my books are autobiographical. I put a little bit of fiction to liven it up, make it 
more interesting than life, but not much. My style is very simple and direct, just like your 
photography, it records what occurs, it doesn’t make any speeches. It says what it says, and 
it’s all there is to it. My poems are a little more emotional, I let myself go a little more. But 
in prose I’m pretty straight.
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