Bihar Board Class 12 English Poetry Notes Chapter 10
My Grandmother’s House

KAMALA DAS (b. March 31, 1934), poet and short story writer, has earned a respectable
place in both English and Malayalam literature. Her autobiography, published in 1976,
created quite a stir. In 1984, she was short listed for the Nobel Prize for literature. Her
important volumes of verse in English include Summer in Kolkata (1963), Sirens (1964), The
Descendents (1967), The Old Playhouse and other Poems (1973), The Anamatal Poems
(1985), Only Saint Knows How to Sing (1996), and Yes Allah (2001). Kamala Das’s poetry is
primarily autobiographical and her theme is love of a lonely heart — love with never ending
passion, lust, greed and hunger that never satiate. She is known for sexual adventures in her
writings: for her, love hardly ever goes beyond sex and lust — which even reaches the point of
nausea, and is reborn again and again with new vigour. Kamala Das reveals a commendable
mastery of phrase and control over rhythm .The words are often painted and the rhythm is
marvellously, almost feverously, alive.
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MY GRANDMOTHER’S HOUSE

There is a house now far away where once I received love. That woman died,
The house withdrew into silence, snakes moved

Among books I was then too young

To read, and, my blood turned cold like the moon.
How often I think of going

There, to peer through blind eyes of windows or



Just listen to the frozen air,

Or in wild despair, pick an armful of
Darkness to bring it here to lie

Behind my bedroom’s door like a brooding
Dog ... you cannot believe, darling

Can you, that I lived in such a house and
Was proud, and loved ...

I who have lost

My way and beg now at strangers’ doors to
Receive love, at least in small change?
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