
T h e Jingle o f the M u t e 

Crows fly 
f rom the tunnel 
of her tongueless mouth, 
aliens in the 
land of the sun. 

The gir l with the 
bowl 
staring through 
masses of grey 
silence, 
her secrets 
lying i n the folds 
of her dumbness; 
She is a statue 
with 
tell-tale eyes 
that h o l d back 
restive oceans. 



Words . . . 
still-born babies 
empty of sound 
daggers of silence 
twist i n the mouth 
without a tongue. 

With the coins 
dropping into her bowl, 
f rom the mouth 
without a tongue 
white pigeons holding messages 
i n their beaks 
fly into the clouds 
to the land of the 
sun. 

S U K R I T A P A U L K U M A R 


