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Letters weave words, words form a web of sentence finely crafted to produce symphony. Poetry, like music, strikes a chord which goes deep into one’s heart.  It is the art where paper is the canvass and words are your colours. Poetry, despite passage of time is not a primary feature of any particular epoch. It has sustained the test of time and nature and has only developed to give us bards that have inspired generations with this beautiful form of expression.
Speaking of this personal relationship that I share with words, I find myself terrible at writing, and the people around me only too generous to appreciate what I write, be it in English or Hindustani. It was as far back as in grade five that I could come up with two strings of sentences in rhythm, and that made me ecstatic. Gradually, as I took on reading the works on Gulzar, Javed Akhtar, Munawwar Rana and the likes, I realized the extent of my own ineptitude. And such realizations, in the journey of a poet’s life, make her humble.    

Poetry is something very personal to one’s heart, and there cannot be laid any rules to get a good poem. The attempt should always be to create an honest poem, greatness finds its own way, if it has to.

My poems must be accredited to the people who have deeply impacted my life. Perchance, one cannot sit on a table after putting in a day’s thought that Saturday is the day I shall write a poem. It is much like some of the deepest emotions that one feels, it just happens. 
I feel compelled to borrow some words to convey how much importance poetry as a language in itself holds, ‘Language does not just describe reality, language creates the reality that it describes.’ It is an interesting aspect of poetry, that it is much more effective in making the public aware of its hypocrisy. It is strange that if one directly communicates to people of their shortcomings, they would take it to heart, but if you say it in the language of poetry, it makes a difference. Perhaps, the impact, the weight that a poem carries, is far more than words ordinarily spoken. 

The sensitivity of a poet, be it in any time and place, always notices the  callousness that has crept into the world. My heart often becomes heavy with the indifference that has made its way everywhere, even in law school; where people tend to think multiple times before flashing a smile to an acquaintance, or drop by a word of appreciation, life teaches that there aren’t sufficient people to be your confidante.
It is impossible to put in words one’s own experiences with this genre of writing and I can only say that one can’t discuss one’s poems at the drop of a hat, or trace a trajectory of its development. As with all abstract ideas, poetry is an idea which signifies a variety of things that it can mean to anyone. Each poem has a story attached to it, the writer’s story, which leads to a thousand stories that are revisited by the reader, in her own life. It fascinates me no end, of how much it can create and how much possibility of even more creation it holds. It is in this, that its relevance lies. 


