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A NOTE

Menke Katz is a gifted American poet whose poems
are being published widely in the United States and
translated to other European languages. His poems
have appeared in many leading magazines such as
the Atlantic Monthly, the New York Times and
Epoch. Mr. Katz brings to the realm of poesy, a
touch of the spiritual world. With great insight, he
conveys the message of optimism and peace. Mr.
Katz also edits the quarterly magazine of poetry,
BITTERROOT, from Brooklyn, New York. His
published works include six books of poetry in Yiddish
and the recent first book of poems in English, LAND
OF MANNA. DI’ve had the opportunity and plea-
sure to read his LAND OF MANNA and think that
Mr. Katz is one of the truly spiritual poets of the
present generation.

The Kannada *‘ transpositions® were made by me
and my sister, G.S. Manjula, who is a graduate of
the Bangalore University and Polytechnic Institute
Jfor Women in Bangalore. We have strived to create
nuances which are not literally faithful to the original
but which, we feel, emerge with the power and
imagery that the poet intended in the original. We
hope the readers will read them so.

G. S. Sharat Chandra
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ON THE DEATH OF A DAY OLD CHILD

All dead, day old children will welcome you.
The wind will sing my lullabies to you,
When the sun falls where the saddest grass grows.

You are the beginning when light is wise.
God will guard to the end of days your day,
In the land of manna, Eden of bread.

With ray and shade you will play pranks all day.
Autumn will teem with the brown of your eyes.
With my grief will forever weep the dew.
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How sad,

you do not know,

I am the Yiddish long forgotten poet from Shangri La.
I came to you from a neighboring century,
openarmed as a tree in a dream.

How sad;

you do not know,

At daybreak, 1 am your prime admirer,

born anew, day in, day out,

awaiting you skyclad, eager as the light of dawn.

At sunset, I am your dying lover,

thirst maddened as the dust under your feet,
following thrill-crazed each of your indifferent steps,
wearing away in the waning twilight.

How sad,

you do not know,

all around you,

I am the yearning wind from a desolate alley,
playing serenades to you on God’s flute.
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A HERO IN BRONZE

A hero in bronze, rain-blinded in the autumn park,

Birds stain his gallant ire, he is all pitiful love.

On the kind of bronze rest stray sisters of the flood-
drenched dove,

in search of a green olive-leaf out of Noah’s ark,

Battle-spent- a crowned bore, he prays for downfall
or hell.
Gloom frightens each trembling glimmer of his faded
wreath.
Good to see the leaves around him fall as yellow
myths.
Only the saddest leaves which never grew never fell.

Dusk. Cherubs are wing-maimed, unborn children
craving light.
The hero, sorrow-wreathen, tomb-eyed a stoned
captive,
does not know he was ever born, hence he never
lived.
He may scare as a ghost, if left with a child at night.

The sea-gray trees face the oldest pirate—solitude.
I heard dead leaves say : No darkness is blind, no
stone mute.
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ON RACE

Two races were left

from time immemorial :

the race of mammon,

and the race of lone poets—
the blessed scum of the earth.

OASIS

Awaiting you, the

green attic turns into a

top oasis or

an old treasure boat before
sailing an unknown sea.

Even the vilest

seem welcome guests in the sun,
invited by God,

each with a handful of dawns:
the gift of generous dust.
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MY LAST POEM

This is my last poem, a death-bell each rhyme.
All the days are locked, the key thrown away.
When 1 reach the last line is the end of time,
the end of life and death of night and day.

These last words as condemned steps to gallows lead.
The sun—a golden noose in hangman’s hand.
Beyond me, glowing, furrow-cloven, I leave

in lone metaphors, my women stranded,

sensuous, longing for my manful touch in vain.
Women I know from a hundred years hence,
yearning for me as parched soil for plough and rain,
wave hands of tomorrow to my last glance.

The end ends at the beginning, before birth,
before ghost and ghoul, before heaven and earth.

It
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EVENING

The old house still echoes your vanished voice.

The bricks like loose teeth hold the word good bye.
Blind beggars count pennies with lucky eyes.

Over old rays the young shadows rejoice.

I dream of you as of fire a fallen tree.

Each thing you touched, the ground on which you
walked.

envies even the ears which hear you talk,

is a conqueror’s whiphand over me.

Mammon corners the day in a cobweb.

Mammon the merchant of life and death turns

you into stocks and bonds, a Wall street urn.

Night and fire, fondling foes, leave me spear swept.

Good the sun is noosed in the spider’s prey,
No darkness dismays as the light of day.
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SPRING RAIN IN MANHATTAN

O brook of the streets after the first spring rain,
Quarreling with Pan on the strange city stones,
licking the pavements, pleading with fate in vain,
seeking the fields in panic, O barren rain!

O cloud longing for the sky, O brook of pain !
The gutter in the sun is God’s highest throne.
Naiad of the streets, born by a city rain,

you left a kiss on each cool, grateful stone.

15
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A REJECTED POEM

A rejected poem,
only by the live silence of stones heard.

It lives only where the accurst have been.
On the lips of the doomed the unspoken word.

The word on lonely tombs by no one read
The word which finds no rest as Noah’s dove.

O poems,
I shape them of my bone and aching earth.

17
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FIRST SUNRISE

1 saw Adam at the first sunrise on earth.

Alas!

He did not see me.

I would have told him:

— Look, Adam,

with all your two hundred and forty eight bones look !
only once sees a man the sun rise,

then, he only sees imitation.
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G. S. Sharat Chandra is a poet and lives in the
United States. His first book ofpoems was recently
published. He writes in English but translates other
poets into Indian Languages. G. S. Manjula is an
young Indian poet who is too shy to talk about or
publish her own poetry. This is her first effort at
translating though she is well versed in English and
many Indian languages.



