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      SPLIT MORNING 

  By N. Gopi 

                       Translated by N. S. Rachakonda 

 

The morning has got to arrive 

with the crowing of the cock, 

But this morning is not like  other mornings. 

The boy who brings the paper 

is rather too young. 

He will be cycling half asleep 

The dogs which are sleeping in the road 

wake up, 

look at him up and down 

and go back to sleep, 

Recognising him as their own. 

He does not care when greated  "good morning".  

For him it is just a "sleepy morning" 

That he is carrying "two states" today 

He is not aware. 
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AN OLD PHOTO 

 

Photos may not reveal the complete truth 

They make permanent only those moments  

when they were  taken. 

 

This is a photo of my parents 

Taken in Sholapur  during our childhood 

Here you see my mother  holding me 

Placing    her hand in place of an underwear 

How beautiful   my mother was! 

A golden ornaments on her nose, 

old fashioned ear rings.  

Fulsome  cheeks              (??) 

Not just her mouth, 

her whole face smiles 

 

One can begin and finish 

reading  a great epic 

to the very end 

But it is difficult to delienate 

the countless thoughts  

her face presents 

 

 

On looking more carefully, 

you see  

A trace of tears beneath her eyes 

The cause for those tears 

was perhaps my deceased older sister, 

The chain on my mother's neck 
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helped us tide through difficult times  

That design on that chain  is now unavailable  

even for lakhs of money 

 

You see the umbrella 

In my father's hand 

All of us children 

grew in its shade 

 

Both my parents  

look like disembodied souls 

in that photo 

 

Photos my not tell the whole truth 

but we cannot but express 

out gratitude to them  

for imprisoning  time. 
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LETTER BOX 

                         

The letter box has no work now-a-days 

Have not had a letter for six months 

If one should ask for address 

They will simply say that "letter box house" 

 

The old postman has retired 

The new man does not know who's who 

Even if a letter or two were to arrive 

They are not received in time 

The news of my friend's death 

has not been received till after 10 days 

What does the present generation know 

of the thrill one obtains 

In sitting squarely comfortably* and sculpting a letter 

and in anxiously receiving letter. 

Letters used to carry past events 

They used to throw light on the present 

In short, time is locked up in them 

  

The letters were ever new 

like old classics of poetry  

and shone like pearl necklaces of box.   

The word "loneliness" today applies only to 

 the state of the letter box. 

It remains like the light house 

Looking at the ship of departing time 

Homage to a great experience  

which is wounding up its incarnation. 
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VESSELS 

  

All the cooking vessels in my house 

appear to me like my family members.  

That is not all, 

they do contain our own written names. 

 

I cannot remember when we bought them. 

They have been with us for years. 

Some there are, among them, 

whose birth days ought to be celebrated. 

 

There are all kinds of metal vessels 

glittering and shining. 
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Aluminium is out, 

stainless steel is in 

Do not brush it aside  

Saying "It's only a brass one". 

We consider it as equal to gold 

In the world of our affections 

there is no place for industrialisation. 

 

We do not look down 

upon plastic containers either. 

Different periods of time 

dwell in our house in harmony. 

 

Some vessels show cracks after over use. 

on gluing them together 

we feel like bringing 

scattered memories to one place. 

 

Vessels which have been plated   

are like poems.  

Some of you who follow 

the "Use and Throw" rule, 

should visit us  once   

to see the visual drama of our kitchen.  

A sweet pudding will be waiting for you also. 
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Bio 

Dr. N. Gopi 

He is an eminent Indian Poet and Literary Critic in Telugu. He has also been in the University 

system as Professor and Dean. Since 1974, until retiring in 2008, and has held the post of 

Vice- Chancellor of Telugu University, Hyderabad. His poetry collections have been 

translated into several languages like Hindi, English, Gujarathi, Nepali, Tamil, Malayalam, 

Marathi, Konkani, Dogri, Maithili, Kannada, Punjabi, Sanskrit, Odiya, Sindhi, Manipuri and 
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Persian. He was awarded the Sahitya Akademi Award in 2000 for his poetry collection, 

‘Kaalanni Nidra Ponivvanu’ (I will not let Time sleep).  

Rachakonda Narasimha Sarma (also referred to as Narasimha Sarma Rachakonda)  

He was born in 28-08-1924 in Srikakulam, Andhra Pradesh, India. He graduated from 

Andhra Medical College in 1949 and qualified for the M.D. Degree in 1959. He worked as a 

physician in Andhra Pradesh Medical Service from 1950 to 1967 and later as a physician in 

USA from 1967 till his retirement in 1996. Returning to India in 2004 he has settled in his 

home town Visakhapatnam. He is the author of two books of Telugu poems 

1.  Anuraagalu – Aatmeeyatalu (2005)  

2.  Padamati Sandhyaaragam a collection of Telugu Translations of forty famous 

English poems (2007). 

3. The Human Touch and Other Peoms. 

4. Aayitae ( if )  (2014) an Anchology of English transaltion of forty telugu poems is 

under publications. 

 


