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cet Thayil is every bit of
all the labels that precede
his name on any generic
1 bio —a poet, a novelist, amusi-
L cian. The man might have
| turned into a recognisable name
k‘! outside the bibliophile circles
| due to his 2012 Man Booker noin-
| ination for Narcopolis, but Jeet
is a poet who speaks, exudes and
‘ lives poetry, that is admit-
| tedly “obscure and insane”.
[ He was in the city on an
“ambitious” project that in-
| volved 50 poets across different
F‘, languages, translating each oth-
L ers'work. At the end of it all Jeet
| looked exhausted. “It's been
|| crazy I quit working 9 to 5 in
{2003, sothis is the first time I felt
' like 1 am back to working in an
| office...” he says.
| Reliving that memory of his
office-going yvears makes Jeet,
who generally looks unper-
tubed, squeamish. “The last 8-5
job I had messed me up so bad,
that I thought I'd rather be
broke!” savs the writer:
! But there was only one thing
| that made this Hyderabad visit
bearable — the poetry, “The way
it 1o0ks on the page, the way it
smmdsand feels in yourmuutlm,.

o .MhWim‘le&ma
- orawine shop, it was like a room. There
‘was this bench of people there, some
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1 am happy with the outcome,”
he says.

One can't help but get carriced
mway by the poetic quality in his
speech, To him, even a conversa-
tion is poetry “Poetry s not some
corebral exercise,” he says. But
growing up as a poet wasn't easy
“Back then, to identify vourself as
a poet was seen as masochism,
perversion, a hunger for the obliv,
ious, thirst for obscurity, adeath
wish....” But things are changing,
he says. "1 have started noticing
something very strange. [scealot
of people reading poetry, certain-
Iy more than when 1 was young. [
spg people tweeting poems, or
snapshots of poems, People are
talking about it like something
that matters. For a poet, it'sa very

who worked in the film industry, a fab-
ricator, & coupsa of hardcore alcoholics.
After an hour, we knew the life stories of
everyona there. And it ocusmed to me that
this kind of thing would never happen
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emotional thing.™

That said, Jeet never made
headlines for his poetry Even as
he works on another novel, he is
aware that he might have to “geta
real job soon”. “If I do not finish
this book hy the end
of the year | am going to get back
toa joh The thought of it depress-
es me— 10 go to & crappy job with
a horrible boss,” he shares, |
adding, ‘“You see, Ilhve in a rented 't'
house in the most polluted city in |
the world (Delhl). F'mS6and Idon’t |
have a familx I am pretiy much |
single. Thad one book that madea |
bit of moneyond it's gone.Tdon't |
even think haypincas fr possibie,
joy might be possible but itisis
fleeting.” he signs off, leaving you,_ |
with an absurd Kafka-esque vein. i
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into a conversation with the person on K
the table next to you. ‘Wauenumm!g



