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Santosh Kumar Padhy

Derridean Deconstruction in the Short Sories of
Manoj Das

Jacques Derrida born of Jackie Elie Derrida on July 15, 1930 is an Algerian-born
French philosopher best known for developing aform of semiotic analysis known
as deconstruction, which he discussed in numerous texts, and developed in the
context of phenomenology. His critique of Western philosophy and analyses of the
nature of language, writing, and meaning were highly controversia yet immensely
influential in much of theintellectual worldin thelate 20th century, whose theory of
deconstruction gives us new insights into the meaning of language and aesthetic
value and who is virtually connected to every area of humanistic scholarship and
artistic activity in the latter part of the 20th century that provides a new fegling of
the influence. He died at the age of 74 from pancreatic cancer on October 9, 2004.
“Deconstruction”, the word, which he transforms from a rare French term to a
common expression in many languages, becomes a part of the vocabulary not only
of philosophers and literary theorists but also of architects, theologians, artists,
political theorists, educationists, music critics, filmmakers, lawyers, and historians.
Resistance to his thinking, too, is also widespread, which sometimes seems to be
bitter asit is a challenged word in the academic norms and at other timesused asa
common sense for which the name appears more frequently in books, journals,
lectures, and common-room conversations during the last thirty years than that of
any other theorist and thinker. For the subject of films, cartoons, rock song, and
journalism what he has contributed is some of the most formidably difficult
philosophical worksof histime. For literature, if heisremembered in future centuries,
itissurely to be for his contributions to our understanding of language, meaning,
identity, ethical decisions, and aesthetic values. This paper intends to compare and
contrast the short stories of Manoj Das in terms of Derridean deconstruction in
which deconstruction is neither a construction nor a destruction rather a
reconstruction — a new kind of construction, which is a need and necessity of
ultimatum time and literature. Two other aspectsare examined in thispaper that how
the eastern phenomenon is found rare and unique for a decent living al over the
globethat rejectsthe western philosophy all thetime. On the other hand, to Derrida,
to deconstruct isto read the unread, to think the unthought, to cover the uncovered,
and to explore the unexplored which isin other words— close reading, deep thought
and feeling for a better life what Manoj Das in his stories shows more relevant for
the present society.

Dr. Santosh K. Padhy (b. 1967). Completed his Ph.D. in 2005, an MRP Sanctioned by UGC,
Kolkata in 2007 and a Major Research Project sanctioned by UGC, New Delhi. Has authored
Home as Metaphor, The Home-Bound Vision, Ecofeminism as a Global Commitment and
Blood Letters. Has translated Arrogant IAS and Other Sories. Writes articles and poems both in
English and Odia. Email: <santoshpadhy123@rediffmail.com>
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Manaj Das, an Odiawriter, also famousin English literature, an award winning
and internationally recognized writer, a columnist, an editor, a philosopher, an
educationist, aradica student leader and adevoted disciple of mysticism and yoga,
is now living in Pondicherry and working as a Professor of English at the Sri
Aurobindo International Centre of Education. As a bilingual writer, he has nine
novels, nineteen short story collections, six travelogues, two poetry collections,
and severa other writings on history and culture to his credit. He is such a short
story writer whom once the world famous fiction writer, Graham Greene writes: “|
have read the short stories of Manoj Das with great pleasure. He will certainly take
a place on my shelves besides the stories of Narayan. | imagine Orissais far from
Malgudi, but there is same quality in his stories with perhaps an added mystery”
(Wikipedia).

Greatly influenced by Fakir Mohan Senapati, the grand pioneer of modern
Odia fiction, Vyasa and Vamiki, Manoj Das's short stories win the heart of his
readers throughout the world. Among other literary productions, his Tales Told by
Mystics (2001) makes Manoj Das an explorer of mysticism and aseeker of right path
after long years of meditation at the Pondicherry Ashram. His collections of short
stories are the eye openers and eye washers in this era of post modern and post
independent India with rapid industrialization and material pursuits. The stories
often lead the mechanized and dehumanized human mass of the world to walk on
the enshrined and enlightened path of divine grace by creating green and fresh
environment suited to human living. In other words, hisstoriesalso leave amessage
that esoteric aestheticism istransient and only the divine path is eternal. Above all,
one can easily find Manoj Das agreat patriot who all the time fallsback on therich
culture and heritage of our country. Hislove for Odisha, the native landscapes, the
biological atmosphere that ushersin his short stories rather categorizes his stance
as apilgrim of rare sense and sensibility. Thus, we can revere his personality as a
visionary seer. In this connection, Derridaexemplifies:

For example, in an early work on the German phenomenologist Edmund Husserl, La voix

et le phénomene (Speech And Phenomena, 1967), Derrida argued that the philosophical

emphasis on the “living present” concealed a dependence on the idea of death: | cannot
use a sign - a word or a sentence, say - without implying that it pre-exists me and will
outlive me. “I am” means “l am mortal.”

Having thiskind of notionin hismind, Manoj Das s short storiesare coll ected
over the past four decades from different sources as much as available of talestold
by Sri RamakrishnaParamahamsa, Sri RamanaM aharshi, Swami Vivekananda, Svami
Nigamananda, Sri Vijay KrishnaGoswami, Swami Ramdas, Swami Ram Tirth, Yogiji
Maharaj and so on. These stories are the treasures of our national heritage for
which the SahityaAkademi, New Delhi has published the storiesasthe significance
liesthere in each story and these are appreciated even by the foreign readers much
as the message of each story is appended at the end. The reason behind the
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success of Manoj Das as a storyteller is the honesty and faithfulness maintained
by him when hewrites. “ To the best of my conviction, thetheme and the spirit of the
stories have been faithfully projected (xii).” Here Derridaclears hisviews:

The demonstration that this is so largely constituted the work of deconstruction, in
which writers who laid claim to purity or transparency or universality - and this would
include most of the significant figures in the philosophical tradition - could be shown, by
close and careful reading, to be undoing those very claims in the act of making them by
their implicit recognition of the ongoing work of difference.

Side by side, Derrida’s starting point is his rejection of a common model of
knowledge and language, to which understanding something requires acquaintance
with its meaning, ideally a kind of acquaintance in which this meaning is directly
present to consciousness. For him, thismodel involves “the myth of presence”, the
supposition that we gain our best understanding of something when it - and it
alone - is present to consciousness.

If we discuss the short stories one by one, it authenticates Manoj Das as a
true seeker of truth, justice and enlightenment. Lifeischanging, so also histhought,
perception and writing. Born in Shankhari, Balasore, Odisha; Manoj Das a staunch
supporter of Marxismin hisstudent career turnslater to aseeker of realism and now
an ardent quester of spiritualism. In his collections, Manoj Das has attempted to
compile hundreds of short stories from the mystics on the back drop of the richest
Indian mythology, (the Purans, the Veda, the Upanishad, the history and other
sources) for which the writer begins his preface:

The India of yore, evidently, was an astoundingly fertile ground for the growth of severa

genres of fiction. Parallel to the chronological development of its mythology (the Vedas,

the Upanishads, the Itihasa or the epics and the Puranas) , there grew a solid ethical,
moral pragmatic and purely earthly tradition of literature consisting of the Brihatkatha

(only a part of which is available to us as the Kathasarit-Sagar), a compilation of lively

tales of wisdom, wit and delight; the Jataks, the world's first compilation of fables, apart

from stories based on dramatic events and characters of a remote past, like those of

Savitri and Satyavan, Dushyanta and Shakuntala, Nala and Damayanti, king Harishchandra

etc. some of which were in corporate in the Mahabharata and came to be regarded as

aspects of our mythological lore. (ix)

“Deconstruction” isthe most famous of Derrida's terms. Yet without Martin
Heidegger, the German Philosopher, no Derrida is possible because of the use of
“destruction” in Being and Time. Therefore, Derrridaisindebted to both Heidegger
and Rene Descartes, the French philosopher:

But we can get a general sense of what Derrida means with deconstruction by recalling
Descartes's First Meditation. There Descartes says that for a long time he has been
making mistakes. The criticism of his former beliefs both mistaken and valid aims
towards uncovering a “firm and permanent foundation”. The image of a foundation
implies that the collection of his former beliefs resembles a building. In the First Meditation
then, Descartes is in effect taking down this old building, “de-constructing” it. We have
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also seen how much Derrida is indebted to traditional transcendental philosophy which

really starts here with Descartes' search for a “firm and permanent foundation”. But with

Derrida, we know now, the foundation is not a unified self but a divisible limit between

myself and myself as another (auto-affection as hetero-affection: “origin-heterogeneous’).

Deconstruction isaform of philosophical and literary analysisthat questions
the fundamental conceptual distinctions, or “oppositions,” in Western philosophy
through a close examination of the language and logic of philosophical,
which involvesthe ultimate aim to criticize Western logic, rising from aresponseto
structuralism and formalism. It is a philosophical movement and theory
of literary criticism that questions traditional assumptions about certainty, identity,
and truth; asserts that words can only refer to other words; and attempts to
demonstrate how statements about any text subvert their own meanings. In its
major Characteristics, Deconstruction isoften regarded asundermining all tendencies
toward systematization. The most fundamental project of deconstruction is to
display the operations of “logocentrism” in any “text”. Logocentrism refers to any
system of thought which isfounded on the stability and authority. Deconstruction is
away of understanding how something was created, usually things like art, students
of literature, literary theory, film, communications, or postmodernist thought. But,
as Derrida pointed out the center is not the center, for the idea of the centered
structure is just that an idea and a metaphysical one in which the metaphysics of
presence can be “shaken” by the concept of a sign, understood as a “sign-of,” or
adisplacement, astand in for that which is absent. Another term used by Derridais
aporia, which consists of two morphemes- ‘a’ and ‘ poros’ means without passage.
To define an aporia, what Derrida meansto say:

The writer can openly express doubt about the current topic about which they’'re

writing. Aporiaplays a big part in the work of deconstruction theorists like Jacques Derrida,
who uses the term to describe a text’s most doubtful or contradictory moment.”

A “transcendental signified” is also asignified concept or thought which transcends any

single signifier, but which is implied by all determinations of meaning. Derrida argues that

the “transcendental signified” may be deconstructed by an examination of the assumptions
which underlie the “metaphysics of presence.”

Out of Derrida’s many definitions of deconstruction, three definitions are
highly significant. The firstoneis'Positions’, whichisfoundinthe1971 interview
and in the 1972 Preface to Dissemination. Here deconstruction consists in “two
phases’ (Positions, pp. 41-42, Dissemination, pp.4—6). Derrida speaks of
“metaphysics’ asif the Western philosophical tradition that seemsto be monolithic
and homogeneous. At times like Nietzsche, he also speaks of “Platonism”. At this
point, deconstruction isacriticism of Platonism, which isdefined by the belief that
existence is structured in terms of oppositions (separate substances or forms) and
that the oppositions are hierarchical, with one side of the opposition being more
valuable than the other. Thefirst phase of deconstruction attacks this belief
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by quashing the Platonist hierarchies: the hierarchies between the invisible or
intelligible and the visible or sensible; between essence and appearance; between
the soul and body; between living memory and rotten memory; between voice and
writing; between finally good and evil. In order to clarify other two phases of
deconstruction, Derrida restricts the opposition between appearance and essence.
Before Derrida, Nietzsche had also criticized thisopposition, anditiscriticizedina
lot of twentieth century philosophy. In Platonism, therefore, essenceismorevauable
than appearance. In deconstruction, however, we reverse this, making appearance
more valuabl e than essencethat al knowledge of essence depends on the experience
of what it appears before us. Then essence and appearance are not related to one
another as both are separate and opposition to each other. In other words, essence
can be reduced down to a variation of appearances, which involves the roles of
memory and anticipation. Thereductionisareductiontowhat iscalled “immanence,”
which carries the sense of “within” or “in.” Thus, essence is found in appearance
and essence is mixed into appearance. The hierarchy of essence-appearance and
separated essence from appearance really defines Platonism or “metaphysics’,
which is the second “phase’ of deconstruction. The previously inferior term must
be re-inscribed asthe “origin” or “resource” of the opposition and hierarchy itself.
This re-inscription or redefinition of appearance works in every appearance or
every experience, which istemporal. In the experience of the present, thereisaways
a smal difference between the moment of now-ness and the past and the future.
Here the difference is not only a difference that is non-dualistic, but aso it is a
difference what Derrida says “undecidable.” It is a perception experiencing
anticipation presently. It is clearly contaminated with memory or the present is
contaminated with the past: the experienced difference is an experience of what
Derridawould call the‘trace’.

In thisway, whatever themes Manoj Dastakesin his stories, onethingissure
that nostalgia’/memory haunts him to the very core. He has a different kind of
artistic form and style from other famous short story writers such as Ruskin Bond,
‘O’ Henry, G D. Maupassant, Anton Chekov, and R.K. Narayan. His storiesusually
begin with an innocence, recreate the distant horizon with own credibility through
folk, mysticism and divinity. Inaninterview with SachidanandaM ohanty, aProfessor
of English at the University of Hyderabad, on 7 January 2007, Manoj Das validates
his fondness for Odishan background and indigenous art form:

Our indigenous can find appreciation in pastures new around the world, similarly, Indian

literature, to whatever region it might belong, must remain Indian. With the knowledge

about India growing in the world, it should find wider appreciation. The best Indian
literature is to be found in regional languages.

As we go on reading the stories, we can be sure of one thing that there was
no dichotomy between mundane life and divine life in the Vedic era. Everyone in
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this era performed yagna early in the morning and the ghee used for the yagnain
individual home was produced by cow reared in each home. Cow was not only
considered as sacred but her milk and each production of milk was accepted as
auspicious. Even cow-dung was used as the most holistic element. Individua life
was as pious and vegetarian as cows. Cows were an asset, property, and wealth not
only for people but aso for kings. He was a rich man who had possessed more
number of cows. There was mass honesty, simplicity, and faithfullness between
human life and animal life. Sanctity and positivism prevailed everywhere in the
whole universe. Then camethe Tretaya Yuga (era) in which one-fourth of the earth
was only negative or devilish in nature. The Ramayana reveal sthat L ord Ramahad
taken birth to crush the evil attitude of mankind then who smashed the Rakshasa
Vamsa of Ravana and his territory to restore peace in the world. In Dwapara era,
God in hisincarnation of Lord Krishnanot only conveyed the message of love but
also set up dharma (nobility) by arranging the greatest Mahabharata war. It was
believed that truth and justice were preached in the battle field of the Mahabharata
through the message from his own mouth, the Bhagvat Gita that isincorporated in
thelife style of good and benevolent people as well. Fifty percent occupied by the
inhuman and anti-socias were completely destroyed by killing them and the rest
fifty were restored in continuation with the goodness. The present era and itsratio
between the good and the evil elements are altered to one-fourth quite opposite to
Tretaya Yuga. Goodness among peopleisamost non-existent asaresult of the evil
forcesall around. What to do and how to exist—is now a question for the peopl e of
positivethought and attitude asthereisno end of horror, terror, brutality, bloodshed,
inequality, injustice, indiscipline, jealousy, intolerance and al kinds of inhuman
qualities. Both nature and women are tortured, exploited, and even crashed under
feet. In this situation, Manoj Das's stories are the remedial measures and the real
gateway of mankind for which in his foreface he also urges. “1 must hasten to add
that even stories with a strong ascetic orientation were designed not so much to
inspire disgust for the mundane world as to warn man against attachment to false
values, greed, lust etc. and his readiness to use even occult powers for satisfaction
of blind desires’ (xi).

In addition to that deconstruction aims to disturb in order to discover books,
poems and other writing. Deconstruction is breaking something down into smaller
parts. Sometimes deconstruction looks at how an author can imply
things he does not mean. By deconstructing a text, we learn to read beyond
atext’'s straightforward content and uncover new meanings and truths. Beside
critique, Derridean deconstruction consists in an attempt to re-conceive the
difference that divides self-consciousness in consciousness of oneself.

Gaining much confidence from Odiawriting first, which islater, extended to
hiswriting in English, Manoj Das confirms a guaranteed success and popul arity for
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him. From therichest culture, heritage, myth and mythology, Manoj Das experiences
how to transcend transitoriness of life and how to lead life to peace, progress,
permanence and spirituality. He is a seeker of Svadharma or true inner freedom,
which hasno conflict with the collectivelife. It further requiresonly atransformation
of human consciousness in the recent trend. Both the Mahabharata and Homer's
Ulysses are abundantly present in his novels and short stories. It is the human
stupidity and foolishness as revealed by seers, saints and monks what Manoj Das
in an attempt intends to curb the situation and further clarifies: “But satire against
stupidity (the first sign of stupidity is, it never suspects itself—says a mystic),
inhumanity and exhortation to broaden the consciousness assume an equally great
importance in many such tales and several of them revea subtle mysteries of the
spiritua world” (xi).

What Manoj Daswantsto explore, through his stories, isto simplify human
living now a days and to make others go in to the depth of judgment and
consciousness. He knows that all are one and grace is one. Unless one is not
showered with grace, it isimpossible for him to grow. The truth is that there are
experiences and inspirations but without grace, nothing isfructified. Life’ sultimate
goal can be achieved through strong faith, confidence, labour and ceaseless
effort, not by greed, vanity and pretention. Better understanding helps grow with
judgment. Similarly, spiritual awakening solves all the problems of earthly life.
Our natural environment is our home. We can’t save ourselves unless we save it.
Before an incident or accident, nature gives usominouswarning. We can, therefore,
follow nature for our betterment. Thus, nature perpetuates grace upon mankind:
work isworship. Karma/action (work/duty) resultsin joys and sorrows because it
depends on action. Better action, better result; evil act, evil result. Itisnot easy to
understand karma (action) otherwise there would be no pain, agony and suffering
at al. Indian mysticism lays a great emphasis on human consciousness behind
the action. We can certainly judge aman from his action. The stories, Manoj Das
prefers to write, also present a truth that virtue is always rewarded and vice is
definitely punished. The stories go through examining knowledge and ignorance,
scholarship and innocence, faith and faithlessness, miracle and incessant labor.
Satsang or befriending the truth and benevolent one leads man to spiritualism
but there can be no attainment/salvation or purgation unless we surrender to God
completely. Thisonly givesman all kinds of happiness—both material and spiritual.
Manoj Das, in certain stories, tries to show the distinction of body and soul.
Body decays, not soul; the soul leaves the body after death to dissolve in the
super-soul or God. On the other hand, satisfaction of the body never gives
happiness unless the soul is satisfied. Realizing the truth is not knowing it. It
needs specific practice for a fulfillment in life. Mantra or chant of holy lines
brings siddhi or success. For each success, a teacher/Guru is highly necessary
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who can guide lifein the right path. Again, success without divine grace isfutile.
Manoj Das's use of a number of images, symbols and allegories make the short
stories pack with wit, wisdom and humour. One of the chief aspects of hisstoriesis
to fill the mental blindness or hollowness with truth, honesty, and reality.

Another aspect of the story writer has a deep significance that freedom of
choice without wisdom is valueless and meaningless. Besides it is obvious that
different limbs of the human body are energized by different benevolent Gods
and Goddesses. Thus, this short story collection makes Manoj Das to continue a
journey from earthly lifeto ascetic life, worldly lifeto spiritual life, esotericlifeto
divine life. Side by side, human commitment is also important. In one of the
stories, the story writer narrates about Maya, which has two ways — Vidya and
avidya, deed and misdeed, acceptance and non-acceptance, action and non-
action. The parables behind the stories are rare and immensely significant. Each
story illustrated in this collection emphasizes two things — inner being and outer
being, inner action and outer action, inwardness and outwardness. One can seek
the inner self by prayer and meditation to reach the ultimate destination of life.
Acquiring knowledge cannot alone help one to cross the river of life .What is
necessary for him is to have strong faith in God. There is a difference between
theoretical knowledge and practical knowledge. Practical knowledge is more
important than the theoretical one. It never allows ego and envy to live within and
to ruin inside. These are the tales not told once by mystics but retold again and
again. What Manoj Das verily believestoo isfate or luck that is predicted earlier.
One can change his fate into luck by the paths of mystic lore ‘which is the study
of the self that not only makes oneto go on one’slighter path but also workslike
atruefriend all thetime. To know theinner self/true self and to work accordingly
is the best remedial step for this world of crises. Manoj Das's best attempt to
attain goal is the path of renunciation.

Indeed, the technique, Manoj Das follows, is superbly different from other
contemporary short story writersof Indiaand abroad. These are noticeable opening,
interesting plot, well connected subplots, flourishing structure, appropriate action,
recogni zable climax, satisfying ending, eye-catching atmosphere, effectiveimagery
in colloquia language, interior dialogue, skillful exploitation, conventions of the
genre, enhanced narratives, perfect and often chosen language to make the story
mesmerize in general. What conjures up mostly in his vision is his own vision
rooted in his nativity, Odishaand her rarest of the rare landscapes, culture, heritage
and life pattern. In addition to these al, one can expect the unexpected, gentle
demonstration and neatly setting of motives, celebration of local settings, nature,
environment description of plant life especially Odishan background. Bhabagrahi
Maharana in writing his article, “The Locale in the short stories of Manoj Das’,
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begins:

Manoj Das, the modern Vishnu Sharma of India is a wizard of words who wields his pen
like the wand of a magician to take his readers to the land of his wonder and reality now
in a ship in the heart of the sea of his fancy and fantasy and now in the chariot of realism
to show the happenings of real world against the backdrop of fantasy. He is the only post-
independent modern short story writer in India who has acclaimed international fame as

a story teller par excellence. (60)

Asthe best classical modern Indian story teller, Manoj Das never forgets his
place, people and time, nostalgic reminiscences, humerous accounts of human
misery, emotional country side folks, tradition, myth, mythology, heritage culture,
shrines, temples, other belongingness of the villages association of human and
non-human along with the villagers, individuals as well as collective mass
accumulations of fun, fable and fantasies, rustic life and unity of time, place, action.
What Manoj Das has aptly donefor his short stories, one can find him restoring the
lost past, exploring the unexplored frontiers whose writing is aimful, insightful and
full of stark redlity of life. Heiseven capabl e of escaping the unescaped, mesmerizing
the utopian aestheticism, transporting the readers to a new unknown wonderland
who aso easily inserts the incidents and subplotsto his stories. Manoj Das always
nestles himself amid the ever green environment of rustic life often mysterious and
adventurous. Heisamaster of subversion who can subvert for turnsinto misfortunes
and vice-versa. His evocation of other worldsis not only comical and amusing but
also magical and rather amysterious quality. He dealswith common people with an
uncommon experience of transcending both natural and supernatural el ements. His
high sense of judgment israre, unique, incomparable, and more interesting than the
Arabian Nights and Aladdin’s adventures.
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Quest for Divine Love: A Transcendental Expedition
of Paramhansa Yogananda

“Surrender yourself to God and you will find that your life will
becomelike abeautiful melody.”
Paramhansa Yogananda

Spirituality hasbeen asubject of inquisitivenesssincetimeimmemorial. Whoam 1?
Why am | born? What is the purpose of my life? What is beyond this materidistic
world? are the questions that have been haunting man’s psyche for ages. Yogaisa
holy science which helps us resolve al these probing questions of life. It makes
possible the communion with blissful Lord, who bestows on us the insight to
comprehend the subtleties of life's mysteries. It is a technique to go deep into the
self and enjoy transcendental happinessby merging it with the Superself. Torestrain
the sensesfrom material attachment and orient them Godward isthetrue characteristic
of ayogi. Through the practice of Yoga, one can master one's body by controlling
mind and converting it, at will, into pure energy. Such a person enjoys everlasting
bliss. The Bhagwad Gita, the priceless possession of India’'s spiritual endowment,
propounds this fact in the following sloka:

Jitatmanah prashantasya parmatma samahitah
Sitosna-sukha-duhkheshu tatha manapamanayoh (6.7)

[For one who has conquered the mind, the Supersoul is already reached, for he has
attained tranquility. To such a man happiness and distress, heat and cold, honour and
dishonor are al the same. (Prabhupéda 279)]

Indian soil is blessed with the hallowed feet of peerless saints such as Sant
Kabir, Meerabai, Chaitanya Mahaprabhu, Mahaavtar Babaji, Ramkrishna
Paramhansa, Swami Vivekanand, Lahiri Mahashaya, Swami Shri Yukteshwar Giri,
Paramhansa Yogananda etc., who dedicated their entire life to sow the seeds of
spirituality in the hearts of the canaille all over the world. They have left arich
spiritual heirloom to be followed by the coming generations.

Paramhansa Yogananda, an incarnation of divine love, an enlightened master
and apostle of ‘Kriya Yoga, illumined the life of millions through his universally
acknowledged book An Autobiograpy of a Yogi - a book which brought spiritual
revolution throughout the world. Acknowledging the book’sdivine nature, Newsweek
reports: “Yogananda's book is rather an autobiography of the soul than of the
body” (xx). He brought east and west closer through the imperishable bond of
spirituality — a blissful bond which binds the soul with the Supersoul and directs
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life towards its true abode. He disseminated the ancient science of Kriya Yoga
worldwide. His autobiography is abeautiful account of his journey to discover his
spiritual self. The book unearthsthe mysteriesrelated to the existence of al powerful
soul. It introduces us to our true self, revealing the tremendous potential of our
mind. It is not only a book but a sacred literature which makes one aware of the
consciousness of Spirit through the practice of ‘Kriya'Yoga' i.e. “union (yoga) with
the Infinite through acertain action or rite (kriya)” (235). KriyaYogaisascientific
technique to recharge the blood with oxygen and transform it into life current to
“rejuvenate the brain and spinal centers’. Apart from Autobiography of a Yogi, his
spiritual treasure contains his audio recordings and books penned by him such as
Man'’s Eternal Quest, The Divine Romance, Journey to Self- Realization, Whispers
from Eternity, Where there is Light, Scientific Healing Affirmations, Metaphysical
Meditations, Spiritual Diary, The Law of Success, How can You Talk With God, In
the Sanctuary of Soul, Sayings of Paramhansa Yogananda and God Talks With
Arjuna: The Bhagawad Gita — Royal Science of God Realization - The Immortal
Dialogue between Soul and Spirit (A New Trandation and Commentary). It isa
two volume work with a novel interpretation of the Bhagwad Gita. Unlike other
interpretations, Paramhansgji, in this offbeat work, focuses on the training of one’s
mind through mediation techniques.

Bornin 1893 inadevout, well to-do Bengali family, ParamhansaYogananda,
right from his childhood, was aware of the true purpose of lifei.e. to become one
with ever blissful Lord through inner communion. Hegrew up in aspiritual ambience.
Heused to meditate with his parents before the picture of their guru Lahiri Mahashay.
He narrates his early spiritual experiences in his autobiography thus:

As | grew, the thought of the master grew with me. In meditation | would often see his

photographic image emerge from its small frame and, taking a living form, sit before me.

When | attempted to touch the feet of his luminous body, it would change and become the

picture. As childhood slipped into boyhood, | found Lahiri Mahashay transformed in my

mind from a little image, cribbed in a frame, to a living enlightening presence. (7)

God intoxicated Paramhansadevoted hisentirelifeto the service of mankind.
His father wanted him to work for the Indian railway and offered him an executive
position but he declined because accumul ation of spiritua wealth wasmoreimportant
for him than amassing material possessions. His entire focus was on his spiritual
upliftment since his early childhood. Hislove for God was so fervent that he could
feel Himin hisevery nerve. Heforsook all worldly pleasuresto becomeonewiththe
cosmic being. Hisintimacy with the ‘ heavenly father’ was greater than that of any
mundane relations. He was guided by the divine power — a drive which propelled
him to spread the divine knowledge al over the world.

His parents were blessed couple endowed with saintly qualities. They were
the disciples of an unparagoned master, Lahiri Mahashaya. His father, Bhagabati
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Charan Ghosh, gtrictly adhered to the principle of simple living and high thinking.
He was aman of intellect, an outstanding mathematician and logician. He avoided
all luxuries and remained contended with what God had bestowed on him. Material
profit wasimmaterial for him. Once, when questioned by his youngest son Bishnu,
on noticing the large deposit on a bank statement, he replies: “Why be elated by
material profit? ... The one who pursues a goal of even-mindedness is neither
jubilant with gain nor depressed by loss ... man arrives pennilessin thisworld and
departs without asingle rupee” (4). His mother, areligious, kind hearted lady, was
an epitome of love. She brought up al her eight children under the canopy of
religion. She made them acquaint with the holy scriptures, Mahabharata and
Ramayana, to inculcate moral values in them in their early lives. After losing his
beloved mother at atender age of 11, he sought shelter in the lap of Cosmic Mother,
who guided the further course of hislife. Her words healed his bruised soul when
he was in a traumatic state after the sad demise of his most beloved mother. To
quote: “It is| who have watched over thee, life after life, in the tenderness of many
mothers. Seein my gaze the two black eyes, the lost beautiful eyes, thou sleekest!”
(13).

His earnest quest for the Divine drew him to the Himalayas. His spiritual
yearning was so acute that many times he was found wandering in quest of the
divine master whose face often appeared in his visions during deep meditation.
Only aguru could direct his divine expedition. His search ended in 1910, when he
finally succeeded in finding hisrevered guru swami Sri Yukteswar Giri inhisvisitto
Banaras. Both the guru and the shishya had been desperately waiting for each
other for ages. Recounting his meeting with his guru, Paramhangji writes in his
autobiography:

A Christlike man in the ochre robes of a swami stood motionless at the end of the lane.

Instantly and anciently familiar he seemed; for a trice my gaze fed hungrily. ... | felt

heavy numbness in my feet. As though turned to stone, they were unable to carry me

farther. Laboriously | turned around; my feet regained normality. | faced the opposite
direction; again the curious wait oppressed me. (88)

He felt magnetized towards the saint. He quickened his pace to reach the
other end of the lane where his guru stood gazing in his direction. He fell on his
guru’s feet saying “ Gurudeval” It was the same divine face with ‘halcyon eyes, in
a leonine head with pointed beard and flowing locks which he had seen during
meditation since his childhood days. With this meeting two long awaited souls
amalgamated into one. The guru expressing his joy utters: “O my own, you have
cometome!” ... “How many years| havewaited for you” (89). Mukundasought his
abode at the holy feet of hisguru. Heknew that only hisguru could lead himto God.
Hisjoy knew no bounds hearing the passionate words of his guru: “I give you my
unconditional love.” ... “Will you give me the same unconditional love” (89-90)?
This unconditiona love developed a very strong bond between the guru and the
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shishya. Thus, Mukunda's sojourn in Banaras brought him the most desired and
awaited person in his life i.e. his guru Shri Yukteshwar Giri. Expressing his joy
Paramhangji writes. “A Lifelong shadow lifted from my heart; the vague search,
hither and yon, was over. | had found eternal shelter inatrueguru” (103). Mukunda
wastheninitiatedin‘KriyaYoga by hismaster. Hisbeatific touch blazed Mukunda's
soul. A divinelight mergedinto hisbeing. He experienced “ineffable bliss’ which he
had been seeking for long.

Divine love has its own grace and beauty. It elevates life and enlightens it
with seraphic radiance. It unites the soul with the Supersoul. Differentiating it with
the ordinary love Paramhangji writes: “Ordinary love is selfish, darkly rooted in
desires and satisfactions. Divine love is without boundary, without change. The
flux of human heart is gone forever at the transfixing touch of pure love’ (90).

Mukunda spent best part of hislifein his Guru’'s hermitage at Serampore. He
caled his guru jnananatar “incarnation of wisdom”. His long cherished dream of
becominga‘ Yogi’ actualized when he was accepted by the monastic swami order of
the Giri branch with the title Yogananda. This spiritual master was initiated into
swamihood in “the bidwat (non-ceremonious) manner” and was given the privilege
by his guru Shri Yukteshwar to choose a new name for himself. He chose the name
Yogananda which meant “bliss (ananda) through divine union (yoga).” Later, in
1935, his guru bestowed on him the title of Paramhansa. Thus, having started his
life'sjourney as Mukundla Ghosh, Yogananda, in the divine company of hisguru,
entered the realm of spirituality, felt the blissful divine grace, and transformed into
Paramhansa asserting the truth of hisbeing: “1 am He.” Hisfate was decided much
before hishirth. Hewas spiritually baptized by “omniscient guru”, Lahiri Mahashaya,
when hewasjust aninfantin hismother’sarms. Blessing theinfant, Lahiri Mahashay
told his mother: “Little mother, thy sonwill beayogi. Asaspiritua engine, he will
carry many soulsto God'skingdom” (15-16).

Mukunda's intense longing for travelling to religious places, right from his
childhood, was an indication of his spiritual quest. His first visit to Banaras and
meeting with swami Pranabananda—“the saint with two bodies’ wasabreathtaking
experience for him. He was stupefied to see the miracle, the saint Pranabananda
performed to bring Kedar Nath Babu to his house. He materialized his other self,
appeared in front of Kedar Nath Babu and moved his course towards his house.
This miracle inflamed his yearning for God. Daily practice of meditation since his
early days drew him up towards the Divine search. His interrupted flight towards
Himalayas due to his brother Ananta could not deter his spirit to find a guru. His
father and elder brother tried their best to curb his desire of becoming ayogi. They
wanted him to first complete his studies but Mukunda's passion for God never
diminished. His Sanskrit tutor K ebalanand, an exalted disciple of Lahiri Mahashaya,
and an illumined sage intensified his cravings for God.
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Miracles performed by spiritually enlightened saintsfueled hisdesireto unite
with the Supersoul. His experience with Gandh Baba (Perfume Saint) was unusual .
But he was in search of something beyond the body. He wanted to experience
spiritual ecstasy. To quote:

“Perfumes fade with flowers.”
“Perfumes fade with death. Why should | desire that which pleases the body only” (44)?

One hasto come out of body consciousnessto realize Divine Consciousness
- thesuper conscious state. In oneof histalksdelivered at Self-Redlization Fellowship
International HeadquartersLosAngeles, Cdifornia, December 16, 1934, Paramhangi
asserts:

Once you have tasted the wine of spiritual ecstasy, you will find that no other experience

can compare with it. ... When the profound ecstasy of God falls over you, the body

becomes absolutely still, the breath ceases to flow, and the thoughts are quiet — banished,

everyone by the magic command of the soul. Then you drink of God's bliss and experience
an intoxication of joy that not a thousands draughts of wine could give you. (161)

Tiger Swami was another saint who influenced Mukunda by his feats. The
story of his encounter with Raja Begam, the royal Bengal, a ferocious tiger, and
subsequent spiritual change in his disposition thrilled his young mind. The
impressive words of Swami |eft an ineffaceable impressionin his psyche:

Mind is the wielder of muscles. The force of a hammer blow depends on the energy

applied; the power expressed by a man's bodily instrument depends on his aggressive will

and courage. The body is literally manufactured and sustained by mind. ... Outward frailty
has a mental origin: in a vicious circle, the habit-bound body thwarts the mind. If the
master allows himself to be commanded by a servant, the latter becomes autocratic; the

mind is similarly enslaved by submitting to bodily dictation. (51)

Mukunda's inquisitiveness brought him to Bhaduri Mahashaya, ayogi, who
could remainintheair. He had renounced the worldly wealth in hisearly childhood
‘for acosmic empire of endlessbliss'. The saint asserts: “ The shortsighted worldly
folk areverily thereal renunciants! They relinquish an unparalleled divine possession
for apoor handful of earthly joys’ (62). Helaid emphasison anubhavai.e. an actual
perception of God. This great yogi directed Mukunda's journey Godward.

Mukunda's cherished dream of getting the blessings of Divine mother could
be realized through an enlightened saint Master Mahashaya. The Master had an
angelic appearance. He was a blissful devotee of the Divine mother and ‘was in
intimate conversewith the Universal Mother’. Mukunda could see the divine beauty
of the universal mother by the grace of Master Mahashaya:

Haloed in splendor, the Divine mother stood before me. Her face, tenderly smiling, was

beauty itself.

“Always have | loved thee! Ever shall | love thee!”

The celestial tone still ringing in the air, She disappeared. (75)
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This assurance from the cosmic mother fulfilled his long cherished desire.

Mukunda s meeting with Ram Gopal Majumdar, ‘the degpless saint’, ended
his ever fresh crave for the Himalaya. This sleepless saint convinced him that
‘Mountains cannot be his guru.’ A little room with closed door is the cave of ayogi
where he can communewith God. Mukundalater realized that God iswith himinthe
form of his guru. The unconditional love between the guru and the shishya is
beautifully delineated in Paramhangji’ sAutobiography. Mukunda’s abrupt departure
to Himalaya did not enrage the master rather his angelic self utters the following
words: “Wrath springs only from thwarted desires. | do not expect anything from
others, so their actions cannot be in opposition to wishes of mine. | would not use
you for my own ends; | am happy only in your own true happiness’ (140). In true
love, thereisno placefor vexation. Both, thelover and the loved, feel happy in each
other’s happiness. There are no desires, no expectations; just love, pure
unconditional love with divine fervour. One gentle touch of his guru illumined his
entire self. Divine elation pierced his every pore. This spiritual ecstasy finds
expression in Autobiography thus:

My body became immovably rooted; breath was drawn out of my lungs as if by some huge

magnet. Soul and mind instantly lost their physical bondage and streamed out like a fluid

piercing light from my every pore. The flesh was as though dead; yet in my intense
awareness | knew that never before had | been fully alive. My sense of identity was no
longer narrowly confined to a body but embraced the circumambient atoms. ... All objects
within my panoramic gaze trembled and vibrated like quick motion pictures. My body,
master’s, the pillared courtyard, the furniture and floor, the trees and sunshine, occasionally
became violently agitated, until all melted into a luminescent sea; ... The unifying light
alternated with materialization of form, the metamorphoses revealing the law of cause

and effect in creation. (142)

The divine touch of his guru blessed him with the experience in cosmic
consciousness which he had passionately craved for.

Our success, in any field of life, lies in the power of thought. Through
meditation, we receive this power directly from God. To feel God within, talking to
Him al the time, and ‘ drinking deep of the intoxicating wine of God's presenceis
meditation.” In his talk delivered at First Self Realization Fellowship Temple at
Encinitas Cdlifornia, entitled “Man’s Eternal Quest”, Paramhansgji asserts.

“Meditation keeps you directly in tune with the Power that evokes all thought. To touch

that Supreme Power is meditation” (390).

Paramhansgji, in his Autobiography, shares his cosmic experiences during
meditation. One such experience he had after completing the writing of the chapter
“The Law of Miracles’. As he sat in lotus posture and looked up, he noticed that
“the ceiling was dotted with small mustered-coloured lights, scintillating and
quivering with aradiumlike lusture. Myriads of pencilled rays, like sheets of rain,
gathered into a transparent shaft and poured silently upon me” (275). His body
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transformed into astral form and felt floating left and right. Theroom blazed with the
beacon of light. He heard avoice from within the light: “ Thisisthe cosmic motion-
picture mechanism.” ... “ Shedding its beam on the white screen of your bed sheets,
it is producing the picture of your body. Behold, your form is nothing but light!”
(276). Hefelt elated seeing the motion picture of his body.

At regent Hotel in Bombay he had another such overwhelming experience.
As he gazed out of the window of his room, he had a glimpse of the ‘ineffable
vision’ of Lord Krishna. Sharing this ecstatic experience in the chapter, “The
Resurrection of Shri Yukteshwar”, Paramhansgji states: “ L ord Krishnal” Theglorious
form of the avatar appeared in ashimmering blaze ... Thedivinefigurewavedto me,
smiling and nodding in greeting. When | could not understand the exact message
of Lord Krishna, he departed with a gesture of blessing” (405). A week after this
vision, he had another divinevision of hisguru, Shri Yukteshwar. His master, whom
he had ‘buried beneath the cruel puri sands' appeared before him as an illumined
astral being and gave him adetailed account of the astral cosmoswhichisabeautiful
world of light. Shri Yukteshwar Giri, who left his body conscioudly in a state of
nirbikalpa Samadhi, got a placein Hiranyalokaor ‘illumined Astral Planet’, where
only illumined souls could enter.

The next vision was the form of the blessed Lord Jesus in an opal blue light
which he saw in the Encinitas hermitage. The sight of Jesus with a Holy Grail
enthralled him:

A young man, he seemed, of about twenty-five, with a sparse beard and moustache; his

long black hair, parted in the middle, was haoed by a shimmering gold. ... In his glorious

gaze | felt the power that upholds the myriad worlds. A Holy Grail appeared at his mouth;

it came down to my lips and returned to Jesus. (477)

Such experiences prove that he was not an ordinary soul. By continuous
practice of meditation, his soul had attained the Super-conscious state — the higher
Self. This divine soul ultimately took shelter in a divine abode on March 7, 1952.
Likehislife, hisdeath was a so exceptional . Even after twenty days of hisdeath, his
body wasin a“ phenomenal state of immutability...” (478). No signsof decay could
be observed init. Such abizarre life this great yogi led!
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Spiritual Nationalism of Sri Aurobindo and
M. K. Gandhi

Nationalismisnot to be confused with patriotism. Patriotismisa“pride and feeling
of love, devotion and sense of attachment to a homeland, and a sense of alliance
with other citizens who share the same sentiment. This attachment can be a
combination of many different feelings relating to one's own homeland, including
ethnic, cultural, political or historical aspects’ (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Patriotism, accessed on January 21, 2019).

Nationalism, according to Smith (9), isapoalitical, socia, and economicideology
and movement characterized by the promotion of theinterests of aparticular nation,
especialy with the aim of gaining and maintaining the nation’s sovereignty (self-
governance) over itshomeland. According to him, Nationalism holds that each
nation should govern itself, free from outside interference (self-determination). It
further aims to build and maintain a single national identity—based on shared
socia characteristics such as culture, language, religion, politics, and belief in a
shared singular history and to promote national unity or solidarity (25-26).
Nationalism seeks to preserve and foster a nation’s traditional culture, and cultural
revivals have been associated with nationalist movements (37).

However, for Anderson (211), nations are merely “imagined communities’
as members of these communities will rarely know each other, and thus they will
draw upon the concept of nationality from their own imagined population to
which they belong to. This idea emerged from earlier concepts elaborated by
Gellner (1965), who argued that nationalism is nothing more than the process of
imagining nations. A similar definition that focuses on the ideathat nationalismis
internally felt by the individual was developed by Khon (9) arguing that
“Nationalism is a state of mind, in which the supreme loyalty of the individual is
felt to be due to the nation-state”.

Thus, we understand that for Smith nationalism is a concept that describes
self-governing capacity, whilefor Andersen and Gellner it isaprocess of imagining
communities. Similar to Smith, Khon sees nationalism as connected with the notion
of state. Finaly, the notions of self-determination and nationalism as imagined
formsof identity have been maintained from the 19th century (Khon, 1965; Gellner,
1969) tothe 21st (Smith, 2013).
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Nationalism as a concept and an ideology did not become recognized until
18" century. By and large the word “nationalism” came to be used in the present
sense only after the Napoleonic wars though throughout history, people had
their kin group and traditions, territorial authorities and homeland. According to
Smith (26-30), there are three paradigms for understanding the origins and basis
of nationalism. They are Primordialism (perennialism) which proposesthat there
have always been nations and that nationalism is a natural phenomenon.
Ethnosymbolism explains nationalism as a dynamic, evolutionary phenomenon
and stresses the importance of symbols, myths and traditions in the development
of nations and nationalism. Modernism proposes that nationalism is a recent
social phenomenon that needs the socio-economic structures of modern society
to exist.

Four Theoriesof Nationalism

According to LIobera (1999), four main theories dominate the notion of nationalism.
These are primordial, socio-biological, instrumentalist, modernisation and
evolutionary theories.

Primordialism assumes that there exist in al societies certain primordial,
irrational attachments based on blood, race, language, religion, region, etc. They
are, inthewordsof Clifford Geertz (1973), theresult of along processof crystallization.
Saciobiol ogiststake this perspective astep further and assert the biological character
of ethnicity. Primordialist approaches contend that ethnic bonds are ‘ natural’, fixed
by the basic experiences that human beings undergo within their families and other
primary groups. The primordialist position was further elaborated by C. Geertz
(1973). Threemagjor ideasfollow from hiswork: 1) Primordial identitiesarenatural or
given. 2) Primordial identitiesareineffable, that is, cannot be explained, or analysed
by referring to socia interaction, but are coercive. 3) Primordial identities deal
essentially with sentiments or affections. Herde, Fichte, Smith, and Connor see
nationalism as something which was always present in people but had been
reawakened under palitical self-consciousness (Brown, 2003). Geertz (1973) argues
for the concept of given identity, as an individual who is born within a group will
receive itsidentity.

Consequently, ethnic boundaries are established which are represented by
the individual’s shared experience with family members and the group (Tishkov,
1997). Socio-biologists claims derived from this theory argue that heritage and
implicitly ethnicity is passed on genetically (LIobera, 1999). These theories frame
the notions of ethnic nationalism and cultural nationalism. Ozkirimli (2017) argues
that these two forms of nationalism have their rootsin primordial theory.
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Hutchinson and Smith (1994) have analysed primordialismin depth and argue
that human social interaction will take place based on three elements: kin selection,
reciprocity, and coercion. From this notion, the authors hypothesise that ethnic
groupsareinfact super-families. Therefore, membersof these super-familieswill be
biologically inclined towards cooperation and reciprocity with their own kin while
also resorting to someformsof coercion (Hutchinson and Smith, 1994). Conclusively,
it can be argued that notions of belonging and indirectly excluding others,
encountered in definitions of nationalism derive from these theories.

Instrumentalist theoriesdivergefrom primordial theoriesby arguing that ethnic
groups can be seen as nations and their boundaries are not fixed, but, in fact, these
can vary according to specific needs(i.e. economic devel opment) (LIobera, 1999). A
representative figure in this domain is Barth (1969), who supported this theory by
arguing that ethnicity isnot areferenceto biological or cultural heritage but morea
form of social organisation. In Barth’s (1969) assertion, boundaries serve a specific
purpose, biological, ecological, economic, political and/or historical. Transposed,
thisidea can be encountered in the notion of religious nationalism (Sandler, 2004),
where Islamic cultures maintain boundaries for political interest but individuals
become a part of their nation when converting to Islam.

Modernisation theories strongly oppose primordialism by arguing that
nationalism emerged as the result of modern processes, such as industrialisation,
favourable political, cultural and socio-economic conditions (L1obera, 1999). Hence,
theoreticians, who support this claim such as Kohn, Kedourie and Gellne, see
nationalism asamodern invention (Hall, 1998). According to Hall (1998), thisidea
can be seen in notions of civic nationalism and ideological nationalism. Although
these three theories show substantial contrasts, the fourth theory of nationalism,
namely the Evolutionary theory, attempts to bring together the notion of modern
and primordial (to some extent).

Asaresult, evolutionary theories argue that indeed, nationalism is a product
of modern times; however, in Europe, this concept evolved from the ideas of
Andersen (2006) and Gellner (1969) of imagined communities corroborated by a
form of patriotic nationalism which was present since the medieval period (L1obera,
1999). However, as Smith (1981) observed, in order to pinpoint the emergence of
nationalism, an analysis of the transference from medieval to modern needs to be
conducted. In order to accomplish this, all societa elements must be considered,
including economic, socid, political andideologica (Smith, 1981).

By assessing the aforementioned theories of nationalism, severa elements
can benoted. Firstly, the evol utionary theoriesfocus on the emergence of nationalism
in Europe, which thusimpliesthat thistheory cannot be applied for explaining how
nationalism emerged elsewhere (i.e. Hutchinson (1987) on the emergence of
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nationalismin Hindu nations. However, evol utionary theories can be used to explain
the formation of definitions that rely on state and nation. Secondly, primordial,
instrumentalist, and modern theories of nationalism can be used as frameworks to
explain the differences between forms of nationalism and subsequently between
definitions of this phenomenon. Another observation that can be made in this case
is that nationalism cannot be understood as functioning from a pure ideological,
ethnic, dogmatic, or religiousform.

Formsof Nationalism

Nationalism can be state ideology or a non-state popular movement. These two
manifestations have given rise to five forms of nationalism (ethnic, religious, civic,
cultural orideological). Synder (xiii, 107) examinesover 10 sub-typesof nationalism
some of which seek unity and self-governance for people of certain ethnic groups
while others seek expansion and economic growth for nations against the global
community. While other forms of nationalism, i.e. left-wing nationalism, seek to
bring socia unity and equality regardless of ethnicity.

Ethnic Nationalism

In ethnic nationalism a nation is defined by its ethnic connection which
encompasses shared language, culture, heritage, and ancestry. Because of this
characteritic, Roshwald (215) describes this form of nationalism as intolerant and
descriptive of authoritarian regimes. This demonstrates that  ethnic nationalism
leads to conflict, especially in ethnic diverse locations.

ReligiousNationalism

Religious nationalism denotes a form of nationalism which relies upon a central
religion or dogmathat hasimplicationsin politicsand state affairs (Omer and Springs,
80). In contrast to the prevailing modern forms of nationalism, it has been described
asanirrational form of nationalism. In several Islamic states, such as Iran, Saudi
Arabia or Afghanistan, the religious law (Sharia Law or the Islamic Law) is the
ultimate law of the state. As ethnic nationalism, it shows little tolerance for other
religious beliefs. It does not focus on ethnic unity, but rather on religious unity by
repelling any opposing views.

CivicNationalism
Alsoreferredto as' progressive nationalism’ it advocatesfor socia unity, individual

rights, and freedoms. This form of nationalism is centred on the idea of a non-
xenophobic society, which shows tolerance for al its individuals and strives to
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provide equality and social justice. Civic nationalism and ethnic nationalism havea
converging point, namely the element of shared culture.

I deological Nationalism

Smith in his book, Nationalism: Theory, Ideology, History (2010, 2013) argues
ideological nationalismasaform of political nationalism which arguesfor the capacity
of nations to self-govern. This notion is also explained by Omar Dahbour (1995,
2003). Looking at the history of nationalism two main conclusions may be drawn.
The first is connected with the concept of national identity and claims for self-
governance. Thus, it is argued that early forms of nationalism were ideological in
nature and focused on notions of territory, population, and self-government. This
seemstojustify Coakley’s(2012) idess, according to which definitions of nationalism
overlap definitions of state, nations, and ethnicity. Secondly, because nationalism
comesin various forms and subsequent types, a unified definition of nationalismis
most likely unachievable. As aresult, each form defines a different concept.

v

Sri Aurobindo’sConcept of Natinalism

During the seventeenth, eighteenth, and nineteenth centuries the world had
witnessed the formation of nations in different parts of the world. The process had
continued until the twentieth century. The nation and the nationalism became the
dominant emotion of man. Indian nationalism had developed within the Indian
society during the British rule.

Many nationalists had provided massive motive powers for the rise and
development of Indian nationalism. Among them, Sri Aurobindo wasan outstanding
leader due to his enormous role that he had played. Sri Aurobindo’s concept of
nationalism goes beyond the western concept, theories and forms. It is rooted in
Indian ethosand milieu. Hisnationalism may betermed asneo-nationalism asit was
based on Indian spiritua culture. Sri Aurobindo’s nationalism was influenced by
thereligious mysticism of Sanathana Dharma of India. It wasaconcept of revivalism
based on Vedantism. Unlike the western concept of nationalism, he treated
nationalism as a religion and a spiritua ‘Sadhana’. While addressing a public
mesetingin Bombay in 1908, hesaid (6): “ Nationalismisnot amerepoalitical programme,
nationalism isareligion that has come from God. Nationalism isacreed which you
shall havetolive.” Bankim Chandra Chatterjee’smantra “ Bande Mataram” provides
the key for understanding Sri Aurobindo’s concept of the nation. “For him India
was no mere geographical entity, no mere physical and material land mass, no mere
intellectual concept, but a Goddess incarnate, a mighty Mother who for centuries
has cradled and nourished her children and who, at that time, was groaning under
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the yoke of the foreign oppressor - her pride shattered, her glory ground to the dust
(Singh 73).” Hispatriotic speechesand writingswerefilled with the spirit of religion.
In his essay entitled “Bhawani Mandir”, he wrote, “For what is a nation? What is
our mother country? It is not a piece of earth, nor afigure of speech for afiction of
mind. Itisamighty ‘ Shakti’, composed of al the‘ shakties' of al themillionsof units
that make up the nation, just as Gods ascribed in one mass of force and welded into
unity. The shakti we call in India, Bhawani Bharati, istheliving unity of the shakties
of three hundred million people.” (August, 1956 No.15)

His intense patriotism and religious devotion to Mother Indiais reflected in
his speech addressed to the students of the Bengal National College. He said
“there aretimesin nation’s history when Providence places before it one work, one
aim, towhich everything else, however high and nobleinitself, hasto be sacrificed.
Such atime has now arrived for our Motherland where nothing is dearer than her
service, when everything else is to be directed to that end (Speeches 4).” Hislove
for India was unquestionable and impeccable. In his own words,

Love has a place in politics, but is the love of one's country, for one's countrymen, for

the glory, greatness and happiness of the race, the divine ‘ananda’ of self-immolation

for one's fellows, the ecstasy of relieving their sufferings, the joy of seeing one’s blood

flow for country and freedom, the bliss of union in death with the fathers of the race. (83-

4)

Sri Aurobindo considered nationalism as something different from patriotism;
it is much deeper than the latter. He says, “In consonance with his concept of the
nation as adivine entity, he looked upon nationalism as a spiritual essential for the
emancipation of the motherland aswell asthe spiritual development of the devotee
(Singh 73). Service to the nation was the highest and the greatest religion for him.
Hecalled it asayajna in the true Vedic tradition. He wrote;

The work of national emancipation is a great and holy Yajna of which Boycott, Swadeshi,

national education and every other activity, great or small are only major or minor parts.

Liberty is the fruit we seek from the sacrifice and the motherland the goddess to whom we

offer it; into the seven leaping tongues of the fire of theYajna we must offer all that we

are and all that we have, feeding the fire even with our blood and lives and happiness of

our nearest and dearest; for the motherland is a goddess who loves not a maimed and
imperfect sacrifice, and freedom was never won from the gods by a grudging giver. (The

Doctrine of Passive Resistance, 77-78)."

When the whole Motherland was in pain under the misrule of the British, he
exhorted everyone to sacrifice for her sake, and he said in unmistakable words that
“thereisno question of bartering or bargaining with the Mother’sliberty” (Prophet
of Indian Nationalism, 78).

For him only ‘Purna Swaraj’ (absolute freedom) should be the goal of the
freedom-fighters. Nothing less than this was acceptable for him. His idea of
nationalism had never degenerated into mere chauvinism or narrow revivalism. He
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strongly believed that only India which was freed could alone provide spiritual
guidance to the entire humanity and work for spiritual regeneration in the world.
The partition of Bengal was ablessing in disguise, Sri Aurobindo said. It provided
a great fillip for the people to plunge deeply into the movement. He caled the
movement that had generated thereafter in Bengal wasareligion. Such amovement
according to him had no self-interest. “It is areligion,” he wrote, “which we are
trying to live. It isareligion by which we are trying to realize God in the nation, in
our fellow-countrymen” (Speeches 18-19). It was adivine Adesha: “it isno human
think, it is God who isworking in Bengal” (Prophet of Indian Nationalism, 78). In
Bande Mataram, he wrote:

The political strife has assumed a religious character, and the question now before the

people is whether India - the India of the holy Rishis, the India that gave birth to a Rama,

a Krishna and a Buddha the India of Sivaji and Guru Gobinda - is destined for ever to lie

prostrate at the proud feet of a conqueror. Are we going to sacrifice our national destiny

to the whims and interests of the foreigner or are we again to take ourselves seriously and
struggle for the right to live that we may fulfil in this world our Heaven - appointed

mission? (December 1, 1907)

Aurobindo criticized the idealizing of the British culture by the liberal and
moderate |eaders such as Ranade, Surendranath Banarjee, Motila Das, and others
from 1885 to 1905. He asserted that this would only suppress their national pride
and self-confidence. Unless and until a large section of the population was really
infused with religious fervour and spirituality, Sri Aurobindo believed that there
was no future. He felt that it wasimperative for political awakening in Indiafor the
simple reason that Mother India had been demoralised for centuries under the
foreign rule. He did not like the policies adopted by the Indian National Congress.
Hethought that the leaders of histimeswere toeing the line of the British for paltry
benefits. They had little concern and knowledge about the past of the land. He
attacked them by writing direct, incisive, and eloquent articlesunder thetitle, “New
Lampsfor Old” for Indu Prakash edited by hisfriend at Cambridge, K. G. Deshpande.

This process of nationalism had started much earlier as the British had
consolidated its position and reached its culmination in the Renai ssance movement
in India. This Renaissance according to him was not merely intellectua in the
western sense but in the sense of reviving the spiritual culture which isthe essence
of Indian culture. In his long essay, The Renaissance in India comprising four
sections, he writes, “ Spirituality is indeed the master-key of the Indian mind; the
sense of the infinite is native to it” (6). He looked at the whole movement from a
different perspective; say from his own perspective. The shaping of his concept of
nationalism could be seen in this backdrop. For him, as he firmly believed, India
from the beginning had never “perfectly lived in the sole power of its externalities
(6)” . Onthe other hand, Indiahad always seen “in right relation to the supraphysical
(6)”; “the mystical gods beyond man, God beyond the gods, and beyond God His
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own ineffable eternity”; “ranges of life beyond our life, ranges of mind beyond our
present mind and above these... the splendours of the spirit” (7). Hence, for Sri
Aurobindo, for long ages, thisinsight and practicewasingrained “in her spirituality,
her powerful psychic tendency, her great yearning to grapple with the infinite and
possess it, her incredible religious sense, her idealism, her Yoga, the constant turn
of her art and her philosophy” (7). Thus, Sri Aurobindo developed his concept of
nationalism based on the awareness of this past.

Historianslike RomilaThapar (13) and Amalesh Tripathy (73) mentioned that
Sri Aurobindo, being influenced by Bankim and Swami Vivekananda, was attempting
theregeneration of Indiaon the basis of reviving the ancient glory of Hinduism. Sri
Aurobindo’s nationalism certainly has a spiritual overtone but to him spirituality is
never similar to religion. Spirituality stood for him as true religion which has
somewhat superior position than that of religion (177-8). For him, nationalism stood
for Santana Dharma. It was not a creed. Similarly, Peter Heehs (101), one of Sri
Aurobindo’s biographers, namesit as religious nationalism. Heehs formulated this
word based on his conviction that Sri Aurobindo’s nationalism was founded on the
fundamenta tenets of Hindu religion. Thiswasfar from truth. A careful readings of
Sri Aurobindo’s writings show that he has consistently emphasised the spiritual
element in one's life as this alone would exalt man’s position in the creation. He
used nationalism only in the sense of dharma. Thisdharma isnot religion, but itis
universal, quite ancient, Sanatana Dharma.

Sri Aurobindo, by making his concept of nationalism as spiritual, had never
said anything against the west which symbolised intellectual knowledge. On the
other, he admitted intellectual knowledge. He praised thewest for their acumenship.
He writes, towards the end, in the fourth section of his essay, The Renaissance in
India, “theregection of everything new (emphasisis mine, that comes from the west
in the form of knowledge) that comes to us in the stream of Time... would be
intellectually absurd, physically impossible and above all, unspiritual” (51). For
him, true spirituality means simply “to keep our centre, our essential way of being,
our inborn nature and assimilate to it al we receive, and evolve out of it al we do
and create” (51).

Vv

M .K.Gandhi’sConcept of Nationalism

Gandhi’sconcept of nationalism and his political ideology were shaped by following
Vallabacharya's Vaishnavism, and readings of Tulasidas's Ramcharitamanas, the
Gita and the Sermon on the Mount and, above dl, his strict adherence to the non-
violence (ahimsa) and simplelife (tapas) that gave him the moral basisto challenge
theBritishrulein India. “ Hisapproach to politics’, writesAnthony J. Parel, “was as
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much jurisprudential asethical” (xxxiii). In South Africa, he experimented successfully
with Satyagraha and cooperative living based on moral and spiritual principles.
However, it was only when he landed in Indiain 1914, he took a complete ethical
direction. The urge for assimilation and insistence on anti-modernism gave the
Gandhian nationalism its uniqueness. Gandhi’s politics had begun to be associated
with religion in India, before its formal beginning - a phenomenon, which had not
happened in South Africa. To agreat extent, Gandhi himself wasresponsiblefor this
image: his dress, his vegetarianism, his religious-moral discourses along with
observation of variousrites (like fasting on sacred days) and organization of daily-
prayers had brought him such an image.

His nationalism was marked by his dualistic thinking of the need of
“gpiritualizing the political life” while remaining in politics. He declared, “The
politician in me has never dominated asingle decision of mine, andif | seemtotake
part in politics, it is because politics encircle ustoday like the coil of a snake from
which one cannot get out, no matter how much one tries” (Kher 15). Yet, his
nationalismwas‘ not exclusive' (Kher 23) and that it was" intenseinternationalism”.
For him, “Loyalty to the country isalways subordinateto loyalty to God” (Kher 21).
It is, therefore, clear that no fixed theory would suffice to explain his concept of
nationalism.

Hewasasaint politician and not apaliticianin mundane sense. R.C. Mgumdar,
well-known historian of the‘ nationalist school’, opined, “ Gandhi combined in himself
the dual role of asaint and an active politician” (118). Buddhadeva Bhattacharyya,
Gandhi- scholar, also put forward atheory of two Gandhis—“theidealist philosopher
and the practical politician - who, paradoxically enough, represented a singularly
unified character” (480). His nationalism was not narrow and jingoistic, on the
other, catholic and universal. In Young India, he writes, “my idea of nationalismis
that my country may becomefree, that if need be the whole country may die so that
the human races may live.... Let that be our nationalism” (314).

Gandhi’s nationalism was based on the principle of satyagraha, thedistinctive
feature of Indiafounded on anti-modern vaues. That iswhy, Gandhi referred to the
defending nation (he had a picture of future Indiain mind) asthe satyagrah country.
Thus, his nationalism was not asimple nationalism, it was a Satyagrahi nationalism
(Bose 119-20). He oncetold the wife of his British surge on Mrs. Maddockin 1924:

My own motive is to put forth all my energy in an attempt to save Indian, that is, ancient

culture, from impending destruction by modern, that is, Western culture being imposed

upon India. The essence of ancient culture is based upon the practice of the utmost non-
violence. Its motto is the good of all including every living thing, whereas Western

culture is frankly based upon violence. (Collected Works of MK Gandhi, Vol. 23, 243)

His concept of Ramrgj is not dogmatic and narrow. It is nothing to do with
Hindu religion, thoughit carried the name of amythological hero, Rama. He himself
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had clarified that by “Ramraj | do not mean Hindu Raj. | mean
by Ramraj Divine Raj, The Kingdom of God” (Young India, Sept.19, 1929). This
divine Raj, however, isrooted in Indian ethos.

To understand Gandhian nationalism, it isimportant to understand hiscritique
of modern western civilisation. Gandhi wanted Indian nationalism to be about
rejecting the British and western model of modern civilisation and a return to the
basics of what he saw as India' sancient genius. He had firmfaith in India srich and
unparalleled spiritual lore and wisdom. He was deeply aware that most people
arguing for freedom were not appreciative quite so much of the glory of that
civilisation and merely wanted a change of poalitical rulers. Thiskind of change, he
viewed, as peripheral and shallow. India is unlike other countries. Its civilisation
and cultureisancient and incomparable. He once commented: “[You] want English
rulewithout the Englishman. You want thetiger’s nature, not thetiger; that isto say,
you would make India English. And when it becomes English, it will be called
not Hindustan but Englistan. That is not the Swaraj | want” (Hind Swaraj 15). So,
his nationalism is nationalism minus English model of civilization. He viewed that
even after political independence India should try to preserve and manifest its
spiritual genius. Its spiritual genius is inseparable from its land and people. Then
alone Indiawould have a meaning of its existence.

Jayantanuja Bandhopadhyaya, in his book, Social and Palitical Thought of
Gandhi (1969), identifies six ideals of Indian nationalism: (1) anti-imperialism (2)
anti-racism (3) Asianism (4) internationalism (5) non-violence and (6) democracy.
Theseideals, according to him, found their fullest expression in Gandhi’ s philosophy
of nationalism. It is the strength of these ideals, Bandhopadhyaya says, that
prevented the international communist movement from making any significant
headway in India between the Russian Revolution of 1917 and Independence of
Indiain 1947. The two most important ideological points of Indian nationalism are
anti-imperialism and democracy and for most, non-violence atactic rather than a
policy. Anti-imperialism remainsthe fundamental aim of Indian nationalism.

Counter to thisform of nationalism which enunciates the principles as stated
above, Gandhi also did not accede to nationalism that promoted bourgeois
tendencies. In his book, Sudies in Gandhism (1962), Nirmal Kumar Bose argues
that Gandhi defended himself from being classified as the prophet of bourgeois
nationalism in India on two grounds: First, the means that Gandhi employed were
such that they would lead successfully to the end only if the masses became self-
acting towards the latter part of the revolution. Second, Gandhi did not want India
to benefit at the expense of any other nation. He considered humanity as onefamily.
Therefore, according to Bose, Gandhi transcended bourgeois nationalism. Gandhi,
like Vivekananda and Sri Aurobindo, stresses that political independence by itself
is incomplete unless accompanied by a moral or spiritua transformation of the
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individual in society. Not only does Gandhi insist on moral progress but also in the
elimination of slave mentality. Equally important isthe social reform, with the help
of constructive programme, to realising the three pillars of swaraj and, thus,
establishes close link between freedom and socia harmony.

For Gandhi nationalism and internationalism are not essentially opposed to
each other. He, however, introduces the idea of swadeshi. The word swadeshi
literally means ‘belonging to one's own country.” For him, it has acquired a new
significance. It is not narrow parochial doctrine; on the other, it is based on the
catholicity of work and service. It does not impose any prejudice against foreign
things. At the same time, it does not discourage that which belongs to the home. It
isnot an end initself. It is ameansto nationalism and internationalism. The whole
concept of swadeshi is neither against internationalism nor does it create any
obstacle in the way of lovefor mankind, in general. Gandhi believesthat aman can
serve his neighbours and humanity at the same time. This, however, would not
hamper hislovefor the home nation. He says, “ My patriotismis both exclusive and
inclusive. Itisexclusiveinthesensethat in all humility | confine my attention to the
land of my birth, but isinclusivein the sense that my serviceisnot of acompetitive
or antagonistic nature” (Sharma 116). From this, we understand that nationalism
itself is neither an evil nor against internationalism; it becomes an evil, Gandhi
affirms, when it is based on narrowness and selfishness. Internationalism is an
extension of nationalism, which is nothing but the extension of man’s self-sacrifice
andlove. “ Theindividual,” Gandhi addresses, “ being free, sacrificeshimself for the
family, thelatter for thevillage, thevillagefor thedistrict, thedistrict for the province,
the province for the nation, the nation for al” (Datta 160).

Vi

Thus, we havetwo major politica thinkers, Sri Aurobindo and Gandhi, in the Freedom
movement of Indiawho have expounded the doctrine of nationalism in their own
way, which is antithetical to the western doctrines and theories. Both talked and
advocated nationalism which has gained the distinct label ‘ Spiritual Nationalism’.
Both, their concepts of nationalism, arerooted in Indian spiritual tradition. However,
Sri Aurobindo’sconcept of nationalismismuch moredeeply rooted in Vedic tradition
than that of Gandhi’s. Sri Aurobindo was a mystic poet and a yogi. His idea of
nationalism had taken ‘U’ turn only after he cameto Pondicherry to settle down and
devote the rest of hislife time for yoga sadhana. In the beginning, Sri Aurobindo
was advocating revol ution to achieve political independence. Gandhi was, however,
not apure mystic like Sri Aurobindo, although hisway of lifewasreligious/spiritual
in nature. Only in 1893, when he went to South Africa, did he entirely devote to
religious striving and, therefore, his reading became wholly religious (Young India,
4 Sept. 1924). His concept of nationalism has taken shape in this backdrop.
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Magnanimity of an Indian Saint: The Portrait of an
Apostle of God: A Focus on Basavaraj Naikar’s
Religious Play, The Golden Servant of God

Indiaisuniversally recognized, in the global sphere, asanation of glorious cultural
heritage based on its spirituality. Her reputation, as a spiritually advanced country,
is attributable to phenomenal contributions rendered by numerous saints, sages,
seers, monks, mendicants and prophets. These religious personalities have enriched
this nation morally, spiritually and culturally and imparted a distinct identity to it.
All these figures illuminated the moral and spiritua paths as torch bearers and
beckoned to the bewildered humanity to traverse along those pre-trodden paths so
asto idealize their lives and spiritualize their sentiment and sensibility.

In the galaxy of these luminaries, one, who shines luminously as a saint, is
Kanakadasa, as ardent devotee of God, of the 16" century. He was consistently and
perpetually pursuing for realization of God. His entire life centres round his
philanthropic services and his dedication to contemplation and chanting of God.
Heisgifted with strikingly noblest qualities by virtue of which he ascendsto agreat
height of celebrity.

If we focus on his personality, his virtues and noblest deeds are surfaced in
his activities. Heis considerably liberal, broadminded, generous, munificent, and a
compassionate forgiver. In view of his exemplary conduct and character, he is
reckoned asasymbol of magnanimity. Many incidentsof hislife, depictedin different
scenes of the play, The Golden Servant of God, authenticate his magnanimity.
These incidents, presented in various episodes, are illustrated bel ow.

Thefirst incident that reflects on his magnanimity is his munificent dispersal
of gold ornaments and coins among the poor. One day, when Kanakadasa was
digging the earth, he discovered and got a potful of gold ornaments and coins. He
gave away thistreasure munificently to the poor and utilized without avarice a part
of it for therenewal of the temples. Such unprecedented noble servicesrendered by
Kanakadasa were lavishly lauded by the inhabitants of the village Kaginelli. They
admired hisgenerosity and selflessnessfor the productive utilization of thetreasure.
Inthe conversation between thevillager 1 and villager 2intheAct-11, Sc-1, thelatter
comments: “Heisavery generous man. Any onein his place would have used it for
selfish purpose but this youngman has been spending that gold on poor people
and on renovating the templesin the village” (15). Thus, it is axiomatic that such
generous distribution of wealth among the poor is certainly adeed of magnanimity
which israrely noticed in human society.

Dr. R.K. Mishra: Retired Reader in English, Mahalaxmi Nagar, 767001,District Balangir
(INDIA); E-mail: <kantamishra@rediffmail.com>
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Another incident, that evinces Kanaka's noble mindedness, is his noblest
tendency towards forgiveness. Once this social activist was assailed and assaulted
violently by Mallanayaka, a deadliest enemy of his father and was grievously
wounded. It took him two monthsto recover but he did not nurse grudge and anger
against the miscreants. He did not contemplate vindictive retaliation against his
enemy. Any other man in his position would have revengefully counter attacked
the assailants.

When Lakkamma, the daughter of the assailant, met Kanakadasaand divulged
her remorse and grief of frustration in cherishing futile aspiration for her marriage
with him, he consoled her soothingly and compassionately to alleviate her mental
agony that resulted from her disappointment. Any other man would have avenged
her for the attack upon him by her father but Kanakais so phlegmatic and insouciant
that he did not mind the past incident of vandalism.

As a benevolent man, Kanaka enthusiastically embarked upon some
constructive enterprises for public welfare without any evil motive. He constructed
a barrage across a river and a canal for providing irrigational facilities to the
inhabitants. Besides, he wasimpelled by hisintensity of devotion to God to initiate
acar festival and a fair for Sangameswara and another fair for Lord Narsimha at
Kaginelli. Over and above, he built arest house for homelessand helplessvillagers.
Aswe notice, Kanakadasa devotes himself actively and selflessly to execute some
beneficial works with the objective of ameliorating the rural life of the inhabitants.
He accomplishes all his predetermined tasks with philanthropic enthusiasm.
Furthermore, he employed guards to patrol the village at night with a view to
eliminating robbery in the area. It is creditable that he himself solicitousy comes
out at night for patrolling in order to ensure safety to the villagers. Apart from these
personal services, he undertakes repair and reconstruction of reservoirs in the
interest of the villagers. He provides scopes for the livelihood of farmers. In this
context, the remark made by villagers is worth mentioning: “On the whole the
peoplein his regime enjoyed peace and happiness’ (21).

Another instance of hisnobleintention can be cited of hisinclination towards
celibacy. When Kanakalost hiswife, hismother proposed to him asecond marriage
but he declined and turned down her proposal. Such isthe noble attitude of Kanaka,
who overcomes the temptation of conjugal enjoyment and decidesto lead acelibate
life. Any man in his situation would have readily consented for remarriage in order
to re-enliven his marital life but Kanaka resists this pressure in consideration of
transitoriness of life. Such aconsideration testifiesto the nobleness of the character.

Kanakadasa has exemplified his magnanimity in obliviating another incident
of attack upon him by some miscreants. While Kanakawas sauntering in thevillage
by way of patrolling for its safety, some ruffians belaboured him fatally and left him
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wounded. Asit cameto the notice of the villagers, they nursed him and brought him
round in two months. In this case of assault, he compromised with the situation
impassively and did not betray any reaction and provocation.

We can relevantly cite another instance of his greatness certified by hisold
friend Vadirgja Tirtha. When Kanaka met his old classmate at Chennakeshava
temple at Beluru the latter complemented him: “My dear Kanaka | am deeply
impressed by your poetic talent and mystical height which is very rare in the
human being” (11, ii, 55).

One day Chennappa, the chairman of the temple of Lord Venkateswara, was
bidden by God in adream to receive Kanakawith due honour. Kanakawas sleeping
inthe temple of God at Tirupati but Chennappa and his assistants searched for him
around the temple but failed to trace out him. Finally, they found him in the temple
corridor and begged him pardon guiltily. On hearing their confession of guilt Kanaka
said to them liberally: “It is all right dear brother, mistakes happen quite
unintentionally. Don’t worry about them” (11, ii, 49). He spoke these words
compromisingly with a sense of magnanimity.

On one occasion when Kanaka sought the permission of a Brahmin to enter
the Sosale Monastery of Vyasaraya Swami at Tiruma-Kudalu, he was ridiculously
denied entrance on the ground of hislow caste. The Brahmin haughtily said to him:
“Our Monastery does not allow non-Brahmin into its precincts. It is strictly meant
for pure Brahminslikeus’ (111, 1, 29). Kanakawasruddly ill-treated by the Brahmin.
At thisjuncture, there came Vyasaraya Swami, the spiritual guru of the Monastery
and welcomed him cordially. As he had heard the rude voices and misbehaviour of
his disciples, he asked Kanaka sympathetically not to feel hurt by the insolent
behaviour of the Brahmins. On hearing his consolatory advice, he respectfully told
himwith aliberal mind: “Holy Sir, | am not hurt at al by the behaviour of the people
here” (111, 1, 30). Thisreply signifies histolerance and insouciance.

Next day when Kanaka attends the classtaken by Swami, hesitsin the corner
of the room segregated from all other disciples lest he should outrage them for his
low birth. His guru taunted all other disciples for discriminating against him
contemptuously on the ground of caste. Swami Vyasaraya admires Kanaka being
impressed by his magnanimity and says: “Oh my dear Kanakadasayou areredly a
golden and godly man. Our orthodox disciple will understand your greatness at the
appropriatetime” (111, i, 33). Hefurther overestimated his personality inthefollowing
words“ Dasa Supreme you are really agreat soul. We deem ourselveslucky to have
had you amidst usin the sacred complex” ... “you areaspiritual expert” (111, ii, 39).

On another occasion, Kanaka was subjected to much emotional and
psychological torturein thetempleof Lord Krishnaat Udupi. As he stepped towards
the sanctum of the temple, he was rudely debarred from entering and ill-treated.
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Brahmin-1 rebuffshim: “How can you dareenter thetemple” (1V, i, 60). Then Brahmin-
2 also misbehaved with him and said to him haughtily: “Beggarly people are not
allowed into the temple. Do not defile the holy atmosphere here” (1V, i, 60). As
Kanaka further asked them for food out of hunger, they denied him inhumanly. A
Brahmin growled at him: “ Fellow we have no food for the dirty peoplelikeyou” (1V,
i, 60). However, Kanakadid not feel affronted by their misbehaviour and denial of
food. This incident authenticates his magnanimity.

TheAct-1V, Sc-11 depicts another incident of insult inflicted on Kanakain the
sametemple of Lord Krishnaat Udupi. Ashewas staying in the porch of thetemple,
there cameaBrahmin, who snubbed him: “ You old fellow who permitted you to stay
in the porch? You better get out of this porch. Otherwise | shal thrash you with a
bamboo stick” (68). If any other man had been ill-treated so insolently, he would
have betrayed violent reaction and embroiled himself in asquabble. But Kanakais
exceptionally magnanimous to ignore such untoward situation.

The outcome of the incidents, which befell Kanaka, bears the stamp of his
magnanimity. In every incident, he has evinced his tolerance and compromising
proclivity. He has never been perturbed and upset by adversity of situation. He
overcomes all untoward situations with patience and nobleness. His magnanimity
is surfaced in his social and religious activities. The incidents illustrated above,
justify his acts of service and sacrifice of magnanimity.

Kanakadasa is a divine figure who consistently pursues for social services
and realization of God by virtue of hisdevotionto Him. Heismorally and spiritually
an upright and immacul ate personality who dreams of God and hasadarsan of Him
infigure. God gracioudly appeared to him for hismagnanimity that wasthe keystone
of his persondlity.

Basavarg) Naikar’ splay, The Golden Servant of God, approximatesthematicaly
to his other play, The Pilgrim of Life, on account of which it is comparable with the
latter. From the view point of the humanitarian virtue, both the plays, The Pilgrimof
Life and The Golden Servant of God, bear a close semblance to each other on
account of the similarity in the presentation of objectives and activities of the
characters. Intheformer, one devotee of God isportrayed and hissocia and religious
activities are highlighted; but in the later play, the characters of two awakened
youths are presented with their noblest virtues. Kanaka, the principal character of
the play, The Golden Servant of God, is depicted as a divine being, who devotes
himself wholeheartedly to the service of God. Heinvariably singsdevotional songs
to propitiate Him.

InAct-11, Sc-111, he asserts his determination to dedicate himself to the service
of God: “So far | served the human work sincerely and as much as | could do. But
henceforth | shall be dave of God and spend therest of my lifeinthe service of Lord
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Hari” (23). He perceives God vis-a-vis by virtue of his piety and religiosity but
Govindaand Sarif, the characters of the play, The Pilgrim of Life, attain divinity by
virtue of their spiritual uprightness and accomplish stupendous task miraculously
with ease.

Like Kanaka these two awakened persons are equally magnanimous in
disposition and action. Their activities evince their exalted noble quality abiding in
them. Govinda, theinhabitant of thevillage Kalasa, looksfor aworthy disciple, who
will be compatible with his temperament and attitude. As a matter of fact, he was
looking for aspiritually upright one. Govinda speaks to his brother, Bandibhatta, “I
have been searching for aflower that will never wilt or fade”. Hefurther disqualifies
his sister’s son on the ground of his spiritual bankruptcy: “He is like an empty
desert. Heisazerointhefield of spirituaity” (TPL, 12). This statement testifiesto
his spiritual integrity.

Naikar’s play, The Pilgrim of Life, throws light on the magnanimity of two
saintly characters, who invariably contemplate to ennoble and idealize their lives
on the basis of religious ideology with a view to attaining salvation. They are
devoid of al human vices, ego, hypocrisy, dishonesty, and iniquity for which they
are regarded as saints. Although Govinda is a Brahmin by caste, he does not
despise the Muslim boy Sarif. He, on the contrary, looks upon him as his son and
treats him as his disciple. His intimate association with Muslim boy evidences his
magnanimity. Both of them were the devotees of Lord Shiva and mother goddess
Sakambari. Both, guru and disciple, had mystically gained divine power without
practice of penance, meditation and yoga.

Likewise, Kanaka too attained the blessings of Adikeshava, Tirumaleswara
and Lord Krishna by virtue of his magnanimity and righteousness. Since he was
devoid of vices and moral weaknesses, he was spiritually capable of realizing God
by the intensity of devotion. Govinda and Sarif were invariably advancing along
the spiritual path to attain salvation and, in redlity, they achieved their goal. Both
these characters often had vision of God and heard divine voices because of their
piety and holiness. Just as Kanakais believed to have been born by the blessing of
Tirumaleswara, so is Sarif also born by the blessings of goddess Sakambari and
ShivaPutraof Sisunala. Both Govindaand Sarif areinnately endowed with spiritual
insight and prophetic vision by virtue of which they forecast any imminent untoward
situation and predict the future of the villagers. They consistently endeavour to
build up their personalities on the basis of moral and spiritual sanctity.

Just as Kanaka was subjected to ill-treatment and harassment for his non-
Brahmin birth, Sarif was also disdained by the orthodox Brahmins; but Govinda, by
virtue of his magnanimity, welcomed him to his house and treated him endearingly
with love and affection. Bandibhatta, the elder brother of Govinda, expresses his
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contempt for the Muslims; but the latter defies orthodoxy and caste distinction.
Whereas Kanakaisliberated from worldly attachment, Govindaand Sarif too get rid
of this attachment. The latter characters are portrayed as morally and spiritually
immaculate like Kanaka, who is free from any kind of vices and abuses. Sarif too
perceives saintly quality in his guru Govinda by his intuitive perceptibility and
looks upon him as Parameshwara.

Once Sarif wasaso accused of stedling the nose-stud from thevillage deity. He
bluffed to absolve himself from the charge of theft and asserted that nose-stud was
given to him by goddess hersdlf. Sarif was exonerated from the charge of theft of
nose-stud by the goddess herself who appeared compassionately and offered him
the ornament in the presenceof al toimpart credibility to hisfalse statement. Similarly,
Kanaka was also suspected of having stolen the ornament of the icon of Krishna but
he exculpated himsdlf by his candid confession of the incident. Thus, in both the
plays, Kanaka and Sarif are projected as blessed souls. Govinda and Sarif exhort
moral precepts to villagers, so does Kanaka, who delivers discourses and through
them, tries to refine and ennoble the lives of the villagers. Thelife and contributions
of Kanakadasa are reminiscent of his magnanimous deeds ddlineated above.

If we focus on The Golden Servant of God with reference to Naikar’s other
religious play, The Sport of Allama, we notice considerable thematic dissimilarity
between these two plays. The former is basically a religious play but the latter is
woven with the thread of Indian mythology. The latter play presents the picture of
averbal contest between Girijaand Lord Sivaregarding the irresistible power of a
woman to enchant a man by her passionate approach. She offers presumptuously
achallenge to Sivawith a confidenceto proveit by sending alady named Mayato
the mortal world with her tamasik power. She empowered her to captivate ayoung
man Allama, an incarnation of Lord Siva. Siva accepts her challenge and sends
Allamato the world manifesting Himself in hispersonality asan artist. Inthisbattle
of contest, Maya is frustrated and disheartened by Allama, who repudiates her
sensual approach considering it repugnant. Allamaisinsusceptible and self-resistant
to passion and sensuality. He remainsintransigently irresponsive and unconcerned
towards sensual temptation by virtue of which he repels Maya's voluptuous
advancement. Thissuperhuman quality of Allamaisillustrative of hismagnanimity.
Any other young man in his position would have eagerly reciprocated her love and
welcomed her passionate approach. But Allamaquits her kingdom being embittered
by her persistent amorous trick to entangle him. Thus, Maya's attempts to enchant
Allama in her love prove abortive and un-fructuous. This self-resistance proves
Allama’'s magnanimity by virtue of which he overcomes amorous desire and
professes his quality of self-restraint.

In another episode of the same play, Girijadiscomfits Sivaby empowering her
incarnated women Mahadevi to achieve success and satiety in marrying Lord
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Chennamallikarjunaof Srisaila. Although she marriesaworldly man yet she abstains
herself from sensual enjoyment and perseveres in her attempt to win over God as
her hushand. In thiscase of her aspiration of marriage with Mallikarjuna, Mahadevi
sticksto her self-restraint and exemplifies her magnanimity by virtue of which she
accomplishes her spiritua target. Any other woman in her case would have yielded
to sensua approach of her worldly husband but she quits the palace of the king
and goes to the city of Kalyana being disgusted by his frequent amorous
advancement because of her insensibility to erotic enjoyment. Thus, her abstinence
from passion and self-resistance against this vice testifies to her noblest quality of
magnanimity. Thus, the play, The Sport of Allama, upholds the invulnerability of
celestial love and denounces the sacrilege and sinfulness of earthly passion. The
play tends to blend materia life and spiritua life with mythical implication. It
accentuates transcendence of the vice of sensual enjoyment for the sake of attaining
the blessings of the Divine.

Apart from comparing The Golden Servant of God with Naikar’sother religious
plays, itisalso relevant to analyse itstheme with reference to other Indian religious
playswrittenin English by Indian dramatistslike Tagore, Basudev and Krishnaswamy.
In al these plays, we have to trace out and point out the quality of magnanimity
embodied in the characters portrayed therein.

Tagore's Chitra is based upon the mythological story of the Mahabharata.
It depicts Chitrangada' s consistent effort to captivate Arjunaand marry him but the
latter remainstenaciously resolute to maintain celibacy and denies her offer. Arjuna
professes his magnanimity by overcoming the lure of marital life but his noble
quality isdissolved into erotic desire that impels him to submit to her on account of
arousal of sensual desire in him. Thus, this play Chitra differs thematically from
Naikar's play, The Golden Servant of God, which concentrates on Kanakadasa's
consistency and steadfastness in spiritual pursuit for realization of God. His
inextinguishable desire for attainment of visual contact with God |leads readers to
construe this experience as an act of magnanimity

Tagore's another play, Sanyasi, dwells on the theme of purification of soul
and pursuit for attainment of salvation. This aspiration highlights Sanyasi’s quality
of magnanimity. The plot of this play is borrowed from Indian mythology Vishnu
Purana. JadaBharat, theprincipal character of thisplay, externalizes his magnanimity
by resorting to the path of spiritual purification and attainment of salvation. He
abdicates his kingship without any avarice for position and renounces his worldly
life in order to persevere in the attainment of salvation. This religious play bears
some similarity to Naikar’s, The Golden Servant of God, in respect of pursuit for
realization of God.

A comparative study of these plays leads us to infer identical objectives
cherished by Jada Bharata and Kanakadasa in undergoing purification of soul and
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experiencing realization of God. Thus, their spiritual pursuit testifies to their
magnanimity.

Tagore's play, The King of the Dark Chamber, is aso a religious play that
tends to focus on the mysticism of God’'s Will towards His appearance and
disappearance. The queen of the play persists in tracing out her elusive husband,
who escapes her sight on account of manifestation of God in his personality. After
consistent abortive pursuit, when she fails to have a sight of her husband, she
construes her husband as manifestation of the Divine. These efforts of the queen,
in the pursuit of God, evince her magnanimity. The play seeks to awaken in the
gueen the desire for realization of God and acquisition of mystic knowledge about
Him. Like the queen of the play, The King of the Dark Chamber, Kanakadasa also
strives consistently to explore knowledge of mysticism for which he moves from
one guru to another for this purpose. First of al, heistutored by Srinivasacarya at
his school and then he joins the gurukula ashram run by Vyasaraya Swami of
Sosale Monastery at Tirurma-Kudalu with aview to intensifying and widening his
knowledge of God and religiousprinciples. IntheAct-111, Sc,-111, Kanakaappeal sto
Swamy to admit himin hismonastery in order toinfuse him with mystic knowledge:
“1 havecomeall theway from Kaginelli to seek spiritual knowledge of ahigher kind”
(55). Just as Kanaka asserts his magnanimity by professing hisinsatiable desire for
acquisition of mystic knowledge, so does the queen in the play, The king of the
Dark Chamber. She seeks to enlighten herself with spiritual knowledge and
perseveresin her attempt to perceive God in the personality of her husband. Thus,
her perseverance in the pursuit of God evinces her magnanimity

Another play, comparable to The Golden Servant of God, is the religious
play, Nala and Damayanti by Basudev Rao, who buildsthe plot on the fabric of the
epic, the Mahabharata. Since these mythical lovers, Nala and Damayanti, enjoy
thegame of love, they are devoid of religiousinclination for spiritual pursuit. There
isno vestige of magnanimity inthem. They are represented as seekers after celestial
pleasure but not after realization of God. Hence, they arelacking inthe noble quality
of magnanimity. The play is, therefore, not categorised as areligious one.

In the historical past of India, many religious preceptors had also given
evidence of their magnanimity. Shankaracharya, the celebrated saint served the
needy and the downtrodden by virtue of his noble propensity for welfare. Once he
went to the hut of a pauper inhabitant to beg ams. Asthe family wasimpecunious,
it had nothing to offer. The wife of the villager offered Shankaracharya a piece of
tamarind and deplored her poverty. Her deploration melted his heart whereupon he
compassionately prayed to goddess Laxmi to shower riches on the family. In
response to his prayer goddess Laxmi blessed the family with affluence. Thisis
how Shankaracharyaremoved the poverty of thefamily with ahumanitarian feeling
of magnanimity.
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Other Indian spiritualists have al so rendered benevol ent servicesto the people
as benefactors and evinced their magnanimity. Saint Gyaneswar one day justified
his statement in a controversy with the Brahmins by objectifying the omnipresence
of God. Hewas subjected to an ordeal to prove the embodiment of God in abuffalo
where upon Gyaneswar directed the animal to sing out the doctrines of the Veda. As
the buffalo recited some of the lines from the Veda, the Brahmins were disgraced
and they apologetically begged him forgiveness. Gyaneswar ignored their guilt and
forgave them with clemency and compassion. He demonstrated the authenticity of
hisbdlief inthe omnipresence of God and adduced his magnanimity. In like manner,
Kanakadasatoo forgave the Brahmins, when they apol ogized to him for their offence
in denying him entrance into the sanctum of the temple of Lord Krishna at Udupi.

Unlike Chaitanyaand Gyaneswar who have only shown their magnanimity in
their religious activities but not in social activities other religious preachers like
Dayananda, Vivekananda, Sivananda and Chinmayananda have rendered socia
and religious servicesto the peoplefor the upliftment of the community. Dayananda
reformed Hindu religion by combating the evils of superstition, untouchability,
idolatry, and caste-ism and long enduring convention of child marriage. He
introduced a new pattern of education based upon the gospels of the Vedas. Like
Dayananda, Vivekenanda also brought about social and religious reformation and
launched a campaign to eliminate illiteracy, poverty and the convention of caste
discrimination. Besides, he sought to illuminate people’'s mind about utilitarian
value of the Vedanta and the Upanishad. By way of discourses, he contributed to
the promotion of spiritual knowledge and consecration of religious activities. Thus,
Vivekananda was impelled by virtue of magnanimity to serve the society
ungrudgingly and selflessly. Sivanandatoo served the poor patients as abenevolent
doctor. He even treated the patients at his residence free of cost. One day he lifted
a pregnant woman who was | eft deserted by her relatives and brought her home for
her safe delivery. Thisisan act of magnanimity that isreflected in his biography as
alaudable service. Thus, al other religiousluminarieshave, philanthropically, served
humanity with humanitarian serviceability.

The Golden Servant of God is conclusively established asareligious play for
predominance of religiosity therein. This play is nevertheless thematically
disharmonious with Naikar's other religious play, The Sport of Allama, for its
assimilation and association with mythological sequences. The former, however,
contributes to the evocation of reader’s interest and faith in God. It also tends to
motivate people to ennoble their lives spiritually and to promote philanthropic
services for the amdlioration and upliftment of Indian social life.

The play, The Golden Servant of God, deserves profuse encomium for skilful
presentation of different episodes and characters. It serves to instil moral and
ethical sensein people by way of exploitation of the theme of moral and spiritual
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value which is the key note of the play. The pervasion of religious atmosphere in
the play contributes to the evocation of religious interest in readers, who eulogize
this play in the moral and spiritual perspective.

With the exception of the playwrights mentioned above there are many more
contemporary dramatists like Sri Aurobindo, Harindranath, Girish Karnad, Vijay
Tendulkar, and Mahesh Dattani. All these playwrights havewritten on the contemporary
socia issues and not on religious themes; but Karnad has produced a few plays,
which are tinged with Indian mythology. His plays are neverthel ess much dissimilar
from religious plays because of their assimilation with mythology. Hence, these are
excluded from the comparison and contrast with modern religious plays.

Although anumber of religious plays have been written in English by Modern
Indian dramatists, they can hardly surpass the excellence and the superiority of
Naikar’sreligiousplaysfor exuberance of religiosity inthem. They tend to assert their
identity and magnitudefor unprecedented conception of theme and skilful presentation
of thethemeintheform of dramati zation. The Golden Servant of God gainsenormous
popularity among religious-minded persons, who consider spiritual pursuit as the
summumbonumof their lives. Thisplay servesasasource of inspiration for conquest
of vices as a stepping stone towards transcendentalization  of worldly life and
attainment of salvation. This play hasto be widely reckoned as magnum opusin the
spiritual perspective. In the annas of Indian dramawritten in English, such religious
plays are rarely produced by modern playwrights; and, hence, it has to be treasured
as a literary monument of enduring value for its embodiment of exalted theme of
religious significance. This book imperatively necessitates its wide publicity for
promotion of its readability and literary venture for academic pursuit.
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The Achievement of the Poet - Sukrita Paul Kumar

Our scriptures, monumental artefacts, placed women on the highest
pedestal. With dignity this sublime averment is pronounced. Rendered
into English it goes like this:*Where women are held in respect /
There move the celestials!’

(Eko rasah karuna eva —Bhavabhuti 4-5 BC)

Sukrita, born in Kenya and travelled to and from Mugabe and Mumbai, saw and
experienced a lot removed far from our shores. The addition, to her
collection Untitled, at the end of the book, speaks of her varied accomplishments
and distinguishing qualities. Daughter of reputed writer/ painter, Sukrita took to
academics, poetry and painting as aduck takesto water —not acliché here. Reading
her poetry needs our hearts in the right place. To put it in other words, it is like
glancing at the sea, where the shore is nowhere in sight —wondering at the ebb and
the tide.
In the process of writing

| am ahead of myself always
And there's no look back

The rest of the time / | am stalking myself
And there's no looking ahead
The issue is / That of keeping pace. (Sukrita)

To begin with Untitled (2014), the title, needs no title, since it is a
communication of the pulsations in the heart and brain, deep, captivating and,
more importantly, path-breaking. Her poetry is inward-looking, searching for the
shores, looking up at the sky and losing on€’s self in thought. Thanks to her
educational and other various qualifications, she has penning experience which
includes the paint and brush too. She worked and participated in literary festivals
in India and abroad. She is recognized and worked in literary organizations like
ICCR, Sahitya Akademi, Bharatiya Jnanpith, Poetry Society of India and some
universities also.

Untitled (2014) is her first collection of poemsand alittlelater, Ink and Line,
another collection with painting and poemsin the same year. The publishing house
Vani published her Dream Catcher along with dlender little one, Behind the Poens.
“The Art of Wearing Bangles’ isthefirst poem. There is a connection between the
art of writing poetry and loving and wearing bangles. Both have significance and

Dr, Rama Rao Vadapalli VB is retired professor f English, ELT specialist, poet, critic, and
translator of wide renown from Andhra Pradesh. Contact: D-11-4-002, NTP Colony, Post-
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finesse. Pleasure and a symbol of pride and satisfaction are al there in wearing
bangles. Here is what the poet has in her mind:

The blank page bears words

With the fondness and patience

Of girls wearing glass bangles

One by one, carefully and gently

They are not to dangle lose and wide
Or remain too close and feel the skin

Let them take over the throb / Jingle in glee, glide into action
Tune into the dance / of a poem / on the page. (Untitled , 11)

The other poet, Sarojini Naidu, the Nightingale of India, wrote about bangle
sellers. But hereis the poet singing about jingle and glee.

Thewordsin the poem haveto comein like breathing in life. They gallop too
like a trained horse which cgjoles the rider with enthusiasm. The poet suggests to
thewriter to get on to the saddle and reach out to those ‘ still” wordsthat fly the rock
of silence which liesin wait. One hasto soar high and higher:

From the black holes

Of the universes, seen and unseen,

Through meteor storms and

Somersaulting planets

The hand has to appear pointing

This way / That way (“How to Begin”, 14)

Conceiving and delivering a poem is one great act of enlightenment, a
matter of delicacy.

The poet seesin Aurangabad Sulibhajan Temple, aplace of worship. Temples
are the sacred gifts of a person, who gave to man the soul-elevating contemplation
called tapas. The poet pays a tribute to the seer:

Sulibhajan / The sacred gift of / Tapasvi Aiknath,

Here, in complete isolation
Outside time, / Dogs and stones create
Fellowship in suffering and joy... (15-16)

The poet has many an arrow in her flowery quiver of enlightenment, wisdom
and the peace that passes understanding.

Ideas, feelings, emotions, compassion and ardrata, get mixed up raising
treasure troves for the poet and, through her, the understanding and appreciative
reader —from Vasco de Gama, Quit India, Spicesand pepper, along with tales hidden
in layers and layers one over the other, lower and lower and higher and higher.
There is glory in the poem “Liberation at Kappad, Calicut” (Kozhikode), if you
please.
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Each wave on this beach
Brings a throb from the
Heart of the Indian Ocean
Sighs from history

Tales hidden / Layers on layers
Spilling over / Bleeding on the sands and
Washing away at once. (18-19)

The poet was the guest editor of a poetry session in the University of Hawaii
and the poem, “Ambers in the Pacific”, is about the mythology of their islands:
Maui, the ancient chief is the culture hero who appears in many genealogues.
Kumulipo isthe son of Akalanaand hiswife Hina. Maui is cognate with Maui, the
Hawaiian idand. The poem refers to the myths which make enticing reading. (Itis
interesting to note that this poet guest-edited Crossing Over, a specia issue of a
journal of the University of Hawaii, Manoa, USA.)

Islands with white shores

Combating tiger waves

Islands held in Kumulipo

The Creation chant / In multiple rainbows

That Hina climbed / To reach the moon

When the moon is full / They see her / In the tides that rise
They hear her / In the rumbling belly / Of the dormant volcano.
Mauna Kea. . . (“Ambers on the Pacific”, 20-21)

The poet is fond of mythology, folklore, and belief. “The Strange Gift of
Sharad Poornima” is about Hindu feeling and belief. The poem describes both:
From the center of the earth

It rose as a streak of lightning
And entered the soles of my feet

and thought:
The bright ray of the sun / Pierced the dark clouds
Broke open my head / Settling in the cage

Whiffs of reason and logic / Filling the cranium
Stretched in anguish as if / In search of madness ... (23)

Himachal, Kashmir, Valley of Flowers, Lineof Actua Control aredescribedin
a poem with a clear imaginative, poetic vision. In “Out of the Box” another world
was seen beyond stars.

That this world has worlds / beyond the stars
| did not know.

Bits of truth buried / in the graveyard of words
rose as if from the vaults / in the bottom of the sea
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like fireflies / lighting the dark shores of life. (24-25)

“Meta Cacophony” is a poem about words and their myriad powers, effects
and meanings.

Words are weapons / Hurled to hurt, to cause pain
Even to kill / Over and over again.

Words are winged tools

of communication / flying and merging
into the black hole of silence

deep in the centre of our galaxy. (26-27)

The poet has mastery over words. Only poets know how best to use what
words at what time. The nature and quality of words are multitudinous and not
many are cacophonous.

Good poetry lends itself to interpretation and explanation and leaves many
things only to the ability of the reader to understand. Sukrita is of the stature of
great poets. “Mountain Nights’ is about fear, dreams, and feelings of anxiety and
even akind of neurotic outburst. It is surrealistic at times:

The big thud on the roof / That cracked the rocky silence
Of sleep day after day / Was that of a flying fox

with wings that do not / carry its weight into the firmament
Not combat mountain fog. (28)

Thereishorror, real horror, in human actsin “ The Hazara Poem” . Screams of
Hazara captives sold as davesin 1893, in Afghanistan, brought the following idea:
Birthing and dying sounds / incubating and gestating
babies born in anguish / and the emerging poems

paving the way / to dreaming
the dreams of homing... (p. 29)

The poet is an intellectual, a spiritualist, and essentially a woman and she
goes on citing instances of the fiendish behaviour of inhuman demons. “The Myth
of Recreation” isagain about horror. Thereisreferenceto Columbuslanding on the
shores. A series of references to horror take us to the devilish human cruelty.

Every inch savagely cultivated

Beauty a metaphor of atrocity
Moments of joy

Pumped from the lungs on ventilators
Men and women in love

their hearts beating on pace makers (30)

Mithila, theland of Janaki, the Ganga, Patnaand raising questionswithimages
and metaphors are here in the journey by team boat into the throbbing heart of
Bihar. The poet goes fast deep inside the sloughs and scales the peaks too and the
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more the reader reads her poems the more the vastness increases filling his heart.

The idiom and the turn of expression become unique when compassion and
kindness bring out the feeling of basic humanism. “What am | to her and sheto me”
talks of the growth of intimacy and relationship. In “ Seven moons away iswhen |
met her” — see the expression moon —not a day in travel. The speaker of the poem
sends up a prayer:

| hear, you are from Delhi

-the city of power- / get me shelter
get me food and clothes... (32)

And then this happy ending:

what has woven those threads between us,
do our ancestors awaken each full moon
to connect us

she calls me and | rise to walk tiptoe

on the rays of light / and embrace her. (33)

Many tales, many feelings and many experiences are told and retold in many
languages described in the Folk Lore Society of London. The fast shifting scenes,
the men and women and their languages are evocative in the poem “ A Tale Untold”.

Some of the poems take a little time and careful study to understand and
appreciate. Here isthe sum and substance of Sukrita's thought in her poem “Where
Shall | Write”. | quotethe poeminfull:

Where shall | write / the paper twists in pain
dl space is in awkward crinkles
Where shall | paint / The canvas fills
with sighs and whispers
As | lift those brushes / | carry the cross
nailed by / Unborn poems, aborted paintings
Neither living / Nor dead (48)
There are very small poemsthat display her mindset which | must includein

full to do justice to the very unique poet, who called them “ Some Little Ones’™:

Terror struck bees / Buzzing in harnets
Yellow sun
shooting out of black clouds (“Some Little Ones’, 57)

Buddha / in / grey stone
Melting / in White peace (58)

Through the stillness / of my walk
The forest dancing / in foggy silence (59)

A scream shooting through
the eye of the needle
The baby / is/ born. (60)
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What glorious thoughts and how well expressed! Melting, white, peace are
key wordsfor agalaxy of thinking.

Sukrita s paintings, like her poems, need quitelong spells of timeto ook deep
to take aglimpse of her personality. The best way to peep into her mind isto spend
hours looking at the paintings and guessing the nuances of her imagination.
Eliot’s Wasteland had to wait for exegetesto lift the curtains of the poet’s thinking.
Sukrita's many poems need exegesis. This poet is enchanting when understood
with her references and dedication to the great women saints, Lal Ded (Kasmiri
ShivaYogini), AkkaMahadevi (of KannadaDesa) and Andal of Tiruppavai in Tamil.
Painting and Poetry going together hand in hand is the latest addition of another
genre of imaginative creativity and ebullient enthusiasm. Sukrita published her
Dream Catcher (2014) astwo different volumes. Onein the normal 1/8 demi size.
And the other Behind the Poems — Dream Catcher, in the fancy 1/16 size.

The Qjibwe, natives of North America and their Midewiwin Society, are
respected asthe keeper of scrollsof events, oral history, songs, storiesand memories
etc. They believed that the dreams we have while we seep, are sent by sacred
spirits as messages. According to their belief, in the centre of the Dream Catcher
thereisahole. Good dreams are permitted to reach the sleeper through thisholein
theweb. Asfor the bad dreams, the web traps them and they disappear at dawn with
the first light. For some, they try to determine what messages are being passed on
to them and what the message represents. The poet states that the poems came
from her sojournin Chinaetcand are‘sieved’ from her memory of some odd dream-
likeredlity.

Faith leadsto devotion and compassion, to femininity. All thefour are closely
related. In Dream Catcher, we see seven paintings and read forty poems. Some
havetitlesand somedon’t. The poems, in the ‘ Tsunami Snap Shots' section, are not
titled and they are very short and very telling. “ The Woman with a Baby” is about
Nature, amother’sfeeling. Thereisamention of many nations but the basic insight
isjust the same.

Tiny movements rising / in our bellies,

fish churning the ocean,

birds flapping wings in the skies

and eyelids, drooping and batting heavy,

to enter / or exist the bliss of sleep. (Dream Catcher, 12)

For oneimmersed in the study of nature, Chinaand Tai Chi are placesamong
many. “Tal Chi” has thisfor the reader to think about:

High strung and pulled to the

Roots in the eyes of the other
Stillness finely balanced

On the thread of their version. (13)
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“Heights’ isavery brief but very intensely imagined reality:

The Seventh floor / Tells Buddha's tale
Above desire, above suffering
One day | was born / One day | shall die (15)

Mother’s touch is incomparable — it is divine. In “The Mad Woman on the
Avenue of Stars’, the Chinese woman is viewed thus in the poet’s mindscape:

Chinese wrinkles / Giggling and breaking into
shimmering creaks / And vales twinkling

The old woman tearing her hair

Squealing in Cantonese glee

clearing cobwebs of silence / that masks multitudes
amidst din of stars. (20-21)

Only an extraordinary poet can write the last three lines.

There are twelve snapsin ‘ Tsunami Snapshots'. In “The Chinese Cemetery”
thisisabout a child’s exit:

In The World of Suzie Wong

Consumed the baby, / And then lapped up
the letter of introduction —

“To whom-so-ever it may concern:

Flames are messengers / Carrying the known
To the unknown / Life after life. (23)

The grimness sends shivers down our spines. ‘ Tsunami Snapshots’ are brief
heart-rending sighs, not mere poems without titles:
When the waves / relented and brought
the baby back on / the shores
snakes took over / and created a lap
of poison /to keep death
out of boundaries. (25)

There is another snapshot if it is just that one:

The dog is/ God

Dragging the child / Out of tsunami thunder
Licking the wounds / And restoring sanity in nature.
But that dog is / Not God

-he saved / this child

and let others perish. (27)

The devastation and the horror are maddening.

Theseaiscalled Kadalamma, Mother Sea; Kadali isseaand Ammaismother,
in Telugu. The cataclysm and catastrophe were hell bent on devouring al and
everything:

But today the sea
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Swallowed her children / Her womb bleeding
Kadalamma had betrayed / Her trust. (33)

“New Life" explains‘tsunami’, the Japanese word:

Sucking in / Frolicking humanity
With the first cry / Of the baby,
They named her / Tsunami. (37)

“End fromthe Beginning” and “ Tughlak” are about Mohammed bin Tughlaq,
and the following lines are from the latter:
Disengaging from / Barauni’s diaries
Ageless / Friendless
His steps measured and heavy
Inching towards / The ocean of meaning

where sanity drowns
And madness / Triumphs. (45-46)

The drawings in this book are of varied numbers, perhaps of sari pallus.
There are twelve poems on snow in ‘Winter Poems at Minnesota' in their various
avatars.

Black snow on the road / Is treacherous
as the white night / At full moon

Snowflakes in mid air / Looking for the ground
To settle or / Melt away. (53)

This poem is subtly suggestive:

Snow women / Lonesome
on the white streets / of the white continent. (57)

Then this is the state of penguins:

Emperor penguins / Hold their babies
in their body folds / through months of
Arctic blizzards / Ruling with

Power over the universe. (62)

The poet describes how the “Dream Catcher” holds her under its power. Just
afew bitsfor ataste:

Each time | came home with a bagful
Of dreams /That drip through the day
For me and all / Each night
| wait for a new dawn. (65)

“In Corpses’ dedicated to Kavita Karkare, she mourns pitifully:

You stood still / By the side of the
Bulleted body / of your husband
You / More dead than he (66)
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Of themourning over various holocaustsin Partition, Gujarat etc; thereisthis
guestion:

Can language combat reality,
Rid one of / Memory ? (68)

“My Lost Diary” written in words in which the al phabet soaked heavy with
phantoms and angels there is this:

Ha Ram / At war with the whole world
And with self / Stuck in the sticky cobwebs here (73)

The last section is adorned with the painting of a six-piece pallu, if it isthat
really. Thefirst poeminthissectionis“ The Chosen One”. Itisabout monkeysand
chestnut trees:

Roots in knots / The tree barren
I's silhouette in moon light

Has monkeys in it /With chestnuts
As if | between their teeth. (88)

The poet has specia knack of looking around, within, beyond the situations
and happenings in the world with men and women seeing what they are. Sukrita’'s
poems live long being remembered by soft and tenderly sensitive minds. One last
word about the little book, Behind Poems — Dream Catcher: This may be taken as
the poet’s apologia pro vita sua. Here are afew of her statementsin “Other” and

uln.

The blank sheet stares back at me in defiance each time | sit to write a
poem. (“Other”, 8)
| urge all words to vanish into their sounds and merge into the total
experience of the poem. (“Other”, 11)
Often have | wondered why | did not write a poem about my intense
relationship with my grandmother; why did | write the story, ‘Visitation’,
instead? (“1”, 38)

And then, finally, she wrote the poem “ Connections” —which can be termed

ne plus ultra — on her granny starting thus:

Thank you, amma
for the moon, thank you. (39)
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M anas Bakshi’s Poetic Concern for Human
Relation: An Overview with a Special Reference to
Parnassus of Revival

A poet is one who has an observant eye and a sensitive heart for human concern
and socid relation in the welfare of man. He marks a clear-cut distinction by virtue
of hisdistinctive features and special characteristicsin the genre of poetry. No two
poets are alike or same but they may be similar or dissimilar in presenting thematic
treasures and poetic ideas, technical brilliance and artistic excellence. Here is a
poet belonging to the class of poets par excellence in the galaxy of contemporary
Indian English poets. He is none other than Dr. Manas Bakshi, who occupies a
significant place in the poetic panorama by virtue of his rare merits in the
contemporary era.

In the anthology of poems, Parnassus of Revival, Manas Bakshi deals with
kaleidoscopic themes underlying life. Time with its past, present and future and
man'’s predicament in time'sreign, naturewith itslovely scenes, socid evils, lacking
infaith in human relations, dilemmas, perplexities, confusions, conflicts, degeneration
of values, degradation of standards, anarchy and so on in the current society
enriched his thematic plenty. He delineates the wide range of themes employing
striking imagery, felicity of word-clusters or expressions and precise and crispy
linesto exemplify his poetic dynamics.

Manas Bakshi grows into a humanist by virtue of his good background
or sweet disposition. He criticizes the present society for lacking in human
relations and social concerns. The prevalent social distinctions and
discriminations, status variations and economic depressions to cause
inequalities and injustices are against his principle as a poet and man. Through
the spectrum of poetry, he shares his heart-felt feelings to the readers in the
most convincing and appealing way.

As a poet and man, Manas Bakshi is deeply committed to man’s peaceful
existence and human relations. Man to am at man-for-man or human relation,
therefore, becomes the focus and fulcrum of his poetry. He presents his feelings,
moods, experiences, findings, happenings, and so on. He has broad mission and
wide vision as a poet of human relations and concerns.

A poet of human consciousness and social awareness is bound to respond
to al the evils confronting the society today. | quote my definition of poetry from
my articleon Sushedl Kumar Sharmafesturedin Language, Literatureand Culture:

Dr. K Rajamouly: M.A., M.Phil.,Ph.D; Professor of English, Ganapathy Engineering College,
Warangal E-mail: rajamoulykatta@gmail.com; Ph no: +91-9849777654.
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Every poet lets us listen to his heart-throbs for our heart-responses. It is
his primary goal and bounden responsibility to describe events, incidents,
experiences, dilemmas, problems, etc that he glimpses and witnesses in life.
Poetry is his medium and spectrum he expresses through, and weapon and
organ he fights with for the aimed reforms and desired solutions. It rises
from the reality and the actuality of life in the way the plant rises from the
ground of truths to bloom the flowers of facts.

As a poet, Manas Bakshi believes that poetry is the expression of realities
that lurk in his mind and heart. The poem, “A Poem of Untold Moments’ (26),
reflects his views on poetry,

Words not always enough to delineate
The bubble surfacing on / A purple heart's edge—

That is aways a poem / Of untold moments
In untold words / Of metaphoric exuberance.

Asapoet, Bakshi defines a good poem as a choice, preferred to any material
offer, the only option for him as unfolded in his poem, “Aesthetic Baim™ (9). It
should touch the heart by a message of consolation as a lesson for the reader’s
inevitablelearning,

What will you opt for / A handful of Dehradun rice
Or, a fine poem that touches a lacerated heart,

As the winter-end breeze blowing over
The paddy field after harvest?

Manas Bakshi’s love for man is the nucleus theme of his. He, as a poet and
man, loves the race of man; so, he wishes man’s world to be safe and peaceful. He
exhortsevery individual to grow into anideal family and all familiesinto society to
reflect human values. His appeal to the race of man ultimately culminates in his
universal wish that the earth must be safe. In“ Caution” (7), heindirectly appealsto
therace of manto livein happiness, saving the earth, theworld for man’s existence,
averting all evil happenings

Don't destroy me / To destroy yourself...

Your first succour, last resort
It's me, Mother Earth.

The poet indentifies with Mother Earth and appeals to his fellow-man with
profound feelings of helplessness to stop his act,

Don't bite / To bring out
My last drop of blood...

Humanismisthe heart of Manas Bakshi’spoetry for helovesfamily relations.
In the poem, “Smile a Day” (61) he gives full marks for marital ties and familial
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relations,

But full marks? / Sorry, | can't!
Have my wife and children
Waiting till | breathe my last.

The poet loves conjugal life asthe ideal and preferential onefor it gives him
solaceand bliss. What man getsin marital relationsismissing in extramarital relations.
In “Surrealistic” (21), he distinguishes the marital with the kiss to bestow on man
bliss and the extramarital with a‘secret kiss' to be short-lived and ‘ half-finished’,

Halcyon days are short-lived / As a secret kiss,

Looking back often means / The surfacing of a hidden urge
To refurnish al / That is half-hearted, half-finished;

For the poet, love is pure. It is the choicest emotion. In the poem, “Moving
Leeward’ (27), hecriticizestheloverstoday for their non-commitment to love. They
are not true lovers. It isfor their temporary pleasures:

And love—
Mere a conjunction

Dominating a secluded space
Of momentary togetherness

Manas Bakshi’s faith in humanity is comprehensive and compulsive on the
part of man. In “Moving Leaward” (27), he, therefore, loves humanity built with the
bricks of faith in cordial, harmonious human relations and peaceful existence of man,

When faith is no more
A condition of living,
Marriage seldom sacred
Relations often sartorial
Down a life-line

Staid, turmoil-stained.

Truth toreflect lovein man helps man love fellow mento have unity asasign
of humanity. The poem, ‘Clairvoyance-like' (8) expresses the truth, the truth of
humanity,

Truth is the moment of love
We feel united / Since hirth.

He advises his fellow beings, in “What Likely the Art of Living IS’ (44), to
wish for the safe existence of man, maintaining man-to-man relationsin the age of
man-created barriers,

Only for

Raising a storm inside the orbit
Of the suffering human psyche
Mired in the textures

Of relations mechanized.
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Manas Bakshi is against human suffering. He does not like inequalities and
injustices, discrimination and humiliation, so on. He is upset more and more with
male domination to result in gender discrimination. For him, poetry springs from
pain. This idea is expressed in “Parnassus of Reviva” (14). The theory of his
poetry isthat it beginsin the pain of agirl-child and it is evident in the lines,

Poetry beginning with pain
As agirl child / Born wretched
On the Indian soail....

His poetry mirrors his bitter feelings and unbearable experiences in the sad
incidents of humiliation meted out to women in the long past, the past, and the
present. He portrays his deep concern for womanin hisfirst poem, “Indian Woman”
(2). Thefedlingsrelated to theincidents of humiliation to women haunt him and hurt
hisheart deeply: for, he has high reverence and soft corner for women. Heidentifies
with the woman in suffering,

An Indian woman, / An emblem of duty to family
And love for husband, / Affection to children
And devotion the Creator,

Sustaining for aeon / The legacy, lechery and lapses
Of a male-dominated domain—-

He identifies with woman in different aeons. She faces ‘the fire orded’ to
prove her chastity. How it isto see her suffering! He shares the suffering of Sitaas
she suffers for no fault of hers,

Having no fault of my own

Had to face a fire ordeal—
To prove my chastity / With feminine courage.

As apoet and man, Bakshi shares the woes and throes of the Pandavas. He
feelsthat the action of the Kauravas as‘ shameless . He shares Draupadi’ s suffering,
identifying with her. The suffering of women did not lost but continued as*astigma
of yore!” to the 20th century,

The legacy followed / Even in the 20th century
To adorn me with a crown / Of a roya devotee,
Offered forever to the deity / Of imposed myth
And imagined glory-gaiety!

Neither a Goddess / Nor a cal girl

Branded Devdas—  (2)

He has deep anguish for the tragic fate of ‘Lower caste woman in Keralal’ a
hundred yearsago. He expresses hisvehement protest, indentifying with her, saying,

| preferred chopping of my breast
To paying tax
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To the king of Travancore
For covering up the same. 3

Itis shameful to think of the humiliation meted out to woman in the form of
mol estation and rape even in the 21st century in the so-called civilized society with
the sense of equality in the democratic setup,

| am that Manipuri girl
Baring my body in vehement protest—
Many of you / 21st century civilized male

Unblushing, unfazed, remorseless
Just relax again!

Bakshi asahuman being feelsashamed of victimizing awoman to unbearable
agony and suffering. He wishes woman to be very strong to avert al the evils
related to her and fight like Indian soldiers for her motherland,

I’ve the fighting spirit

Of Razia Sultana,

The indomitable courage of Rani of Jhansi,

The patriotic spark of Matangini Hazra

And the undying zeal of Kapana Chawlg; 3

Years glide on in time's ride but there is no change in woman’s fate and
existence. She becomes a victim to rape, sometimes rape and murder, stealing her
money and treasures, the triple crime. There are ghastly incidents of rape of babies,
girls and women of any age for the satiation of man’s barbaric act in his demonic
lust. Hefeelshurt for the pathetic and tragic plight of Nirbhayaidentifying with her,

My fate hasn’'t been changed—

Still 1 am one after another Nirbhaya
In the hands of the criminals

Gang raped and dain! 4)

Woman lives in the society today amidst fears confronting her al the times.
She fedlsinsecure because of brutalities and cruelties of man’s violence in various
forms.

The poet feels sorry for theinhuman act of foeticide. To resort to foeticide by
a woman in modern age is a sinful act. He wishes to have security for woman
against prevalent insecurity in the present society,
Sorry to say / | have neither a foeticide-free sky
Nor the deserved / Social security reign! 4)
Manas Bakshi, as an optimist, whole-heartedly wishes that the people should
change the pitiable plight of woman in the present inhuman scenario,
I will, for sure, one day

Make India worthy
Of woman's existence— 4

The poet feels that a child gladdens its family by its sweet smile and
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strengthens the nation by its brilliant caliber and career when grown. He wishes
that no foul means should spoil the child's smile. In “Bugbear” (11), he equates
‘child’ that gladdens the near and dear with ‘flower’ that sweetens the atmosphere,

A smiling flower
A smiling child
Bliss of Nature
Sacred and divine
Flower torn
Smile forgotten
Religious fanaticism: a knife
Flashing vengeance
From behind.
The poet presents the portrait of man and woman living in an unwelcome
situation against his wishesin the poem, “Unmasking” (15),

I will make a portrait
Of man and woman
Going deep into the realm

Where the trite terms
Of a prosaic living entail
A nomadic shibboleth,

Where everyone's
Aimless wandering

The society today ismired in numerousill-treatments to the poor, ‘ Pavement
dwellers and pedestrians' as the sign of marginalization. There is no way set to
solve their problems. In the poem, “Live from Kolkatta Pavement” (30), the poet
presents the city’s realistic picture to reflect their pathetic plight of the poor for
miserablelives,

Marginalized as they are since hirth
Groveling for survival in shady shanties,
Like the very footpath

Sheltering the alive and the dead

The poll promises go in vain. The promises are the words wrought on the
surface of water. The leaders are in fact for good governance as per democracy but
not poli-tricking. The poet aptly compares votes to fallen leaves to say that they
have no value and power after elections. He presents the most unwelcome situation,

Vote is over,

Torn ballot papers

Mute as the fallen leaves

Can't divulge the secrets of poli-tricking

The nature-lyric depicting the sun, in “ Saluting the Sun” (54), making a fact
that there are unwanted children and they might not know their male parents. The
children grow to be unruly and violent with every possibility of turning terrorists,
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Justice? No, not the real cause,
It's all myth
Redlly is virgin mothers
Of unwanted child still
Scream in the blind alleys of life,
And Karnas today
Often turn terrorists!
The poet presents the picture of the world today in the poem, “ Introspection”

(12). He unfurlsthe fact: heis against absurdities and calamities,

It's is a polarized world
Some having more than needed
Some having nothing, superseded
Some enjoying nocturnal glee
In longing eyes
Some dying in the street
After day-long pitched fight!
The poem, “Aesthetic Balm” (9), lends a poetic utterance to his ideas about

the pathetic plight of the people in the prosaic society today,
We're wandering in wilderness
Craving for a festival of colours
For minds and stress

For eyes away from
The wonder of a poetic landscape!

In“Dwelling on aStone God” (19), the poet expressestheindifferent attitude
of God to man's resorting to violent ways, “The stark residue of a stone-God /
Showing neither anger nor smile” (19). The poet ironically unfolds the view that
God is busy having so many schedules that He is not able to redress man's
grievances. Thus, man throws the sole blame on God for His being over busy,

For God
Always acting like a minister
Overburdened with several portfolios

Is never spared with a single blame
In human eyes full of vengeance! (29)

Herethe poet echoesthe satirical vein of KamalaDas on thelife of hypocrisy
in the hues of reality led by many in the society today and God is in heaven away
from man with the sense of hypocrisy as presented in her poem, “Fancy-Dress
Show”, “God isin hisheaven and al / Isright with this stinking world”.

Thesociety isfull of ‘miseriesand mistake'. In“A Cyber Age Poem” (10), he
wishes man in the society today to be ‘neo-human’ and all the past history not to
repeat in the present,

Cyber age; world seems within reach.
Flower, fruits and vegetables—all hybrid....

Days nearing the pinnacle of global warming
For a fresh start with neo-human seed?
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The poet loves peace from the heart of his heartsin “ Asthe Pigeons Saw It”
(63). He expresses hislove for peace by the traditional symbol of pigeons, ‘ Flying
inajubilant mood'. HelovesIndiafor itsuniversal peace and communal harmony,

Some white pigeons
Messengers of peace

Crossing the border
They felt comfortable and safe
In the peace-loving Indian territory,

The poet says that the pigeons had good image about our nation as it was
meant for peace and so they felt comfortable to enter it. They felt disappointed as
they found all chaos and unrest in Indiatoday against their expectations in a peace
loving country,

The pigeons felt sorry for
Being driven to a wrong place,
Felt ashamed too

For being stripped off

Their hallowed image!

The anthology mirrors the state of lacking in man-to-man, man-to-woman,
man-to-nature, man-to-God relations in human society, especially, in the present
time. It isslender but it isagood blender of al noble thoughts and bright ideas for
their beauty in variety likethe pretty flowers put together into an exquisitely beautiful
garland. The varied beauty of Parnassus of Revival bestows gaiety on the readers.

Dr. Manas Bakshi has excellent poetic career, spanning four decades and
winning encomiumsfrom theliterary firmament. Through the medium of hispoetry,
he marks variety by the rich use of evocative imagery, symbolic modes, thematic
variety, and artistic excellence for the snapshot delineation of widespread evils:
injustices and prejudices, hypocrisies and jealousies, inequalities and insecurities,
and so on, in the current society. He is not a silent spectator but a keen observer of
evilsand events, he witnessesin the spectrum of society. Herecordsall hisfeelings,
expectations, experiences, observations, happenings, etc to fulfill hispoetic objective
fromthe social perspective. Hispoetry mirrorsthe society helivesin. It satirizesthe
evilsin the society. Thus, he provesto be a poet par excellence from the soil of the
poets like Rabindranath Tagore.
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Exploration of Humanistic Insight in the Poetry of
Jayanta Mahapatra

Abstract

Literature is packed with the instances of outstanding humanistic insights. Whether Indian
writing in English or other types, the arrival of post-structuralism and postmodern era, right
from the late 1960s and 1970s of the last century to these days of early twenty-first century, are
only numerous factors of humanism. These humanism and human concerns can be explored
much in Jayanta Mahapatra's poetry. Like a true humanist, he tries to review the truth by
placing himself in the midst of the ruins of the temples, traditions, rites, rituals, superstitions,
beliefs and the other side of modern life and recording his responses to it. His poetry reads like
a story submerged with a never-ending concern and sympathy for humanity. He takes people
into so much assurance that he never doubts their aptitude to convert them from their inexorable
humanity.

Key Words - humanism, explore, traditions, submerged, aptitude.

Moder n humanism stands for faith in humanity. OS Guinness explains that
the word ‘humanist’ means only an anxiety for humanity and this modern secular
humani sm grew, with the growth of an important split between reason and religion.
In spite of there being many variants of humanism such as ‘ Scientific’, ‘ethica’,
‘democratic’, ‘religious’, and ‘Marxist’ etc, ‘humanism’ isacompletelife sattitude
that upholds human motive, ethics, and justice, and rejects supernaturalism,
pseudoscience and superstition. In the present scenario, he believes in making
human attempt to attain anything. He soundsfirm about his decisionsin the scenario
heightening ones humanistic concerns:

And | don't want to be a beggar unwillingly caught up in the middie of the crowd. | want
the graveyard to flower without its corpses, and the sunlit street to shine without its
shadows | want the flames to warm the empty heart of love, not burn a city with pitiable
hatred. | don’'t want to sit bent over a page to reflect in it my grief. Living in Orissa refers
to the evil system of ‘Devadasis’, a kind of prostitution flourished by the side of temples,
expressing his scorn for the system. Someone goes on dancing at the doors of indifferent
temples, carrying pain in an eyeless face. (Guinness:13)

* %%

Jayanta Mahapatra depicts the problem of human life. He judges socia and
political issuesfrom ahumanist’s angle. One could see such a powerfully practical
picture of a victim in his favourite poem ‘Hunger’, which deals with youthful
prostitution to stave off hunger. A. Paniker points out that “the woman is passive
and not an active share in the guilt; she takes to it mechanically, tired and bored,
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without even professional game. She has little passion and her flesh is only a
commercial commaodity for the customerslike the flesh of the goats daughtered by
the butcher” (83). To Mahapatra, the Odishan landscape is the objective setting of
his psychological growth, the phases of which get mixed up with the lyrical
expressions of humanist principle. Mahapatra surveys every incident with
humanistic eye, not allowing hisclassical learning or hisknowledgein the myth and
legend to colour his outlook.

Poetry is superbly dealt with human concerns. Jayanta Mahapatra's poems
are a sort of pictures in which the poet expresses his eagerness to come back to
conditions with himself as a person and a poet as well. The present study narrates
these elements to set up that a creator as self has a couple of selves through the
suffering and concern reflecting on social inequalities, conflict, and ecological
differences. It succeeds to analyse and to throw light on the character and social
reality of human life by defining the poet’s self, society and the truth of each with
reference to the selected poems.

Jayanta Mahapatra's poetry abounds in human concerns. His writing is an
award-winning tradition of humanity. He has travelled through the difficulties of
place and the process of harmony beyond. The socia reality, in the selected poems
of Jayanta Mahapatra, is undertaken in an effort to simplify whether or not the
identical aspects of poetry, the inner and the outer forces, have influenced the
proposed writer within the making of his poetic composition. Being an Indian,
Jayanta Mahapatra wants to raise the significance of Indian poetry in English.

Mahapatra has made a massive contribution to Indian English poetry with
his investigational matters and instinctive poetic expression. Poverty, prostitution,
patriarchy, crime, and the folk’s pleasure and discomfort of Odisha are steadily
portrayed and tuned in his poems and become his touching and divine self. He
portrayshuman conditionsmostly in Indiain particular emphasizing the communally
debilitating issues such ascorruption, socia prejudice, communa discord, biological
imbalance etc.

From the poems of Mahapatra, we find that the poet is very absolutely rooted
in his native soil of Orissa. Thereisalandscape formed by means of Puri, Konark,
Cuttack, and Bhubaneswar. We study an outstanding deal about the legends, history,
and allegory connected with these places. Puri, in Orissa, is measured to be a holy
location for the Hindus. They fervently worship Lord Jagannath, the presiding
deity of Orissa. “Dawn at Puri” and “Main Temple Street” are the poems that deal
with the value of Puri and what it meansto the Hindus. Widows wish to spend their
last days at Puri believing that it will fetch them their salvation. The poet expresses
this emotion that the last wish of awidow isto be cremated here. This poem is not
a collection of mere comments, a place here, a character there, an un-strenuous
meditation or two, expected landscapes, but afirm, combined set of selections built
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into the theme. For the poet, the Odishan landscape is the unbiased setting of his
mental evolution, the phases of which get mixed up with the poetic expressions of
a humanist doctrine.

Jayanta M ahapatra s poetry readslike astory covered with alimitless concern
and sympathy for humanity. He takes people into so much confidence that he does
not remedy to doubting their usual humanity and he never worries their ability to
exchange themselves. Mahapatra, only, gently raises the issues without ever
assuming any consistent tone. He never makes pronouncements. They are only
friendly suggestions. Mahapatra's poetry defies any linear, balanced progression
of narration, thekey cause being that he does not follow clinically accurate methods
to arrive at the point of study. His poetry is not asingle plan or attitude but a set of
ideas and emotions recollected in agitation, which often beat him in surpassing all
barriers of time, place, and reason. Like atrue humanist, he does not believe in any
scientific method and his doubt about the perfection of al though only aims at
delivering the utmost good to the society. In all, heisas human in hismanner asthe
sway of the Bible—" L ovethineneighbour, asthy lovethineself” (Whedbee: 67). He
shows as much respect asit is due to a human.

Poems, like “A Missing Person”, “Hunger”, ‘ The Whorehouse in a Calcutta
Street”, “30th January 1982: A story” and “The Twenty fifth Anniversary of a
Republic: 1975, identify the individua’s social assurance to socid redity. They
voice the poet’s contradictory concerns over the existing life. Mahapatra depicts
the predicament of human life. He dwells on hunger, hostility, and terrorism. The
poet identifies himself with the compound evils of the society as a humanist. He
assesses socia and political issues with a humanist’s angle.

Mahapatra has captured, in many of hispoems, the aching reality of life of the
poor. Mahapatra is used to seeing scarcity and pain around him that in his poem
Relationship (1980) he writes:

and the suffering of the world returns
like winter’s persistent asthma
year after year.(CP 38-40)

One could see such a practical picture of a victim in his favourite poem
“Hunger”. This poem deals with young girl, who takes to prostitution to stave off
hunger. In this poem, the fisherman-father, being a victim of poverty, pitilessly
allows his fifteen-year-old daughter to resort to prostitution:

| heard him say: my daughter, she's just turned fifteen

Feel her. I'll be back soon; your bus leaves at nine.

The sky fell on me, and a father’s exhausted wile.

Long and lean, her years were cold as rubber.

She opened her wormy legs wide. | felt the hunger there,
The other one, the fish slithering, turning inside. (CP 16-21)
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The fisherman-father finds no other meansto earn his source of revenue. By
giving this practical imagery, Mahapatra does not create any emotion or passion in
us; instead, he makes us shame such kinds of women in society. Niranjan Mohanty
comments of these lines: “... the poet has expressed many things: the father's
exhausted wile as apleato live against poverty, the daughter’s youth, and the easy
commerce that corrodes theimmaculate veil of relationship” (18).

In “The Whorehouse in a Calcutta Street”, Mahapatra radiantly brings out
the nature of man and the modern Indian sex worker. The men quest for
communication but they always get frustrated. The nature of the modern whore is
skillfully voiced in her emotionless words, “Hurry, will you? Let me go” (17).
Mahapatra in “Man of His Nights of Life", gives a parallel picture of a modern
Indian harlot as“ The plump whore he has just left / has brazenly gone to work on
anew customer” (CP6-7).

In al these poems, though a real treatment is given, Mahapatra makes one
see the fact that these modern Indian women are forced to allow this profession of
prostitution just for their bellies sake and, thereby, they place themselves in the
hands of the clients. In these three poems, the woman, as Ayyappa Paniker points
out, “is passive” and “not an active share in the guilt; she takes to it mechanically,
tired and bored, without even professional game. She has little passion and her
fleshisonly acommercial commodity for the customers like the flesh of the goats
daughtered by the butcher” (45). Along with seduced women and whores, poor
women aso find place in Mahapatra's poems. Mahapatra himself says, in “The
Twenty fifth Anniversary of aRepublic, 1975, “ The destitutes everywhere are till
my sense of guilt”. (31) The poem, “InaNight of Rain”, from Life Sgn, isasensible
depiction of the destitute woman in society:

A mist of embarrassed thoughts slowly sweeps

the dark space at the river's edge
where our homeless women have put up their huts.(CP 2-4)

Thewretched dilemmaof the destitutewoman with “ A ten-year-old” daughter,
who has only winter inlife, isoffered in * Summer’ of A Rain of Rites (1976). What
“the cold ash of adeserted fire” and “Under the mango tree” seem to symboliseis
the loss of her youth and hopein life. It iswritten:

The home will never

be hers.

In a corner of her mind

a living green mango

drops softly to earth.(CP 9-13)

With this humanist revelation, Mahapatra's voice of cry is heard in many
unanswered questionsin poems like * The Twenty-fifth Anniversary of aRepublic’,
1975, where he asks, “What is the order of life? The tubercular servant-girl trips
over the edge of the present”. In another poem “A Country in Life”, he asks, “...
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why do | wear myself out / feeling for the girls who die / before their breasts are
swollen with milk” (CP 7-9). His worry for the tubercular girl dying unmarried is
found in another poem, entitled “ Strike Your Secret Earth”, from Waiting:

Forget the frail girl dying

slowly of tuberculosis

before the abashed, silken breasts
have swollen with milk. (CP 19-22)

Mahapatra dwellsinto the essentials of the Indian philosophy. He has on his
back the sorrow of themankind only. Evenif itisnot ‘ spiritudity’, certainly Mahapatra
isaiveto the fact that human sorrow is mitigated by certain ideals of the spirit and
soul such as love, universal brotherhood, treating everybody on equal terms etc.
Hisendeavour evenfor the holy isfor the rel ease of the mankind from unhappiness.
But quest seemsto be divested of the essential belief that man and god are basically
one. The repentant declaration of Jayanta Mahapatra stays true to all human
endeavours. One can only harp on an idea, but the experience shows that it can
never be deduced to a rational end.

Mahapatra’s poetry has several examples where he denies God. Man always
searches for an explanation to the human misery from the physical setting, as his
socia and political theories prove it. The solutions, he arrives at, are based on
man’sexperiencesin theenvironment. But, all his solutionsgive him only temporary
joy. He does not even believe that hiswriting poetry is going to solve the rampant
troubles. He cannot give up with it. He continuesto perform his responsibility with
the hope of striking the right harmony that can assume the unending notes of joy.

Mahapatra’'sinner self has been mixed with his childhood and his poems are
their result. His poems reveal the poet’s strong liking along with his childhood
experiencesalot with the Odishafairy testimonies, legends, folklore, and the high-
quality Indian epics. The poet recollects the spark of fedings of the whispers of
solitude that enclose him. His spirit turns heavy at the sight of his mother, now,
indistinct in appearance. The poet feelsthe anguish of hisfather’slossin adifferent
manner and mood. Similarly, his contemporary, R. Parthasarathy, in his poem,
‘Obituary’, presentsan equal predicament in hisfamily and theindistinct look of his
mother after hisfather’s death.

Mahapatra varies in most cases and recalls his strong touching affection and
friendly relationship with hisfather. He imprints his high gratitude for hisfather as
he recallects in one of his poems. He recollects of his father as a teetotaler and
vegetarian and who takes bath twice a day: once at daybreak, second time before
his night obeisance to Lord Shivain the temple.

In the present study, we find that M ahapatra builds up his poetry on avariety
of themes. But his main anxiety has been a discovery of self and its relationship
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with hisland, environment, culture, myths, and history. His poetry, in general, bears
hisuniqueindividuality: first, asan Oriyaand then as an Indian. Jayanta M ahapatra
has created an Indian English idiom and has effectively acclimatised English
Language to an indigenous culture. His poetry is redolent of a native fragrance
enriched by a sense of history, culture, myths, and legends. As a poet, the credit of
Jayanta Mahapatraliesin the fact that in spite of an unhappy childhood, friendless
youth, and unfavourable environment, he has never allowed hisfeelings of isolation
and separation to make an inroad into his poetry. On the other hand, his poetry isby
and large an attempt to triumph over such feelings thrust upon him by situation
beyond his control. Nayak, by probing his poetry, says that he is out and out an
Oriya, groomed and rooted in Oriya culture. Mahapatra has conquered alienation.
Above all, Mahapatra's poetry is atriumph over his aienated self and an emphatic
certification of hisindividuality as an Oriyaand as an Indian.

So, Indian poetry, without bar, reflects on humanistic concerns and Jayanta
Mahapatra’s poetry devoutly obliges the mood. The method of his poetry disallows
any light; for, itisdeprived of asense of order and meaninginlife. Itisall aresult of
the academic disorder set off by clash of various theories mutually hostile, despite
aiming at building aworld free of all evils.

Finally, Jayanta Mahapatra examines every occasion with the humanistic
eye, not allowing his classical learning or his knowledge in myths and legends to
colour hisoutlook. His evolution, as apoet, is accompanied by a ceaseless spirit of
questioning aimed only at making a stable advance towards truth. He considers
options not only in the present but also in the past in all its different shapes such as
history, myth, rite, ritual, traditions, superstitions, beliefs, religious and other social
practices, etc. The ‘present’ realism repels him into the obviously cool haven of the
past. It asoisas smooth and wonderful asthe mountainslying far off. The past too
was not unknown to crudties, gun smoke, shouldering flesh, groans and cries of
the people. The survival in the present is similarly a painful journey through the
thick jungles ridden with never-ending stones an d much pressure.
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Interview with Poet R.K. Singh

BR: Sir,you havehad aniillustriouscar eer asan academician and poet, spanning
mor ethan four decades. Could you pleaseoffer asummary of your career for our
reader s?

RKS: | am born, raised and educated in Varanasi. The free spirit of the city still
flowsinmy blood. After completing my post-graduationfrom BHU in 1972, | left my
home to work in different places such as Pulgaon (Maharastra), Lucknow, New
Delhi, Deothang (East Bhutan), and finally landing in Dhanbad, which became my
karmabhoomi for four decades. Indian School of Mines (now I1T), Dhanbad, even
if I didn’tlikeit nor did | expect to stay herefor along time, ultimately gave me my
identity both in academics and Indian English Writing: | became ‘ Dhanbad wale
R.K.Singh'—as L ecturer from 1976 to Professor (Higher Academic Grade) till 31
December 2015. | think | am recognized for my contribution to English Language
Teaching, especialy for Science and Technology, and Indian English Writing,
especialy for poetry and haiku.

| have published more than 160 research articles, 175 book reviews, and 46
books, including 20 collections of poems. | am anthologized in over 190 books and
my poems have been trandated into Italian, French, Spanish, Romanian, Albanian,
Crimean Tatar, Arabic, Farsi, Russian, Japanese, Chinese, Irish, Serbian, Croatian,
Slovene, Bulgarian, German, Greek, Portuguese, Esperanto, Hindi, Punjabi, Kannada,
Tamil, and Bangla.

About 80 critical essayson my poetry have been published by various Indian
and foreign scholars. Various critics have reflected on my worksin booksincluding
New Indian English Poetry: An Alternative Voice: RK.Sngh (ed. 1.K.Sharma,
2004), RK.Sngh's Mind And Art: A Symphony of Expressions (ed. Rajni Singh,
2011), Critical Perspectives on the Poetry of RK.Sngh, D.C.Chambial and
|.K.Sharma (ed. K.V.Dominic, 2011), Anger in Contemporary Indian English Poetry
(Vijay Vishal, 2014), and Sensitivity and Cultural Multiplicity in Recent Indian
English Poetry (VV B Ramarao, 2015). Several booksby PCK Prem, R STiwary, D
CChambid, CL Khatri, PRagja, G D Barche, Datish Kumar, Vijay Kumar Roy, Gautam
Karmakar, and others have also notably discussed my poetry. Almost all my poetic
work is available on the internet.

BR: What drew you to poetry, among all thevaried genresof writing?

RKS: Can't say. Poetry writing happened naturally from my boyhood. Initialy |
started writing in Hindi, with some encouragement in journalistic writing, short
stories, and poems here and there, but it gave me no satisfaction. | started writing
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poems in English after passing B.A. It happened when | had opportunities to read
alot and felt that | too could write poems. But it took years to become publishable.

| didn't try any other genre because | had no free time to sit quietly and
attempt something else on a sustained basis. Moreover, | had no patience for along
work. A poem would happen anytime, anywhere, from toilet to bedroom and from
meeting to classroom. My passion for the genre has survived.

BR: How doyoulook at or experiencether elationship between poetry and language?
How doyou fed thelanguageof poetry differ sfrom that of prose?

RKS: We all have something to say, and we say it using words that communicate.
If asteacherswe practice language as communication, poetry too iscommunication.
As poets we seek to communicate whatever incites us, or moves us to say. Our
individual difference lies in saying it, in our way of saying, in our style of
communicating, in our language form and contexts, in the pragmatics of our poetic
communication. We negotiate our shared contexts as well as contextual disparities
embedded in our awareness and attitude.

We use language differently in poetry and prose. Poets have a unique verbal
pattern, rhythm, and way of making meaning in poetry. The liberty they take with
language cannot be taken in prose.

For instance, when we explore our ‘self’, or reflect on who we are, or what it
meansto us as men, women or ungendered souls, we become aware of our constant
tussle between the outer and the inner, the social and the individual, the public and
the private. Sometimes we may have clarity with precision, and sometimeswe may
be confused with avariety of options. One may raise an issue, or ask aquestion, but
refrain from answering or providing asolution. One may remain ambiguous. | enjoy
‘ambiguity’ (cf. William Empson) and possibilities of different meaningsin my poetic
compositions, take liberty with the Standard English, use enjambment, use no
punctuations, give no titles, try to sound different from others in my metaphors,
thought and style, and try to leave plenty of scope for readers to interpret my
poems differently. All that |1 do in my poems is not permitted in prose, which is
logical and linear. The poetic effect is different. The characteristic properties of a
poetic thought, its verbal form and value, its sociosemiotic process, and its reading
experience isdifferent fromwhat it isin prose.

BR: You havewritten arich volumeof poetry in thehaiku and tankaforms. Could
you throw light on thefreedom and limitationsassociated with theseforms?

RKS: | have been fascinated by the richness and diversity of haiku writing ever
since | read Ezra Pound's brief poems, or his rendering of the Japanese hokku-like
image poems, which, as| understood later, is essentially trying to communicate the
experience of amoment. Haiku interested me for trying to record the image of the
thing outward and objective, and/or its transformation inward and subjective; the
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emotiona complex inaninstant of time, or what has been called asthe experience of
the“momentness of amoment” or capturing the ‘aha experience. Itisemotionally
very satisfying and elevating when athree-liner produces an image. If practiced as
serious poetry, haiku can help develop ones spirituality.

Tankais essentially a brief lyric in five lines, an extension of the three-line
haiku, if you like. Love is at is core. A good haiku or tanka must be sensuous,
without excluding metaphor, allegory, alusion, symbolism, wordplay, pun etc, for
the readers to connect.

While in earlier poems | used the haiku and tanka forms as stanzas, in later
poems these appear as independent units, complete in themselves, even as| might
have tried to thematically put many of them together as haiku and tanka sequences.

Infact, when| wasin search of a‘form’ for my poems, | discovered haiku and
tankanearer my aesthetics. | had aready found ‘ brevity’, and haiku had al so provided
‘texture’ to many of my regular free verse poems. Haiku and tanka suit me because
my poetic mood is short-lived, and | prefer to write short personal lyrics, now using
short-long-short 3-liners or short-long-short-long-long 5-liners with native content
and experience. | emphasize this because the form is now adapted worldwide,
according one the freedom to write from within their own personal, social, and
cultural contextsrather than the Japanese, American or English contextsthat we, as
students of Literature are familiar with. Many of my haiku and tanka have Indian
contents (‘kigo’ and al that) intypical Indian English (cf. Brgj B Kachru on Indian
English). The quality of imagination changes.

Now | cometo limitations of haiku. Onetendsto berepetitive and slaveto the
formintheir attempt to produce an excellent verse. In fact compressed versewriting
with limited focus may affect their regular poetry practices. While genuine haiku
writing may be spiritually elevating, but slowly one may also end up in silence, with
along meditative, or dried-up, imagination. | don’t know if writing haiku too much
and too often, besides being self-limiting, could aso be self-defeating.

BR: Much of your poetry revolvesaround thefate of human relationshipsin a
rapidly changing world. How do you per ceive thistheme? What other themes
would you consider central toyour oeuvre?

RKS: As | said earlier, poetry happens to me naturally and conveniently. | don’t
write on a particular theme in a planned way. At a given point of time, something
may poetically move me and a poem starts taking shape in the mind. What follows
istheresponseto or exposure of socia attitudes, morality, hypocrisy that degenerate
human relationship. On a positive note, it could also be a celebration of the
relationship. | am frank and reveal what others conceal. What mattersto memost is
honesty to self. In my social vision, love of the self through exploration of physical
relationships, concerns and roles, is basic to love of the divine. | suspect my sex
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metaphors have been misunderstood in characterization of my poetry. Nature,
love, irony, complexity of urban life, human sufferings, degradation of relationship,
growing apathy, degenerating politics, rise of fundamentalism, prejudices, londiness,
inner mindscape, and spiritual search, which is aso a search for the ‘whole’ in
quotidian life, are some of the other aspects of my poetry to be explored.

BR: Thepopularity of poetry hasresurfaced strongly thesedays. What would you
say about thegreat volumesof poetry onecomesacr osson social mediafrequently?

RKS: It's good that so many people are now writing and publishing on the social
media. Social mediaasaso small journalsand magazines play abig rolein enriching
our literary culture. In fact social media today provide a democratic space for
everyone to share their experience. So many people have so much to share, and
everyone aspires to be noticed for their expression in words. They al collaborate
and contribute to the 21% century culture of being free, without any boundaries,
control, or censorship.

BR: Plenty of young peoplearenow showing promisein writing poetry. However,
when it comesto getting their work published, they experience disenchantment
with poetry at several levels. Could you comment upon the publishing scenariofor
creativewritingin general and for poetry in particular, in our country today?

RKS: Sdf-publishing, e-publishing, blogs, and e-journals are some of the options
availableto every aspiring writer. One can go in for these to be visible to readership
worldwide. However, with high printing and distribution cost, print publication of
poetry scenario has increasingly become disappointing, especialy as there are
more poets writing than readers willing to buy books. Then, the apathy of literary
academiaand mediaisalso a serious problem: they hardly promote new voicesthat
have no contacts with the deans of “back-dapping bands,” as one of my friends
says. Furthermore, the decline in reading and book buying habit is something poets
can do little about, except personally trying to promotetheir traditionally published
book, even if ‘traditional’ publishing without spending one's own hard-earned
money isnearly impossible. Therearevery few responsible editors, publishersand
academics with commitment to discovery or promotion of promising poets and
writers. Thisis a mgjor factor for ‘continuance’ or ‘recycling’ of research on the
‘same’ poets and novelistsin IWE. Change in attitude, of English teaching faculty
and researchers, is necessary for change in publishing scenario.

BR: What would beyour advicetointerested, aspiring, and struggling poets?

RK'S: | am no oneto advise, because every aspiring poet, with practice, can discover
their own ‘taste’, find their own ‘voice’, writein their own ‘style’. They need to be
‘themselves’ rather thanto belike‘ others' they read as students. Till they find their
own ‘rhythm’ in keeping with their innate nature, or sensibility, they should keep
reading other contemporary poetswriting in different parts of theworld, if possible,
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in different languages, or trandations. Since maturity of creativity takestime, each
publishing success should motivate them to do better, rather than to look for
recognition. Sooner or later, somebody will noticetheir excellence, so keep reading
and writing.

BR: What isyour opinion of thevalueof poetry in today’ sworld?

RK S: Reading and writing poetry refinestaste, creates awareness, makesonethink.
It may not change the world we live in or our state of affairs, but it has a subtle
impact on our mind, mental nature, or sensitivity. That’swhy it continuesto survive,
despite technological revolution, and people everywhere are drawn to it.

BR: You havepublished countlessbooks, writtenin alargevariety of forms,ona
largenumber of themes, and wear several feathersin your cap. What doyou look
upon asthenext destination in your journey asa poet?

RKS: Since | have no academic ambition, pressure, or compulsion for research
and publication (now that | am retired), | concentrate on promotion of my poetry.
| must reach out to a wider audience. Since | have been international in my
attitude and valuesfrom my early years, | won't like to die asa stranger or amere
Indian, politically speaking, but as a poet belonging to the whole world. With
whatever littlerecognition | have, my last few publications have been asmall step
towards this high ambition. These include I Am No Jesus and Other Selected
Poems, Tanka and Haiku (English/Crimean Tatar, Romania, 2014), Growing Wthin
(English/Romanian, Romania, 2017), God Too Awaits Light (California, 2017),
Tainted With Prayer s (English/Spanish, Colombia, 2019), and ThereisNo Paradise
and Other Selected Poems Tanka and Haiku (Mauritius, 2019), besides publication
of several poemsonlineand in variousjournalsin different languages. | have also
made almost all of my published books available on theinternet to facilitate wider
reading and research. | intend to pursue my poetic career like this, with bilingual
publications, and ook forward to receiving support from friends and well-wishers.
Thank you.
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Interview

Suman Shekhar Talks to DC Chambial

Here is reproduced the text of the interview with Mrs. Suman Shekhar, born at
Palampur (Kangra) inamiddleclassfamily on 30 September 1962. Shereceived her
primary education from the Christian missionary St. Anne GirlsHigh School, which
was later taken over by the HP government, and Matriculation from the Govt. Girls
High School, Palampur. She has been very candid, unassuming, direct, and
straightforward in her replies that the readers can judge for themselves by going
through this text.

*k*

DCC: Howwasyour early childhood spent?

SS: My childhood was spent quite nicely without any worth mentioning difficulty.
On important occasions like festivals, and birthdays of we al seven siblings (two
brothers and five sisters), mother used to cook ‘Halwa' and ‘Kheer’ etc. We used to
seep on ‘Niwar’ woven beds and were provided ‘ Khind' during early onset or near
termination of wintersand ‘Rajai€’ or quilt during intense winters. During my 4th
standardin 1971, unfortunately, | lost my beloved father. Thisincident impacted my
tender mind to start thinking about life and death and this made me elder and |
started remaining silent. At the sametime | devoted my time to studies and always
stood first in the class. After the school hours, at home, | used to follow astrict time
table for my studies and remained awake till late in the night.

DCC: Any interesting anecdote of your school days?

SS: As regards an anecdote of interest, when | was in Sth standard, | took part in
‘drama’, play competition, along with co-actor and my friend, Neelam, whoisalsoa
writer now. Just at the start of thisitem when | had spoken only afew dialogues |
forgot everything about my role. Coping with this situation, | started creating
altogether new dial ogues to which my co-actor a so responded equally favourably.
At the close of this item everyone present in the hall applauded unequivocaly.
Remembering that incident, at times, | think that probably, | had some seeds of
creativity in me that had sprouted during the play.

DCC: Educational qualifications? Any significant anecdote during your graduation
or post-graduation days that throw light on your creativity?

SS: As regards my educational qualifications, | passed my B.Sc. (medical) from
Government College, Dharamshala. | also post-graduated in B. Ed., MA (English)
and M. Ed. | anasoaReiki healer having done Mastersin Reiki. Presently, | amalso
pursuing ‘NDDY’ course of Naturopathy from Delhi.
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During my final year of graduation in Government College, Dharamshala, one
day | saw on the College Notice Board anotice by Dr. Gautam Vyathit, Professor of
Hindi for the selection of Editor, Hindi section of the college magazine ‘ Bhagsu'. |
appeared for this test on the scheduled date. To my surprise, | got selected as the
Editor even though some of my competitors were students of MA, Hindi.

DCC: When did you start creativewriting?
SS: | started writing at a very early age during my early schooling itself.
DCC: How wer eyou drawn towar dstheM use?

SS: | do not remember correctly and precisely what drew me towards the muse.
Everything happened in a natural way. From the school days itself, | used to read
the entire newspaper quite serioudly, the literary section of it always attracted me
the most. Whenever, any thought entered my mind, | cherished to write the same on
paper.

DCC: Whohavebeen your favouritepoetsin Hindi?

SS: One day, | read Nirala Ji's poem ‘Bhikshuk’ in my textbook and our teacher
explained ‘Mukt Chhand’ (verse libre in English) to us very passionately. On that
night itself, there was avery heavy snowfall at Palampur and | wrote along poem,
‘“Himpaat’, in ‘Mukt Chhand’. Nirala's poetry has had agreat impact on me.

DCC: Which poetshaveinfluenced your writings?

SS: Most of the poets, whom | listened to in the meetings of Rachna Sahitya and
Kala Manch, have helped me enrich my ideas and thoughts. | am delighted to
include in this list the names of Hatty Prim, Baldev Singh Thakur, DC Chambial,
Gurmeet Singh Bedi, Hriday Pal Singh and Naresh Kumar Udas.

| cannot exactly say they had any impact on my writings because writing
concerns my own feelingsand my own reactions. But, what | can say, firmly, isthat
their writings did inspire me alot.

DCC: Which poet, accor dingtoyou, seemsto haveleft an indelibleimpact on you
asaperson and asapoet?

SS: As | went through the poems of Chambial in his anthology of poems, Broken
Images, | was extremely impressed by his writings. Further, on going through his
curriculum vitae available in the same anthology, |, being agraduatein sciencelike
him, made up my mind to pursue my post-graduation in English. Thus, | post-
graduated in English literature. | always got inspiration from Chambial and have a
deep respect for him.

DCC: When was your first creation published and in which magazine?
SS: My first poem, ‘ Vah Mein Hi Hoon' (1 am She) was published in ieer Pratap, in
1976, when | was in 9th class. In 1987, | published my first anthology of poems,
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Muthi Bhar Dhoop (A Handful of Sunshine).
DCC: What wasyour first creation: apoem or astory?

SS: My first creation was a poem. Though, simultaneoudly, | started writing short
stories, articles, and diary of events, letters, and anovel, in 1976, just at the age of
14, which was published 41 years|later in 2017.

DCC: What doyou cherish best: poetry or short stories?
SS: | cherish writing poetry. But | also enjoy writing stories.

DCC: Asateacher of English, how doyou establish har mony between your hobby
and vocation?

SS: | think when it is one's intense love for two or more divergent things one can
manage them somehow. To be honest, it is by writing | get energy to pursue my
varied interests.

DCC: What isthecar dinal motive behind your writings?

SS: Emotional catharsisis at the core of many of my creations. be it my poems or
stories. A deep felt need to release the abstract machinations of mind; to let those
subjective experiences have a voice of their own through poetry is a caiming and
fulfilling exercisefor me.

DCC: Whodoyou writefor?

SS: | write for al and sundry who have interest in literature or the written word.
Something in me compelsmeto write. My feelingsand observationsarereflected in
my writings. Whosoever reads my writingsin the present or will read in future, my
writings are for all such people.

DCC: What istheprocessof creationinyour case? | sit spontaneousor deliberate
or meditative? lllustrate, please.

SS: The process of creation, most of thetime, is spontaneous; sometimesitis aso
meditative. Surely, | cannot write deliberately.

DCC: When doyou write?

SS: Any time, any where. No particular place and time. Only, the stimulus should be
there.

DCC: Ram Kumar Atreya writes: “When an artist clothes his feelings in
figurativelanguage and rhymeand carvesthem on paper then these feelings
become‘poem’” . However, both arevery rarein your poetry. What accountsfor
thisin your poetry?

SS: | writeas| think, as| talk. | do not want to make poetry so much designed and
complicated that people (readers) do not even look at the book. Simple words with
simpleideas and simplethings| like. And so are my writings.
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DCC: Doyou practiceforegroundingin your poetry?

SS: It is something that is seamlesdly introduced into my compositions; most often
without conscious effort than it is by forced contemplation. Certain tonesin poems
are so starkly unique that they demand their own space and rhythm... and
foregrounding those ideas represents them the best.

DCC: Accordingtoyou, what isagood poem?

SS: A good poem is good when it touches the hearts of the readers, inspiresthem to
create and some catharsis takes place.

DCC: Which, accordingtoyou, isyour best poem written sofar?

SS: ‘Kanayadaan and Vivah', appearing at page 53 of my book ‘Khula Darwaza
published by Naman Prakashan, New Delhi in 2016, is the one which has attracted
large scale support of the audience on different occasions of its recitation against
the use of the term ‘Kanayadaan' during marriage rituals of the daughters in the
society.

DCC: What doyou want to highlight or focusin your poetry?

SS: What | seearound and fedl, | write. So | am only writingmy time... . Thethings
that are happening around us can be found in my writings. It is aways the socio-
CONSCi OUSNESS.

DCC: Doyou reviseyour poemsafter completingin thefirst attempt? If yes, how
often?If not, why not?

SS: | do not revise my poems. Because, when | revise my poem, an altogether new
poemiscreated and that isdifferent from what | had written earlier. So, | do not want
to revise.

DCC: Have you received any assistance/felicitation from HP Art and Culture
department supposed to encour ageyoungwriter s?

SS: | have not received any assistance or felicitation from HP Art and Culture
department so far. Though, some of my books have been purchased under bulk
purchase scheme that is the only help or assistance whatever you may call that.

DCC: What isyour responseto HPArt, Cultureand L anguagesAcademy.

SS: 1 wish to say only that | am writing since my childhood. Any recognition from
theAcademy of my writing effortswill certainly encourage meto writewith manifold
enthusiasm.

DCC: How many bookshaveyou written sofar ? Which book doyou likethebest
andwhy?

SS: | have written and published 7 collections of poems, 3 collectionsof short stories
and one novel. One of my anthology of poems “Bahut zaroori hai roti” has been
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transcreated by Dr. D.C. Chambial entitled as“Roti: The prime need”.

| likeall the books asthey are dear to me as my own children. Every piece of
my writing is redolent of certain emotionswhich either | have felt through my own
personal experiencesor vicariously through another person. As such these emotions
arethefuel to my creativity and | wholeheartedly own and like them all.”

DCC: Do you like your poems be trandated/transcreated in English? What
differencedoyou find in your Hindi poemsand their English transcreation?

SS: | immensely like my poems betranslated and transcreated in English. | am very
thankful to you for taking so much troublein transl ating/transcreating my poemsin
English. For this, | will lwaysremainindebted. Thisisadream cometrue. My book
‘Bahut Zaroori hai Roti’ has been transcreated and published as ‘ Roti - The Prime
Need'. He has transcreated the poems in such away that it looks like his origina
work and my poemsin Hindi astheir trandation.

DCC: Thanksfor sparingtimefor thischat.
SS: Thanks alot.
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The ‘Holy Constitution’, Corruption and Liberation
in R. K. Singh’s
Tainted with Prayers

Abstract

Tainted with Prayers, by eminent Indian Poet R. K. Singh, embodies the voices of dissent against
the stringent subjugation and atrocities inflicted by the political authorities. From taking up the
issues of territoriality to marginality, unsparing male ego to the throes of violence and insecurity,
Singh's poems speak for the disenfranchised. The collection captures everything from personal
experiences to global trauma. Across the expanse of his poetry, R.K. Singh combines the
seriousness of issues with a degree of playfulness to acknowledge the dilemmas of the armored
self. The poems in this collection invite us to a space of interactive encounter with the self,
disclosing the disquieting narratives created by us. Considering the fecundity of his poetic
oeuvre, the review essay is an attempt to focus on the palitical, cultural, stylistic, and aesthetic
nuances of Singh's latest collection of poetry titled Tainted with Prayers.

Keywords: Dissent, Poetry, Translation, Culture, Politics, Identity, Environment

*k*

R.K. Singh has been at the forefront of poetry for well-nigh three decades. Singh
has evolved to a state, where his poetry archives the lost imprints of history,
captures the hollowness and confusion of the contemporary society and records
the acrobatics of the heart in times of terror. In an erawhere dissent is being termed
asillegitimate, whereinstances of intolerance are more pronounced than ever, where
the roots of our existence are questioned, Singh’s Tainted with Prayers brings a
‘New Dawn’, “in the mind ageing fears’. For readers, the poems are arranged in
such a captivating random order that you can pick up any poem and still feel
connected. The nuanced and subtle semantic import, aesthetic specifications, the
cultural highlights, and the elemental human predicament at the backdrop of the
political dissent, acquaints the readers with the distinctive features of the collection
titled Tainted with Prayers.

Dr. Queen Sarkar is an Assistant Professor of Communication at Rajagiri College of Social
Sciences, Kakkanad, Kochi, India- 682039. She has done her Ph.D. in Contemporary Indian
English Poetry from IIT Kharagpur. Her paper titled “A Song for Every Voice: Tales of Dissent
in Karthika Nair'sUntil the Lions’ got selected in the 2018 KFLC: The Languages, Literatures,
and Cultural Conferences, organized by The University of Kentucky, Lexington. In addition to
this, she has also presented and published her papers in reputed International Journals, and
poems in International anthologies. She has worked on New Zealand literature and the precarious
existence of women in the sex industry and its subculture during her M.Phil. She has also played
the character of “Lata’ for Indian Director, playwright, actor, and writer, Mahesh Dattani’s
Play Dance Like a Man, organized by the Department of English, Banaras Hindu University.
Mobile: +917430979753; email: queensarkar.08@gmail.com
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The concise introduction of the collection, where Singh saysthat the book is
“dedicated to a person who recognizes the real truth and has been working for
humanity, now under tremendous stress’, creates the template for the creative
dexterity that Singh sews with charisma and splendor.

Intimations of reality pervade Singh’s poetry in these unspeakably dark
moments. The political conflicts, the voices of dissent, the synthesis of the east
and the west, in Singh’s Tainted with Prayers, force usto spend more time with the
poems than we anticipate. It soothes our discomfort, clings to our beliefs, and
awakens us to our complacency. The poems here force us to speak out our
discontents on the hollowed notions of democracy, throes of violence and
uncertainty, and, at the sametime, help usin reimagining asyncretic world. Singh’s
response to the contemporary moments of crisisin Tainted with Prayersformul ates
aunique visua register wrapped with bold expressions. To quote afew lines from
thepoem ‘Dreamsof Clay’:

there is no beauty

or holiness left

in the naked nation:

the streams flow dark

and the hinges of doors moan

politics of corruption

A section of Singh'’s poetry a so condemns the authoritarianism, diluted with
injustice and inequality. One of the glaring fears of democracy which gives the
elected members an unbridled power to curtail the citizen’s right to question or
disagree with the government in power is accentuated boldly in this collection.
Trueto his poetic self, Singh expresses his discomfort with his hortatory voice and
powerful mode of expression. To quote afew lines from the poem titled ‘ Gourmet
Journey’:

To win elections

they sponsor chaos chanting

Modi, Modi

kill tongues that utter dissent

or oppose foolishness.

Against abackground of social turmoil on having an independent thought or
disagreement with the elected public representatives, whether in the university
campusesor outside ‘ mandir and magjid’ (temple and mosqgues), amidst the trend of
branding the people as ‘anti-national’, or ‘enemy of the country’, between the
debate on ‘love jihad’ and women ouitfits, Singh’s poems continue to question the
ideological muddle of the state, its shrinking morality, tainted by corruption, and in
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away empower the readersto be adversarial towards duped narratives. In the poem
titled * Post-Election’, Singh keeps his points explicitly. Hewrites:

They don’t hear

the silent screams of

millions

tired of misfortune-

play games of convenience

innocent voters

sordid life-

nation’s destiny

heaven-fed

There is aso a strong and multilayered hue of disagreement and debate on
morality and conduct, originality and virtual-reality, culture, tradition, and history
that paints the laconic canvas of the poetry collection under consideration. Singh's
artistic mind finds potential for poetry everywhere, or to put it differently, every
surface of the universe and every emotion invites Singh's inscription. Warning
‘between midnight and three’, to the rituals ‘ hiding helplessness / in the luxury of
prayers’, to paying for ‘peace with God through Jesus' to the god's denia of
‘weekly offering’, Singh’'s poetry never fails to capture the pure moments of
existence.

While Singh's insight to life ‘fills up the inner space’, his poetry uses
impeccable satires to arise action and engagement towards the physical space - the
environment! The poems titled “Aftermath”, “Neighbors’, “Neighbors 11", and
“Pollution” point out how humans are transforming the natural landscape
dramatically, and, thus, posing an irretrievable threat to the ecosystem. To quote
the poem ‘Neighbors|1’:

What could be happy

about New Year's Day

when they burn plastics

and filth on the roadside

make mud or swell smog

dl day and al night

| suffer restlessness

count cows in the lane

or flies in the kitchen

neighbors love to live with
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Across the expanse of his poetry, R.K. Singh combines the seriousness of
issues with a degree of playfulness to acknowledge the dilemmas of the armored
self. The poemsin this collection invite us to a space of interactive encounter with
the self, disclosing the disquieting narratives created by us. To quote a few lines
from the poem ‘ Depression’:

if | die today

it won't matter to any-

| have no worth

they all care for themselves

search nearest in curved space

Giventhesignsof escalation resulting in global turmail - rapes, crimesagainst
women, political violence, social media trolling, and appalling outrages, Singh's
experiments with direct allusions acquire an urgent saliency. The poems raise
guestions on the patriarchal code of conduct, which blueprints what a woman can/
cannot do. The poet sometimes places himself in the zones of anxiety (“failure to
stay focused / and dying desires to do / what | used to do”), burden (“I don’t
belong: / they curse me for what I' m not,”), trauma (“if | dietoday / it won't matter
to any”), heartbreak (“erase memories/ of love's pace,”), and depression (“there’'s
so much ruin inside and around”), which allow the readersto connect with him and
at the same time confront these ordeals and breathe in “fresh air”.

The collection has also been translated into Spanish by internationally
acclaimed poet, writer, and trandator Joseph Berolo. Born in Bogota, Columbia,
Berolo is known for uniting the poets of the world, and his trandations display his
art of combining erudition with delicacy, expertly covering awide range of cultures,
practices, and geographies. The founder of the United Nations of Arts, Uniletras,
Berolo, magically conjures the multiple voices from across the world. The act of
crossing borders, in terms of languages, breathes a new life to atext. In an era of
technological advancement, offering a World Wide Web, Berolo’s trandation of
Tainted with Prayersallowsit to travel widely across time and space by unlocking
the potential differences. Transcending the borders of variouskinds, the trandation
allowsthe national and the international exchange of our culture, history, tradition
and our emotions. The last few lines of the introduction, where Berolo hopesfor a
peaceful world connected by a strong bond of friendship, actually build the bridge
of peace and harmony between two culturesthrough poetry and also bringstogether
the disintegrated communities. To quote Berolo:

May thiswork be the human and poetic link that unites the poets of Colombia
and the entire universe with a strong bond of friendship through creative poetry,
enoughtoilluminatethe” surrealist, mythical, and socia elementsand consciousness
emerging policy” of aworldimmersed in moral and spiritual poverty. | am sureit will
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reside deep within the soul and mind of our readers.

Tainted with Prayers/Contaminado con Oraciones perfectly creates contact
zones between different cultures, traditions and the citizens of the world.
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SEGREGATION: Aesthetic Creation far away from
Segregated Hostilities

Sankarsan Paridais not alesser known poet. His poetic oeuvres have an exclusive
and profound impact on familiar readers for an uncommon quality of spontaneity
and naturalness. He, therefore, straight away, remindsme of all existing contemporary
Indian English Poets contributing today to this genre of literature from every nook
and corner of India; even if in their own limited way. | was really deeply shocked
when | heard about Parida’s sad demise, on May 16, 2016. Thisemotional juncture
instantly overwhelmed meto recall unequivocally afantastic academic turned into
amethodical poet by sheer necessity of time's demand. Heartfelt bereavements and
condolences then prompted me to write a minuscule tribute that appeared in
POETCRIT, Jan. 2017 issue's‘ Response’ section. That, for ashort time, gaveme a
little respite and solace. Today while at leisureliness and ease, | accidently came
across SEGREGATION, acollection of poems assiduously brought out. It, at once,
inspired and forced me to have a go through and examine the contents.

Segregation’sfirst edition arrived on literary panoramafrom P. Lal’sWriter’s
Workshop-Kolkata and the second version that is with me was published by
Prakash Book Depot, Bareilly in 2010. It contains 42 alluring poemsand i s dedicated
to ‘My Mother’. The ‘Foreword’ is written affably by M. Q. Khan in order to
introduce Parida’ s creative commitment and lyrical diction to contemporary literary
world. In ‘Acknowledgement’, the poet humbly shows his greater gratitude to
many renowned poets/editorsfrom Indiaand abroad. | am really immensely thankful
to Paridafor remembering me by mailing this noteworthy collection of poemson
May 15, 2013. The title poem, “Segregation”, appears in the end on page 42.
Segregation is opposed to integration and literally means separation or isolation.
But, in broader perspective, it is afine critique on lonesomeness, seclusion, and
solitude. That’s why the poem in its treatment of theme, topical design, and
construct wisely validates the motif behind the title. Although it is composed in
laconic and easy, straightforward and uncomplicated conspicuous elegance, yet
sadly moves around the ethics of sound and silence, “Perhaps you derive
inspiration / from your father the strict principled man/ and in a poor grave sleep
mute and brave” (42). This theme is further elucidated by using concepts such
as—renunciation and ateration. The dynamic play of the world, as the poet
asserts, is subjected to decay and dissolution. If change is the law of nature,
eternity can only be grasped by being alone. How beautifully the poet avers:
“The segregation is definitely a chance / to think of one's own self in loneliness
/ and all the matters that concerns us’ (42).

Dr. Suresh Chandra Pande: Poet and critic of renown. Retired as professor of English. Lives
at Haldwani Uttrakhand. E mail:<sureshpande@rediffmail.com>
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The relation between man and nature formsthe pet themein some of Parida’'s
undemanding poems. The beauty and the auspiciousness, detectable in the
appearance of outward nature, dexterously co-relate and inter-mingle the interior
motifs of human psyche. The exquisiteness of joy, the poet experiences, in the
impermanence of seasona flowering of theworld, hasan abrupt impact on hisinner
intuitive mind. It leads him to discover the true nature of his real self. It is an
awareness of time and tenor. Herein, the search becomes more intense, and the poet
seems obsessed with finite-infinite relationship clearly evident in lines as such:
“Theseflowers/ thetiny gleaming pearls/ are more powerful, more swift / than scud
missiles, patriots / or mirage 2000s’ (“And These Days’ 1). The physical and the
metaphysical, the sensuous and the spiritual further coalesce to gain significance:
“Since/ theformer iscreated by one/ who rulesthe universe?/ and the latter by one
/ who failsto rule himself” (1). Overall, the innate simplicity of man, the inherent
spontaneity in nature, and the unpretentious ways of the world seem to beguile the
poet. He appears fondly reveling in tiny awesome wonders of life and trifling
mysteries of nature: “ Thedusk approachesjoyfully / with twinkling stars/ embracing
the footsteps of the day” (“The Call of the Hour” 2).

The same theme gets extension in another poem, where, against the backdrop
of nature’s sensational uproar, the poet, in reticent diction, painlessly reawakens
the growing intolerance and radicalism: “Man goes against man / nation against
nation / hatred and violence reign supreme” 2). However, love and faith come
simultaneously to rule the roost and divine light dawns to interfere as a rescuer.
What matters most, here, isthe divineintervention in day-to-day affairs of menand
the milieu. Time and again, in grief-stricken moments, the poet visits the river
Brahmani: “Very often / | run to its bank / when agony besmears me / and find a
serene meaning / in the waves® (“The River In Spate” 3). Theriver not only gives
him sense and substance but also shapes the structure of dreams and ensuing
revelation. Likewise, the passions, the emotions and the mysteries of sensuous
love, being inarticulate, lack understanding; often look incomprehensibly involved
in misunderstandings, therefore, downright deficient inimparting lasting happiness
and obligatory contentment. At the moment, as such, the poet finds the sole succor
in watching warily: “the fluttering golden orioles / in the ivy-ving” (*A Stormy
Night” 4). These objects of nature further unburden the poet from the weary weight
of the world. So also his intent to discover the man steeped in traditions and
cultures of the land intensifiesin order to realize the omnipresent reality: “ And the
same echo comes/ from the Kali temple, from the Goldentemple/ from the M eenakshi
Sundareswar temple/ and from all the temples of God” (“And The Day Dawns’ 5).

Contradictionsand dualitiesingenioudly in-built in native ecological habitats
meticuloudly replicate the vows and promises dreamed by living beings to lead a
life of peace and pleasure. But aas! All at once appear smashed and spoiled by
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despondency and deprivation. Pairs of oppositesand contrariestake afront position
only to depict and display incongruities and glitches. How much profound is the
simplicity of the poet: “Beauty fled in agony / and so did peace and her dlies. /
Nothing worthwhile remained. / Only the dry, hel pless stalks/ mourned the passing
phase/ of adespondent and depraved mass’ (“ A Solemn Vow” 7). Equally deplorable
isthe plight of the child carried by sea-windswhile the parentswere celebrating his
second birthday: “Two days passed by /....the policeman reached there / and
informed them / that a two year old child named Butti / was found dead” (“I1t Was
Then Evening” 8). This, thus, isthefoul-play of nature—its malevolent aspect. But,
the poet astutely succeedsin spotlighting the natural calamities, we humans cannot
fight off. However, the benevolent side draws quick attention owing to superb and
smooth tongued imagery: “ The sweet music of the bird / can never come to an end
/it touchesall times, all climes/ and all sorts of vibrations/ inthe universe” (“And
The Bird Perches’ 9). How succinctly the poet brings to fore the apparent
contradictions of life: “I look back / and find the distant horizon / reflecting life's
jigsaw / and precluding me/ from theglimmering line’ (“Biluakhai!” 12).

What immediately grips our attention is the form that outlines people and
places of historical importance entrenched in thriving cultures and traditions of the
terrain. Thiskind of poetic knack lends to his poems a specia stamp of local color
peculiar to hisIndianness: “Lalitgiri! / The hill of tenderness, serenity and calm! /
You arenat just ageographical entity / but something far superior in value/ saturated
in the scintillating designs/ of the Boudh Vihar” (“Lalitgiri!” 13). It isabeautiful
and aesthetically organized poem which not only echoesthe discipline of coexistence
but also the art and architecture of the ancient land. Likewise, the Mother Earth
poignantly co-mingles human sentiments with sites and sounds of nature: “the sun
rose high over the horizon; / the pattering of footsteps/ of school children / caused
apainful diversion” (“A Painful Diversion” 15). The local color peculiar to poet’'s
modus operandi isamply visiblein human and animal imagery in poemssuchas” At
Pattamundai Bus Stand “ (16). In another poem, “The Leela Madhab” (17), that
shines through the hills, the rivers and the mystery of creation culminates in the
victory of God, whoisloveincarnate. Man pitched against this celestial background
appears in al his grievances and despondency just to reminiscence and find a
breakthrough. How precisely these lines portray the vagueness of existence: “...1
wonder / how one thinks of living / when nothing dependable remains. / It istrue
that life has meaning even though / devoid of all charms and sense of reason”
(“With All ThelfsAnd Buts’ 19).

Moreover, the mannerism that lends special charm to the poetry of Paridais
hisimage making faculty. This aspect brings man in close propinquity with nature:
“The mountain tops, murmuring brooks, / the cold wind, the orange cloud / danced
like jolly children” (“The Autumnal Function” 23). However, his close study and
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keen query of verdant nature transports his readers at once to the realm of English
Romantic Poets. Alongside nature, smple portrayal of men and manners gives a
unigque charm to his poetry. How closdly entwined we are to the inseparable forces
of nature! The diurnal happenings and the pedestrians performing everyday rituals
inthelap of nature seemto form aninevitablearc around thelife of common masses.
Immensely exciting is to notice the gloomy, disma and distrustful existence of
human beings filled instantly by the recompense and consoling beam of buoyant
nature: “Very often in hours of restlessness and aching pain / | rush to the tree /
dancing in sunshine and the breeze / and get so much solace to live / With alittle
more pleasure and patience’ (“The Banyan Treg” 27). The nature, the creation of
theAlmighty, the Supreme Soul, isbeautiful, blissful, propitious and all auspicious.
But, asit happensin the sudden reversal of human fortune, the destructive chapter
opens with calamities and catastrophes of immeasurable kind, we humans cannot
readily avoid. The poet, at places, in asimple and straightforward way, intuitively
weaves the net of destructive impulses inherent in human/sub-human behavior.
Too much impressiveindeed is the picturesque image of Golden Oriole that comes
to perch on guava twig in front of poet’s portico. Subsequently, rushes into bed-
room then to top of the ceiling fan, meanwhile the dumbering poet awakensto see
the piteous sight: “My cat jumped over my eyes / with the golden oriole in her
mouth; / my eyes were scratched, / | was woe-begone” (“Ah!l Where Lies The
Fault?’ 30).

Concurrently, what matters most in Parida’'s anthology is his unpretentious
down-to-earth realism aptly depicted and obviously understandable. It is here that
one comes acrossthat aspect of poetry that iscalled ‘ subjectivity’. Skillfully honed
lyrical beliefs of the poet contain enough substantiation to delight and muse over
aesthetically culled rhythmical designs. At times, this realism is fed by petty and
pretty adolescent love: “My twentieth year /... She, acharming girl /... appearsin
my inward eye/ and kisses me/ and | lose myself /in throbbing ecstasy” (“And |
Lose Mysdlf” 31). This tangible and unambiguous love is a once replaced by the
cal of thedivine. TheLord of the Universe Himself appearsin Hisearthly incarnation
on the grand road of Puri: “for the finest stream of human race / flows from
Saradhabali to Swargadwar / with the mystic touch / of love, fellow-feeling,
compassion / non-violence, pleasure and peace” (“The Car Festival” 32). Equally
significant and practically discernible is poet’s faith in native gods and goddesses
deeply drenched in cultural traditions of Odisha: “ The young men and women /
breathed the happy air / visited the legendary hills/ like Valeri and Mamu-vananja
..... I It was a marvelous experience / to have a glimpse / of the Goddess with a
terrible history” (“17 December” 36). In fact, the whole gamut of Parida’s poetry
seems packed in multifari ous themes and subj ects on different branches of learning.
Likewise, the poetic form, he experiments with, reveals an excellent array of
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phraseology, expression; and, language that silhouettes his delightful diction. Not
only this but also the apt use of aliteration, assonance, simile, metaphor and
personification all through this collection of verseis au fait.

One more quality of Parida's poetry isthat it humbly yet delightfully depicts
beauty as truth and appeals to both outward senses and the soul. There is less
stress, strain and intellect; so, his poems run smoothly in a free flow of thought
lyrically and musically to bemuse hisavid readers. How much organically practical,
humane and civilized are these lines: “ Suddenly a rose dropped off the plant / in
whichit sprouted/...... the plant danced in the breeze asusual / The flower enlisted
itself / to the number of the dead and gone. /No living being bothered / Perhaps the
flower stopped me/ to tell me its grievances / but the breeze blew violently / and
carried theflower far away” (“Memory Of A Fading Rose” 37). Herein, wefind the
poet using images fraught with natural stuff entrenched in human existence. Men
from all sections—high or low, poor or rich, big or small, good or bad, ugly or
beautiful, native or alien—participate equally, irrespective of history or languagein
the fair play pre-arranged by the gambit of the great Divine: “Everyone talks of a
personal God/ Everyonetalks of apersonal identity / but our identity isone and the
same/ We are all human beings/ created next to God” (“Reminiscences’ 38). The
whole created matrix isaperpetua strugglefor survival beyond al bondage: “ Nobody
wipesthe tear / and there’s the lamenting / | don’t know / when afull stop comes/
in such conditioned existence” (“ The Besmearing Debacle” 39). Asamatter of fact,
the purpose of human-life is to achieve salvation and a preparation for going to
what is Beyond. It isthat sort of love that the ancient Greeks call ‘ Ah-Gah-Pay' . It
celebrates the indivisible oneness of all humanity regardless of any distinction of
religion, race, gender or nationality.*

Along with socio-political and national issues, the poet takesthistimethelife
in genera to showcase his profound study of human nature: “And he waits / like
travelersin odd hours/ on the highway. / And at times/ consults the astrologers /
sitting on the footpath / under the casuarinasplants...” (“Wander In Uncertainties’
40). Indeed, the uncertainties of life, pulsating between hope and despair, form the
main crux of this poem. No doubt, the subjective aspect of life looms large across
many poetic pieces those acquaint his readers with poet’s creative faculty, his
sensibility and proclivity. However, now and again, we see the poet making forays
into international frontiers by crossing national boundaries to moralize the motto,
‘Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam'—the world as a big family—"A world Government
has been set up / the constitution has been framed / Love, Fraternity, Peace and
Dignity / granted to each individual” (“I1t Was A Dream” 41).

This collection of poems seemsto transform the imperfect mundane world of
time and space into a beautiful assimilation of spiritual and transcendental set of
notions. The purpose is aesthetic creation to provide inner peace and poise, far
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away from segregated hostilities and vulnerabilities of contemporary world. Hisis

aworld of homely hearths, of life and living adjacent to the joys and grievances,

beauty and ecstasy, unity and diversity and the plurality of our democratic set up.
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Sranger Than Fiction: An Explication

Thetitle of the printed material is* Stranger than fiction’. Fiction isthat which does
not take place in real life. That is simple. Quite naturally, fiction is strange unless
you read it with amindset ready to encounter it. But when it is stranger than fiction,
areader isready to step beyond the limits of probability. Well, everyday newspapers
pull usto thefactsthat surpassthelimitsof probabilitiesin al respects. The mother
kills a child, the wife kills her husband, the child marries his mother and surely.
Sophoclesis not outdated. To add to that, the writers often don the role of the blind
Tiresias to spread out what evil has befallen our society.

Here, Manas, like Tiresias, observes that Suvendu could not have a sound
deep at night but had an experience which would remain shrouded in mystery
forever. What could be the experience? The reader is curiousto know that. Thereis
a kind of flashback to set the background that would function as the indicator.
Suvendu’'s wife, Mally, was admitted to a hospital day before yesterday. What
happened to her? Was she sick? The answer is no — Suvendu and Molly earlier
had a package tour to Rajasthan. Day before yesterday, when they came back inthe
morning, everything was fine. After lunch, they took rest at noon, visited the loca
market for some household necessities, but who knew that the situation would turn
for theworseat night? It wasat thetime of dinner that Molly, suddenly, fell senseless.
Suvendu rang his friend, Dr. Amulya Roy. An ambulance came and Molly was
immediately admitted, under his supervision, in a government hospital. Molly had
cerebral haemorrhage. Strange indeed! One, who was perfectly jolly at the dinner
table, a second earlier, fell senseless. According to the doctor, she was attacked by
sudden cerebral haemorrhage. These are freaks of nature. No prognosis can be
done in such cases.

Now shewas in ICU. Throughout the night Suvendu and his brother-in-law
wereawake at home. And, may be, ennui invoked akind of sleep in both of them that
resisted their common sense. Suvendu experienced a strange vision that cannot be
described in words. He saw Mally in hisroom sans eyes. |n the words of the author,
“a shadow figure could be marked entering the room. Its suspicious movements
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were in sight—stone-blind, groping for something or dithering in its failure to
communicate what it wanted to. Nothing was distinct in darkness but it could be
guessed that the shadow figure was pointing at its eyesight.

Suvendu woke up, found Saunak — his brother-in-law — sitting by him,
staring at something in front; he too was non-plussed. What did Saunak see?
When two persons espy the same bodiless apparition, it seemsto betrue. Caesar’s
ghost was seen by two persons; call it real? Or, call it afantasy. It was strange that
Molly fell at the dinner table sans any prior warning or symptom. It was doubly
strange to find Molly at a place where she was not: she wasin the ICU. But Molly
in the vision of both, Suvendu and Saunak, was groping for her eyes. The scene
shifts from the phantasmagoric vision to the ICU.

How isthe patient? Dead. But where are her eyes? Therodentsin the hospital
scooped her eyes. The nurse mildly replied—"But Sir, we are al scared of the big
rats playing havoc every night. Despite several complaints and reminders, the
hospital authority has not yet taken any action. Hence, you can’t blame me alone,
Sr”

The present reader wonders whether the modern civilization is lying in a
hospital at the mercy of the rodents!

The story remindsusthat Mrs. Radcliffe and Horace Wal pole are not outdated.
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Protest and Reaction — the Pathological Remedies in
the Plays of Osborne

Abstract

John Osborne's plays gained popularity among the audience because his plays aim to find out the
concern of the playwright over the frustration of the society through analysing the Social and
Personal aspects. His heroes serve as a role-model to depict the lied frustration, especialy, in the
youngsters at that time. The issues of his heroes have been shifted from social to personal or
present both these elements. The protagonists of his plays are presented as angry young men
who become the victims of their own disillusionment and despair. His autobiographical experiences
serve as a persona protest. On the other hand, the course of the plays depicts a transformation
of social into personal. Social protest also figures in J.B. Priestley’s article, “What is Wrong in
Britain Today”. He writes: “We know vaguely that we are no longer top dogs in the world, but
apart from that we don't know what kind of dogs we are. We are in danger of turning into a
faceless nation” (5). In fact, Osborne's plays are reactions in the form of protest against social
chaos. They protest but what they finally get is frustration. Still they do not rest, they protest
because they know that there lies the solution to maladies.

Key words: Protest, reaction, chaos, frustration

*k*k

Every age has its clamorous elements. Even Christ himself became a protester
against social hypocrisy. Inthe playsof John Osborne, the men and women grumble
against the state politics, social change and the ways of people. The Osborne
characters, especially the heroes, are disgruntled and sarcastic in their interpersonal
and socia behaviour. They are under atense frustration at things happening around
them. Osborne characters are great intellectuals; they are educated, intelligent and
responsive souls. They areclearly in search of meaningful relationship with society.
When their quest fails they protest. However, their protest never goes beyond the
individual level of amass movement or rebellion.

Look Back in Anger, as a play, shook not only the English Theatre but also
the English society by storm and sensation. The play was a fertile ground for
highlighting the predicament of the contemporary English Society in the Post-War
scenario with akind of honesty that could be challenged only by it. JImmy porter,
the protagonist of the play, was considered as the spokesman, a cult figure for the
youth of Post-War generation who raised alarms against chaos around to find
everything futile.

Twishampati De, Research Scholar in Ranchi University. Contact: C/o- Dr. Nirmalendu De,
Vill- Nazarganj , P.O. Midnapur, Dist - Paschim Medinipur, Pin- 721101; Email:
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The end of the Second World War indicated the end of an erain the history of
Great Britain aswell. The Labour Party wasgiventheir votefor power in 1945, There
were celebrations, even in India, when the British Soldiers nailed ared flag to the
roof of Anand Parbat, in Delhi, precluding the beginning of a new era which
introduced aSocialist Paradise. The Labour Government dlowly disarmed the British
Empire. Great Britain wasretired to Little England and the entire energy wasturned
inwards as the Clement Atlee Government started building up a Welfare Society
which was originally centred on nationalisation of utilities. It assured health care,
free education, subsidized housing, socia insurance, old age pensions, sickness
and unemployment benefits, most of which were protected by the newly introduced
National Insurance. The Conservative Party in Britain arrived and gained power in
1951 which lasted most of the Post-War reforms of the Labour Party; thus denoting
that there was hardly any difference between both the parties and realised that they
had no choice as such. John Russel Taylor comments that “the Labour and
Conservative Parties in national Politics and in terms of possibility failed to show
any concrete direction” (“Introduction” 130).

The Suez Crisisof 1956 reduced Britain’sreputation asaworld power. Soviet
Union activated the armed race by manufacturing atom bomb and then the hydrogen
bomb defying the supremacy of Western nuclear monopoly. The automation in
industriesled to aregime cutting off workersfrom their traditional, social moorings.

Another emergency of the new erawas the Church of England which could
not introduce hope and faith in the people. The open aid of the Bishops of the
Church had increased nuclear weapons, especialy, at a time when the movement
opposed the progressive opinion for peace. The Class-distinction, though marginally
lessened during the Labour Government, articulated snobbery; and, middle-class
morality also played as deterrent. There was wide spread discontent, depression
and disillusionment, all of which not only contributed to but also formed the
Climate of opinion in England as observed in 1956.

Jmmy, the hero of Look Back in Anger, portrayed himself asakind of folk-
hero for the young generation. Kenneth Tynan comments that he fully manifested
all the characterigtics of the Post-War youth, “..... the drift towards anarchy, the
ingtinctiveleftiness, the automatic rejection of the official attitudes’, the Surrealistic
sense of humour, the casual promiscuity, the sense of lacking a Crusade worth
fighting for, and underlying all these, the determination that no one who dies shall
go unmourned” (The Observer 54). Jimmy, in short, is the very combination of
disillusionment and rebelliousness. John Russel Taylor mentions:

Look Back in Anger is demonstrately a muddled play—muddled, that is, in what it has to

say and the way it says it — but this naturally is only a very minor consideration: a play

is about people, not necessarily about ides, and what matters is not that Jimmy is a most
of contradictions (most of us are), but that Osborne has managed to make them into a
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convincing dramatic representation of a complex human being, and one who offered a

rallying-point for a number of people from the Post-war generation who felt that the

world of today was not threatening then according to their merits. (123)

The main reason for the great impact of the play was the directness of its
subject matter. Osborne portrayed his feeling for the contemporary scene, and the
temper of Post-War youth, by his consciousness of the contemporary idiom, and
his keen satires on aspects ranging from Posh Sunday newspaper and ‘white tile
Universitiesto bishops, hydrogen bomb, classdisparities, and middle classmorality.

Being a young University graduate with working class background, Jimmy
deals in the business of running a sweet stall and is represented as “ disconcerting
mixture of sincerity and cheerful malice, of tenderness and freebooting cruelty;
restlessness, importunate full of pride, acombination which organized the sensitive
and insensitive alike. Blistering honesty, or apparent honesty, like his, makes few
friends’ (Carter 157-158). He is married to Alison, who also represents her own
class. Alison is portrayed as “the most elusive personality to catch in the uneasy
polyphony of thesethree people”’ (Russell 50). Sheisviewed asironing the clothes,
which serves as symboalic representation of Manchester life.

Being a play, Look Back in Anger can be depicted as an undeniable
masterpiece or afeeble period piece; it iswithout doubt a milestone in the English
dramaof the twentieth century. Jimmy’srolein public sphere becomes complicated
by his class, education, and establishment and generation. An aftermath of all these
is disarray which engulfs his domestic sphere. Jimmy’s difficulty was clearly not
unigque as many shared their fate along with him; only the thing wasthat he prefers,
unconsciously and unknowingly, to become their grand representative:

Jimmy Porter was talked about as the personification of the thwarted thrashings of a

three-quarters educated post-war Briton who has seen a social revolution half take place

and his own opportunities economically cut to about a quarter of what he had hoped for.

(Look Back in Anger 56)

The play not only violated the theatrical conventions by making remarkable
use of the contemporary idiom, a language that could awaken people but also by
applying anew kind of voice, ‘voice of protest’ which could arouse the entire post-
war generation out of their sumber.

In The Entertainer, the Rices are disappointed with their situation; it is
apparent in their reactions to their declining surroundings and empty lives. Archie
reiterate: “Why should | bother to care; Billy echoes“ Things aren’t like they used
to be; Phoebe retiresto adouble-featured movie; Frank finishes that nobody cares’
(The Entertainer 14) and Jean longs for doing something useful at last. The
generation isworthless factor; Rice's disappointment has many common qualities,
and thereis a common root in the source of their alienation.
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One of the factorsin Rice's dissatisfaction is that they all, including Archie,
desired to gain success at something, and they all fail. Archie wantsto gain fame as
aperformer andfails. Being astar of themusic hall, Billy gradually becomesold and
his career is over: he has missed a respected profession and repestedly returns to
the past when he was a success. Dreaming of the social position and material
success, Phoebe wonders at the Duchess of Porth whose socia career she ensues
in newspapers; Jean has gained comfortable material future in her engagement to a
rising lawyer, but she overlooks a barren life and desires for a different future
wherein she will be advantageous to her fellow men. Frank challenges the draft,
and, even, has no specified drama; his actions declare that his vision of successis
not ascertained inkilling. Mick, Archi€ sother son, gainssuccessin military heroism,
but his failure is possibly the most effective one, for he dies in his attempts. The
Rices dreamsare modest—aplaceintheworld, some meaningful work to do, anda
few human comforts. But for severa reasons, they become failure to gain their
dreams; time overthrows Billy and Archie in the music-hall; the dimestore and
Archie sfailure overthrows Phoebe; Jean, like Jimmy porter, is disheartened by the
lack of feeling and charity in the world; Mick is deceived by man’s inhumanity to
man; and Frank is overthrown by prison. The Rice has all dreams of success, but
whatever their personal dream, each is refuted.

Even though the failure of their dreams of success constitutes moments of
disillusionment for them; the Rices, with the expectation of Archie and sometimes
Frank, do not become doubtful redlists; rather, they insist on thinking that their
situation will become better. Thisromantically optimistic noteisin sharp contrast to
the naturalistic oppressiveness of their environment and Archie's realism. The
Riches struggle with success inspite of their failuresto gain it and insist on hoping
that they can gain it and it is apparent in their constant references to pulling
themselves together. In the same romantic vein, Billy advises Jean to “make
something yourself [herself], you're not therest of us’. Inthe Rices' dissatisfaction
with the present and their urge for a different, successful future, and even in their
blind optimism, oneisreminded of American dream. TheRices interest for normalcy
isalso reminiscent of the American dream. From Archie’s“ Thank God I'm normal”
(The Entertainer 60) lyric, in his songs to Billy and Jean, on both ends of the age
spectrum, “normal” isahousehold word. Perhaps, they are encouraging themselves,
but it is one more example of their romantic escapism.

In Luther, astorm of protest is elevated in response to accusation of Pope with
Papal decritals, books and documents assigned to the furious flames at the Elster
Gate, Wittenberg, 1520. Martin reacts sternly after reading a piece of paper served to
him through Cajeton by Popethat if he does not withdraw, hewill beexcluded fromall
ingtitutions. Martin is depicted ascending the Pulpit and addressing the gathering.
The resentment, the ranting, thetirade, the unobstructed denunciation areall available
and Luther reminds of JJmmy Porter, though of course, in aregulated attack.
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The tortured Luther, who appears in the play, is true to the historical
Luther, but through Osborne’s careful focus and selections, he becomes an
extension of legendary public spiritual crisis. The focus of the drama is not
upon Luther in the context of history, but upon Luther, the private man; Osborne
shapes the hopes and fears, desires and guilts, and above all, the doubts which
surround L uther and forced him into hishistory. L uther, the political and religious
leader, emerges only in contexts which enlighten the public man as the offshoot
of private pains. Since the inner Luther is portrayed as reality and it becomes
the centre of the play, John Gassner’s gain-strife that the historical epic, Luhter,
not characterized, is at once proper observation with negligible complaint. The
historical Luther in an epic world scene is not the focus of Osborne; He depicts
the psychological reality of aman’sspiritual crisis, and he doesthis by portraying
the inner individual, not epic mankind.

Martin disowns even the source of his birth and informs that the mother only
he has ever had. Hansinterrogates Martin whether it isnot mentioned in the Gospels
that one shall honour one's father and one’s mother and one is formed by the body
of awoman and a man and one cannot give shape oneself: Martinisworried at his
being regarded and severely interrogates:

Churches, kings and fathers—why do they ask so much, and why do they all of them get

so much more than they deserve? (Luther 41)

Thisinterrogation, in away, isasign of therevolt that Martin protests against
the institutions that, he perceives, have unjustifyingly and unreasonably got
benefited by extracting several thingsfrom theindividuals. Thisinterrogating mode
and framing the audience take a stand by creating pressure on them to think and
say “Yes' or “No", “agree”’ or “disagree” , “for” or “against” isactually aBrechtian
technique which Osborne has applied. Hans is exasperated for lack of exchange
and informs his son that afather earns more than what Martin has given him. Martin
contemptuously says:

I’ve given you! | don’t have to give you! | am-that's all | need give you..... All you want

is me to justify myself. (Luther 41-42)

Martin, thus, does not want to justify hisidentity as envisaged dearly by his
father. He mentions that he is not censuring his father. Only the thing isthat he is
not agreeable to anyone except God as he alone is the utmost giver. It is, perhaps,
this belief that makes him to dispute the Church authorities, asheimaginesthat itis
only God who has the merit of conferring judgement on the people and decide on
the questions of providing salvation. The conversation becomes interesting as
Hans levies a charge againgt his son informing him that he is an escapist and is
fleeing. Heis spoiling hisyouth with fear and humiliation.

On the contrary, Martin informs that he is opposing problems boldly in a
monastery and interrogates his father that it had been so easy in amonastery as per
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the conception of his father, and then there would have been more people in
monasteries than outside, thus darting on the fact that it is really those outside who
are escapist as they areimmersing themselves in mundane things and are unable to
realize that it is because people outside the monastery have not surrendered. Hans
perceivesthat Martin was different fromall other men. He says, “ You were stubborn,
you were always stubborn, you' ve always had to resist, haven’t you?’ (Luther 43).

Their protest against the established dogmas of the society is one of the
most valuable themes of Osborne. The idea of his heroes is that they are right and
the world around them iswrong. They cannot be right in aworld that is hostile and
suppresses them with all its faults. Hence, they may be furiously hostile. They
protest. This protest is considered as a step to success. The result of the protest is
secondary. Whether they succeed or fall, it is a matter of secondary importance.
With a keen idea of defining the social and political changes and the growing
disbeliefs of the society, the characters of Osborne’s Plays can be regarded as
highly representative of that time.
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Brief critiqueson Scents and Shadows and
Two Indias and Other Poems
Contemporary Anxieties Challenge Intellectual
Power but Motivate

The poets in Ranjana Sharan Sinha and Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar mostly touch
anxieties of man in existing times, which are testing, uncertain and strenuous but
they hold on to the purity of heart and intellect, which seem to provide stimulusto
look at life in an optimistic frame of mind. At times, they suggest pragmatic and
good quality in man’'s conduct together with ethical outlook toward man and society
so that man enjoys life asa gift of god and with this objective, offer fine lyrics that
enrich empty hours with contentment.

Poet’s struggle with ‘the self’ many times pushes him or her to deep
deliberationswherelife despite attainments cannot hold on to the spirit and strength
of initial years. One cannot work against time, the most powerful truth. In Scents
and Shadows, Ranjana Sharan Sinhais truly redlistic when age overwhelms and
even little sweet memories burden soul and body because age weakens agility of
body and strength of mind and heart but still positive thoughts about |ove continue
to grant relief. An ordinary man’s experiences amidst mundane worldly choresfind
eloquent expressions in many lyrics as—

The words —crystallize
and come out
in ecstasies of joy and pain!’ (2)

Inner fears and uncertainties are products of worldly chaos that disturb a
man of intensity in dreams even asit makes him pigmy beforetheterrible ondaught,
a genuine vocalizing of fedings as loss of something very dear haunts. Many a
time, simple experiencesturn to horrify.

It energizes when nature infuses vigour and, here, the sun turns a symbol of
tremendous dynamism whenit illuminatesthe world with “ the radiance that pul sates
throughout the universe” (21). For many poets, in hour of intense inner itch and
anguish nature provides succor because he thinks of the world, men and affairsand
finds situation thwarting. Man makes tall claims about the security and protection
of women but poet’sworry issheisan “Engendered Species’, almost “ on the verge
of extinction”. The verse makes scathing comments on society and man’s narrow
mindset. Socially conscious poet feels upset at hypocritical approach.

P C K Prem (p c katoch of garh-malkher, palampur, himachal, a former academician, civil
servant and member himachal public service commission, shimla) an author of more than
fifty-five books is a poet, novelist, short story writer, translator and a critic in English and Hindi
from Himachal.
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Lifefor someisastrugglefor survival amidst hard work, hunger, exploitation
and incessant empathetic expressions as existence turns a burden for many even if
afew spots of beauty appear brilliant while religion through roguish hands merely
abuses and utilizes an ordinary and defenseless man for selfish motives. Concern
for girls and women distresses and one understands the natural tendency of man to
take advantage, and so, cause indisputable apprehension, and in the process,
reveal ugly face of “man and society” in subtle play of apt wordsin many verses.
Not for a moment, she hurts with harshness of tone and drift but exhibits always
woman's grace and dignity.

She wants, as everyone else, that the fair sex must stand up, confront and
defeat man’s hideous objectives. Not only in relations but also in worldly affairs
man’s evil-intentioned purpose continues to bring disarray and suffering,
bitterness and war and so human beingsliveininvariably traumatic and uncertain
conditions. A man livesin timeswhere peace, love and harmony arefictional (‘No
More Wars' 30) and so the poet extends limits as thoughts of an anarchic world
disturb.

Death, destruction,

Trauma and uncertainties

Beyond words!

The earth, oh, God

is burning!

Love for man and nature is a sacred thought. It ennobles, purifies and
grants peace, she often avers as “beauty is deeper than the skin” and to live life
in bliss of togetherness el evates even at sixty for love istimeless Valentine's Day.
When one looks at the vast sky, it amazes for the lord’s creation hypnotizes and
is a cause of survival. One cannot have glimpses of the lord, and so, for her,
mother is the image of god, who looks after affectionately and gives joy of love
and security.

However, environmental anxieties disturb, for she thinks how man destroys
and kills what nature provides and so he indulges in acts of massive loss to man
and property while devastation and disgust engulf. Man is violent and, therefore,
brings catastrophic slaughter, anature conclusion onearrivesat asrational e dictates.
Loss of beauty and values in life cause extensive distress and so, a man fails to
reinvent thereal ‘inner self,” aman’s perennia wish alas!

Many consider Nature and love as refuge to lacerated and distraught hearts.
It givesrelief to al beings, tainted and sanctimonious for she isthe quintessence of
god and softly asks man to maintain it for harmony and peace in an age where
hostilities, prejudices and intolerance govern psyche of society and therefore,
humankind is the victim, she appears to corroborate. She affirms.
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Let us remain

Closely knit and attached,

Cascades of love flowing,

All of us are children

Of the Mother Earth. (‘ Cascades of Love')

In an unambiguous mode, she tells man if he thinks properly, man’s mother,
nature mother and mother earth are the trio where he can definitely seek sanctuary
in hour of affliction and crisis, and at this stage, alittle different in idiom and style
sheis.

Sacialy conscious, she makes ironical but devastating statements on man's
acts of destruction and hostility, aggression and diabolic ways of life, and love for
the ugliness and spitefulness of life, which man finds assuring and comforting.
Forms and faces are prone to untrustworthy style of living, deceit and falsehood
and suddenly, the thoughts run to impoverished children, who live in miseries on
pavements sans education and comforts. Hunger and deprivation haunt the little
uncared brood of shattered dreams as they envision life of joy even as momentary
enjoyment a few sweets and chocolates give and then, a sensitive heart uttersin
delight, “Live, livelittlegirl / Alovely vagrant bird!” (74).

Time and age, the distinct and indeterminate concepts that govern life and
permit afew momentsto philosophize on life and existence, disturb the poet and at
another moment, she speaks fluently about the ego and selfishness of manin ‘Man
and Tree' (90), aterrible self-destructive outlook despite serious discourse on man,
life and nature. Abruptly scenario of arailway platform (93) awakens a perceptive
mind to the stark realities of life where hunger, violation of modesty of a girl and
exploitation that takes place without compunction and sense of remorse, and,
therefore, endlessly the drama continues but man stays stoic and indifferent, one
bemoans sans any long-winded beating.

A silent scream rise deep within;

A scream that could not

Cut through the night!

The girl looked helplessly

at the trains speeding through

the station to different destinations

with a whoosh!

To visit past and live in reflective and redolent time, even if short, is lovely
distraction for many. Sinha does it beautifully in ‘Dead Moments' where she

recapitulates life's total experiences, impressions and faces, encounters with men
and nature and their beauty, which were source of joy and delight many atime and
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s0, she recreates thriving past and she lives in counterfeit present and, therefore,
nostal gic reminiscences give meaning to life with a positive message. Thoughts of
Gandhi and his eternal message to humankind and then a visit to Banaras (‘ The
Grey Horizon' 110) areemotional outbursts of lovethat wasand till existssomewhere
as eyes see.

| feel sad and forlorn in the magic city!

Cargoes of memories surround me:

And I’'m plunged into the years morphed into past.

Transformative impact of what one observes and sucks up creates a wide
spectrum of littlefeelings, thoughts and excitement. | nner and peripheral influences
become causes to the man to breathe through vagaries of life with a mix up of joy
and tiny melancholic moments, which provide essence to life, one construes and
here, Sinha attracts and impresses with the maturity she owns at this age. A fine
experienceitis!

*kk*k

Two Indias and Other Poems by Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar: If lyrics teach
straightway without an overture, these appear strident and droning, for poetry as
an art ought to convey substance a little indirectly and still maintain a kind of
downright aloofness from the flaws of offering lessons and teachings that tell man
how to live life. Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar loves to speak up about the realities of
life where you confront corrupt and dishonest people and realize that only the
wicked men in the crafty system flourish, and the poor and susceptible suffer. Heis
worried about the ugly scenario politics of the day offers and amidst dissonance
and distress, grief and sorrows overwhelm, for in a world of noise, peace is rare.
This collection of Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar is about the realism of contemporary
life of society and humankind — an insightful study a sensitive poet makes.

In‘Two Indias' (22). In 1947, it wasthe midnight hour/between Aug 14 and 15
— he repeats — she ‘India was portioned into two (23). He is satirical, anguished,
cynically worried and philosophically uncertain. What Indians did to themselves
after they attained freedom from white people and now, divided despite claim of
unity, the two nations appear to live in chaotic unease and uncertainty even as
religiousextremism surfacesin little fragmentsto cause discomforts, and that creates
awesome situation.

...Are the Indians, born blind

To their self-sacrifices,

To the plight of the poor people
Born deaf to the sad saga

Of their tragic moans and woes
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In our independent country
English past still haunts the present.

He laments at the lack of understanding of the critical situation and so, the
existing putrefaction wherethe drift is calamitousin spite of the progress, he asserts.

Past haunts because man fails to disconnect it from life irrespective of
affirmation, he may make, for unfortunateincidents of communal violence continue
infrequently, and terror-stricken peoplelivein an easier said than defined tormented
age even as spirit of nationalism strengthens love for the homeland. Still
chauvinistic tendencies hurt national truth of universal love, peace and harmony.
He recalls faces of mighty men, who had shaped Indiainto a splendid nation, and
underlines the lethal disease of religious fanaticism, barbaric acts and belief in
false notionsand faith. It isdifficult to live where men fear and gods prefer to stay
away as depravity, mendacity and fabrication govern, and belief in virtues is
absent.

He is perceptive, down to earth and loves to portray actuality with candid
atrociousness and legitimacy at the risk of inviting bile of many, who love to toe
majority-lineto escape uneasy living. Faith in culture and Indian heritage appear to
infuse thoughts and feelings with strength of expression and ingenuous portrayal
of what man observes around because it tends perception of solidity even if heis
salf-doubting of what he says. Therefore, certain annotations exasperateintellectuals
at times, when they speak of politics and politicians — a very unsteady and
unpredictable field where truth is often the martyr but he holds on to the thought
blueprint, he espouses.

Lyricsinvariably try to touch existing life and its predicament even asaman
tries to surmount apparent distortions and inadequacies that many atime fall prey
to overstatements and symbolic eulogies of truth and reality, which he failsto find
around, many lyrics indicate. He thinks Delhi holds panacea for many ailments
people suffer from. He makes a plea that it should infuse spiritual strength and
ethical spirit so that it cures putrid disquiet besieging men and society. Such hopes
and soaring aspirations may give power to the poet but these weaken authenticity
and if poets fall victims, it is quite natural. Possibly, he thinks that the city is the
centre of Indid's cultural heritage and Vedic wisdom and knowledge and then,
interestingly, he does not forget to remind of “dog culture’.

Nothing escapes penetrating eyes one infers from what he tells in many
lyrics. Life in totality is the subject where culture, heritage, traditions, politics,
democracy, secularism, communal problems, religion, fanaticism, morality, love,
women, hunger, poverty, exploitation and host of other teasing issues become the
subject of his verses and what he says, has substance and provokes one to think as
to what has happened to the society.
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In between, he loves to talk eloquently about Mithila, a part of Darbhanga
district and impresses. Obvioudy, he feels that if man works assiduously towards
theattainment of ‘ Cosmic Balance' (116), it canbeapathto...”thefina deliverance
of Soul”. Therefore, itistimeto—

Unite together

Against the evil forces of nature
To beat a demonic mind

In a buffalo-body...

It will take man to the final destination and that is the hope he maintains
despite prowling doubts.

He is simple and direct; idiom and metaphors attract and even when he is
unforgiving in enlightening truth of life, his expression remains sophisticated. He
speaks of cultural grooming with polite style and distinction and that makes verses
meaningful, which is precisely his understated power.
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Review Article

Tinh Lang (Silence) by Mai Van Phan
Explicated by : Dr. Ramesh Chandra Mukhopadhaya

Neither a poet nor a novelist but a critic of eminence, an explicator of prudence,
Dr. Ramesh Chandra Mukhopadhyaya is embellished with the distinct quality of
dwelling in depth on creativeliterature, specially of Indo-English genre; quiteknown
for hisinsightful and unbiased critical assessment, he probes into a subject with an
inquisitive inclination and explicates the same, stage by stage, so that no veritable
point is missed. His academic oeuvre — triple M.A., M. Phil., Ph. D.; his close
contact with the common people by virtue of being a ‘soldier of underground
literature’ iswhat makes his analytical approach sound and realistic.

The book, containing forty-five poems, is titled Tinh Lang in Viethamese
language, which means Slencein English. Bornin 1955, Mai VVan Phan has penned
fifteen poetry books which have so far been translated into twenty four languages
all over the world. Recipient of several awards, he is an acclaimed Viethamese
poet.

It isindeed remarkable that the book has been trandated simultaneously into
English and French from the Vietnamese language. In English, it has been done by
Susan Blanshard. Born in Hampshire, England - now settled in Australia- Susanis
an ‘English trandator-poet for 8 award-winning bilingual poetry books'. Side by
side, French rendition of the poems, along with some pictorial illustration, has been
done by Dominique De Miscault, who is an artist and also afilmmaker.

On his part, as an explicator, Dr. Ramesh Chandra M ukhopadhyay makes his
standpoint clear on the question of veracity and viability of explication keeping the
thought or idea intact while depending upon the translated version of a poem. He
writes: “Hereit should be noted that there could be no final meaning of apoem. One
could write ameaning (M,) of a poem. The meaning could be further interpreted
(M,). M, could generate M.,. Thus, the meaning of the meaning of the meaning or
the explication of a poem could be explicated over and over again”.

Like music, poetry too has a universal appeal — though it might have been
written in a different language and transcreated into English. | use the term
‘transcreated’ only to mean that it is different from just literary trandation which
hardly gives vent to the idea and/or thought process behind the birth of a poem.
Admittedly, meaning of apoem may or can easily vary withitsinterpretationin more
ways than one but here, the interpretation brings us more close to Phan's
conceptualised world of poetry. Undoubtedly, his poems have theforceto stimulate
our subliminal self and Mr. Mukhopadhaya' s explication makes the poems' appesal
more forceful so that we can revive our conscious mind.
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Let us take some poems at random: Poem number 1. The poem begins with
thelines“| am aceramic vase opening its mouth / To the outside world / Inside me
a garden is incubating seedlings / Early sunlight soaking / Each plant root”. In
explication, it is pointed out that while “ a vase speaks of the womb and tomb”, it is
presumed that ‘a man thought he might contain in himself the infinite multiverse'.
The observation is correct as the ceramic vase is opening its mouth for exposure to
the outside world. Moreover, it is affirmed that “In the Buddhist context, the vase
stands for the spiritual abundance of Lord Buddha.” Equally correct is the
interpretation that inside the vase, to be more specific, the body, there ought to be
agarden different from aforest - and it is nothing but a conscious mind. And then,
thereisajump cut.

The concluding lines are: “On a riverbank / My feet touch the tide ebbing
beneath / Onarising tide / Fish and shrimpsjust let go / Without swimming / A boat
floats with no one paddling / | cannot sit for long / Water tapping on the sides of
thisboat / Birdscalling from high above / Someone knocks hard / On the side of the
vase” (236). The poet thinks that the ceramic vase is also aboat — water strikesit,
birds call from the sky and aknock isfelt on the side of the vase which means “the
shell of hisego and ignoranceis being hit hard by someone”; quite significantly, in
the discussion, we are reminded of Vietnam’s worship of the Sun, as evident from
the Dongson bronze drums, and also sunrays — reminding us of theAugust Heaven
of Vietnamese mythology.

The next poem (25) is, aslucidated, about “the extrasensory reality whichis
neither in the worldly life nor the not worldly”. Let us cast a glance at the poem:
“One by one/ A flower’s petalsfall / Fragrance/ Islight and pure/ | shut the door
tight / Not letting anyone in/ Nor slanting sunlight / Nor blowing wind / Where
Buddha has just appeared / Within the fleeting space / Between the receptacle and
the ground” (287). A flower as a reproductive organ of a plant stands for birth,
death, and rebirth cycle. In explication, it is stated: “ our multitudinous desires goad
us from one life to another, each life undergoing the pangs of birth and death”.
Countless petals of desire are shedding but the fragrance lingers. In this fleeting
space, we yearn for enlightenment, but it is neither in the receptacle nor on the
ground. Tojustify the point, it isclarified: “Lord SiddharthaBuddhaduring thevery
night of enlightenment revisited the countless life stories of his past in the flash of
avision. The only object of the bodhisattvas is to rid the sorrow mickle of the
masses weltering in the groans of life”. Thisis exactly what happens when inner
eye opens and the senses look inward to feel that “Buddha mind is everywhere”.

Mai Van Phan’s poems are not only interesting but also absorbing. The book
offers different shades of a collage with evocative imagery, view of Viethamese
landscape and the contingent world in versified manifestation of his thoughts and
emotions. It speaks alot of the literary trend and cultural flavour of Vietnam also.
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For instance, in poem number 30, when the poet writes. “A butterfly / Red and
lonely / Glides/ And flutters/ It lands on atree top/ No/ It is not lonely”. It is
elaborated in explication: “Red in Vietnamese culture means happiness, love, luck,
celebration etc”. Similarly, in poem 33, the poet writes: “| serveteato my father........
/ Holding the earthenware cup / my father’shand dry and rough / Inside my palms”.
The imagery of touch is touchy. It also points at “ancestor worship”; since,
preparing tea “is an inseparable part of Vietnamese culture. More to it, one could
read how poetry isforged in the metaphor of tea making. Thus, hereis apoem that
holds out a manifesto of poetry”.

Roland Barthes has focussed on two types of writings: readers friendly and
writersfriendly. Thefirst one offers materialsfor general readership, may also serve
the purpose of entertainment. But the second one, which needs careful study,
provides scopefor decoding and/or interpretation by the readers so that it is properly
understood. No doubt, Mukhopadyaya's interpretation opens up new avenues in
more ways than one to grasp what Mai Van Phan has meant to say in his own way.
The delineation of English rendition of Mai Van Phan's forty-five poems brings us
close to avignette of Vietnam through the portrayal of the tabula rasa of mind.

One more example will make it clear. Let us move on to a small but catchy
poem, number 41. “| sketch on paper / Thin pencil lines/ Downward strokes make
leaves/ upward ones are flowers.” The pencil lines indicate activities of the
phenomena world which is complete in itself with flowers and leaves. It is an
instance of meta-poetry which “hints at the truth of dependent origination, so the
flower helpsin the pollination whence afresh plant isborn. The mystery of lifeand
existence has seldom been decoded in asimpler way!” It is explicated; thus, we get
adifferent view of lifeand adelightful literary taste, which are purely of Viethamese
origin. In aword, the poetry of Mai Van Phan, as visuaised by proper explication,
enriches us with an insight into modern Vietnamese poetry which is sureto cast an
impact on our mindset for along time.

It is worth-mentioning, while exacting an Indian interpretation, Mr.
Mukhopadhyaya has taken liberty at times to use some anecdotes of Indian origin
along with inferences from Indian mythologies and the great Indian epic, the
Mahabharata, to exemplify some of the poems. For instance, while dwelling on the
lines. “A spider web is spun/ Between two ends of thunder” (Poem No. 12), he
refersto Vgjrayana or Tantra, and writes: “When the coiled energy travels through
the Sushumna nadi or the central channel ranging from perineum upwards and
touches certain chakras, there is light. The poet becomes electrified. ....... Itisthe
thunder that Moses decoded.” The comparison gives a classical touch to this
esoteric poem and, thus, opens dl the petals of Mai Van Phan's poetry spreading
the fragrance of unique explication.
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His explication makes each poem perfectly meaningful from different angles
as it explores and adds new dimensions to elucidation, which, | think, the poet
himsdlf had hardly thought of. Again, Dominique De Miscault, besidesrendering it
in French language, has illustrated some of the poems. When both, visual and
verbal, explications bring out theinnermost image of apoem, it goeswithout saying
that ‘ language manifest(s) intime' and ‘ painting manifest(s) in space’ aredominantly
present here. However, to conclude, | would liketo citeaFrench saying—atrandation
is like a lady, the more beautiful, the more unfaithful. It holds good as far as the
efforts of both, the trandator from the Viethamese language and the explicator, are
concerned in making the collection more beautiful but faithfully so.
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The Fire of Hunger

DC Chambial writesin his noteto the readers: “I have made an attempt to tandate/
transcreate Suman Shekhar’s poems over-brimming with fine poetic sensibility. |
don’t claim that | have been very successful, yet | have honestly tried my best” (6).
He further mentions in the Introduction: “Suman Shekhar is a very sensitive poet
and has been articulating her perceptions of her vicinity, her relations, and aboveall
her heartfelt sympathy for the down-trodden of the society who are helpless that
she has very carefully and keenly observed as is apparent in these poems’ (7). He
continues: Suman is “alive to Nature and its mindless exploitation besides human
relations and her quest for the emancipation. Her religiosity isalso well expressed.
Mysticismisvery closeto her heart” (8). After perusal, one could not but agree with
Chambid.

The book is a collection of seventy-four poems with exquisite themes
expressed succinctly and incisively. The poet and the transcreator both are naturals:
the work in hand makes the process of creation appear deceptively easy. From the
very first poemtill the last one, irrespective of the subject matter, a streak of inane,
raw emotions and naked truth run unbridled.

The subtle nuances that the poet capturesin poems such as ‘ Carpet’ (11) and
‘Maa, Ragsand Memories (13) are authentic and sincere—evoking awaft of earthy
fragrance that promises to linger eternally. The poet expresses her love for carpet,
thus: “Such a beautiful creation/ just to cover thefloor!!” (12). While her mention
of the “khinde’ in the latter poem triggers nostalgia of good old days when the
number of homemade quilts—"khinde” — determined the prestige of a family and
the homemaking skills of itswomen in aHimachali household. The emotions strike
a chord in the heart and fingers subconsciously turn pages to read and reread.

Escapismin certain poemsunravel sadeeper philosophy: ‘Let Me Go..." (19)
to aplace calmer and more beautiful than this one. The Utopian dream istempting:

Let me go

where there is no sorrow,

where trickles

matchless shanty.

Where there moves

vast sea of anand

let me dive

into the deeps

of my soul. (11.16-24)

Dr. Sulakshna Sharma, PhD in English literature, is presently lecturer in English.
E-mail: <smarthshelly2005@gmail.com>
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‘Let’'s Celebrate Raas' is another such poem—apparently romance and love
isway to escape from “al strifes of mind” (45).

Shekhar’s poems on women are both ethereal and genuine. Any Indian woman
in particular would relate to them. Consider the poem, ‘Not a Machine' (19). The
struggle of modern women for true emancipation is axiomatic:

| am not a machine

Such a thought is irrational

| am not your slave.

| do have desires,

| do have dreams

Whenever and wherever

1’1l notice you

Obstructing my marching ahead,
I"ll protest vehemently,

Won't bear it silently. (11.10-18)

Onapersonal levd, ‘Baby inaCreche’ (37) brought aflicker of tear inmy eyes
remembering my post-motherhood days:

Every morning the child is unwilling, sad irritated at trifles,
whimsical.

Sucks its thumb

wraps the corner of mother’s scarf
around its finger;

she pushes him lightly

or fondly separates

from herself,

hurriedly finishes her kitchen chores
like some machine working swiftly
no feelings, no love, no courage

no maternal affection.

she reaches office,

examines files

and in between

when she thinks of the child
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something obstructs her throat

and feels

lest she is straying away,

lest she is losing her being. (Il. 16-27; 56-63)

‘After SoMany Years...’ (74), ' Doubtful’ (95), ‘ Daring’ (91), ‘A Girl inaBus

(50), ‘ Tied by Seven Rounds' (62), ‘ ThereWon't beGirls...” (64-65), ‘ A Tribute' (66),
‘AMishap’ (76), ‘Boy-Girl’ (77), ' AYoung Girl’ (78),  Struggl€ (79), ' Every Evening’
(80), ‘Maa'sHome' (82), and ‘A Woman Bathing at aSpring’ (85) al areexquisiteand
impeccable in their own way. ‘In the Courtyard’ (84) brings out the ‘light gender
equality’ in ‘so-called’ modern age of educated working women:

A man in the courtyard

sipping tea

scans the newspaper

green grass in the lawn

warm morning sun

inside the house

whistles cooker

flour being kneaded in a paraat [a shallow large metal plate]
sink full of used utensils

teases

mother is busy

with the children’s

incomplete home-work
instructing them

while moving to and fro

within the walls

woman's fighting

at many fronts

waiting for break-fast

the man's dozing. (II. 1-18; 23-24)
Like a devout Hindu woman, the poet, Suman Shekhar, understands the

difference between formal religious worship and true spiritualism. She marvelsin
the mysteries of God and surrendersbeforeHim. In‘ItisYou' (22), the poet evokes:
“Omy God! / Itisyou/whoispresent/inal” (22). In‘OneName', shesays, “| write
/ neither any poem / nor any ditty / nor any Ghazal / | write His name / only ONE
Name!” (29).
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The poem, ‘A Discovery’ (21), deals with soul searching. Meditation and its
resultsisthe theme of poemssuch as‘ Shanti’ (24) and ‘ The Mind-Game' (25). The
poemsreiterate that controlling mind (thoughts) isessential for ameaningful life. In
the poem, ‘ The Sleep’ (28), the poem maintainsthat sleep isinterestingly one of the
ways to reach the divine. Other such poems are ‘Sharad Purnima (26), ‘Come
Please’ (30), ‘ Surrender’ (36). ‘What Did? (39), ‘Let YOU beGlorified’ (40), ‘Life
Cycl€ (44), ' God MadetheMan’ (18), ‘A Dream’ (54), ‘WhodoYouTry toFind...’
(61), ‘A Peaceful Naad' (73), ‘A Birthday Gift’ (75), ‘Word’ (89), ‘ Thought' (92),
‘Quiet Night' (94) and‘ Flew like Clouds' (97).

Loveiscelebratedin‘ TheWait’ wherealover, unableto bear separation from
her love, tells us: “Daily sitting on a moodha [a stool] / at my window/I wait for
you....The dry tree will bloom” (27). ‘A Love-Letter’ (51) and ‘At the Close of
School’ (96) bring out the innocence of sensitive hearts.

Nature in its many hues form the central idea of poems such as ‘ Sharad
Purnima (26), ‘ Tsunami’ (48-49), ‘ The Graveyard of Trees' (68), ‘ Peas' Field’ (83),
“Honeybees' (90) and‘ The Memory of Kashmir’ (100-102).

How time turns the tables on the unfortunate ones and maladies change life
is suggested in ‘Incurable Disease’ (81) and ‘Beggar’ (46-47). In the latter poem,
once a teacher and a poet ends up as a leper who now begs to keep his body and
soul together.

The virtues and follies of man become the subject matter of poems such as:
‘Closed Today’ (99), ‘Flats (93), ‘ Very Tricky’ (87), ‘ Chat about the Present’ (88),
‘The Difference’ (56-57), ‘A Query’ (58), ‘ Standpoint’ (20), and ‘A Pilgrimage’ (59).
The paralelism and symbolism drawn between aman and atreein ‘Man and Tree’
(23) and * Treesand Vines' (15) isfamiliar yet fresh:

Tree-roots sucked from the earth

And whatever its leaves manufactured

ate the vine and grew

at the expense of tree

and weakened the one

who supported it. (15)

Then there are poems of despondency and hope—In ‘Hope' one is seen
fighting the weather: “The cold this year / has broken records/ of the past / sixty-
and-one years’ but the silver lining here is that “there won’'t be any shortage / of
water insummer” (31). Thepoem, ‘ Helplessness' (33) brings out thewoes of helpless
parents in the face of their child'sillness.

‘The Road Sees’ (86) throwsthe spotlight on theroad, often taken for granted,
as a constant among variables. ‘ Insensitive’ (41) brings out the difference between
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the privileged and the deprived. Poemssuch as‘ The Farmers' (42-43), ‘My Friend’
(71), A Book Fair' (63), ‘Mystery’ (52-53) and‘ A Facade' (67) satire hypocrisy and
connote the need to restore faith in humanity. In the poem, ‘The Truth’ (69), poet
contempl ates:

In life too’

There are beautiful faces,

sweet words around us

but who knows

what have they

in their heart of hearts? (18-23)

‘Roti IsVery Essential’ (102-103) isthelast poeminthiscollection and forms
the title of the book:

When hunger

flames in stomach

my friend

| tell the truth

al principles burn to ashes. (1-5)

It is undeniably true that the fire of hunger devours al hollow values and
leaves behind ashes that the civilized wind carries on its back. However, | fedl the
title of the book, ‘Roti: The Prime Need (Bahut Zaroori Hai Roti)’, does not do
justice to the whole bouquet of poems. Furthermore, some thought should aso
have been put into improving the look of the cover page which for now depicts a
penury picture of Indian existence—though being a candid reality, which might go

well for a newspaper clipping or a political magazine—does not compliment the
book in hand that well.

Allinall, | adorethisbook. The simplicity of emotionsand the corresponding
notions depicted in the poems are so charismatic that when | read afew poemsfrom
it (something which | could not stop myself from doing) to my colleagues (who are
not associated with English literature in any way) they instantly fell in love with
them. So | safely infer that thisbook isfor everyone. Buy it and you would not at al
regret your decision, take my word for it. My best wishes to the poet, Suman
Shekhar, and thetranscreator, D. C. Chambia ,—keep creating magic and stay blessed!
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—a point of view
On the Art of Poetry

Poetry carries restrained praise, abit of irony and satire, and reluctance of many to
share or not to shareitsjoy and here, just ignore smiles and applause. Poems can be
straight, complex, and at times, obscure but genuinely try to portray lifein multitude
of activities of thoughts, emotions and instinctive reactions to persons, relations,
incidents and social scenario.

Onewritesor scribblesalyric with intensity of intellectual power and emotional
reach, is difficult to believe. | understand it as random jotting or, perhaps, faintly
arbitrary it is. An adolescent passion it is to connect with the soil and heart or to
stay away in fantasy incomprehensible. Today, poets seem to be in ahurry in many
cases and so feel convenient in free verse and defy rhythmical rules. | do not think
a poem in free verse is precisely a poem, as obvioudly it is neither rhythmic nor
metrical to be true but if the sounds of the words appeal and innate music strikes
earsitisalyricmelodic. However, itisspirit of age; amanliveswiththat is, probably,
alittle patchy and a bit muddled sans discipline.

If itisabout the age, we carefor, the poetry or text of it takesbirth at thispoint,
and one ascertains linkages with the language, throng of words and meanings.
Efforts to sit beside truth in recapturing experiences and little indistinct thoughts
words construct, begin. Unease is innate as one tries to travel unsure distance
between experiences, thoughts formless, phrase and the final shape words take.

That way | justify what | write. Some verses are serious. A few are light and
incongruous but are incisive reflections on man and society. If ‘the self’ stays out,
well, it is good to see around what takes place, what exists and what appears to
pester the ‘theinside’ and ‘the outside’ of you as body and heart or whatever exists
inside. | think poetry is private with an intrinsic desire to participate in societa
anxieties and actionswhere personal reactions and sentimentsintercede. Something
vague springs up, takes shape and, thus, a few words you call rhythmic appear
what one callsimage of feelings, alittle flowing stream of words— perhaps poetic it
is. Thus, passion and its upsurge, call it poetry and it continues; it is only an
obsession and, thereafter, a thought to put it out arises.

Poetry as one of the forceful segments of literaturelooksat lifein entirety but

is not absolute. It takes upon the responsibility of cultivating and spreading values
—ethical and materialisticmelodically, | fed, at times, but it raises questions, | do not

PCK Prem: former academician, civil servant and retired as member Himachal Pradesh Public
Service commission is an author of about sixty books is a poet, novelist, short story writer,
translator and a critic in English and Hindi. Lives at Ghuggar, Palampur, Himachal Pradesh.
E-Mail: <pckprem.katoch@gmail.com>
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wish to answer for obvious reason. It is inessential that a poet stays as a guru, a
preceptor, andif itis, hetellslies. Fierce scrutiny of mora principlescauseshumiliation
one does not want. An optical illusion like situation in a desert arises inside where
one finds water but is lost in sand dunes but as a guru one must stand up to attest
truth so that inner passionate gush gets shape in words. Let the critic start work
from here and find actual source of poetic outbursts —alittle bizarre, abstruse and
still distinct.

As poetic venture moves ahead, it looks messed up as emotions engulf
experiences even while distortions arise. It looks odd; for, art, as ateacher, appears
disgusting at times, and here, analytical faculties of intellect of vast scholarly field
work to protect itsregion and it is not hecessary that you as a poet adhere to what
probity wants. Poetry iswhat hops and soars sans destination like the first cry of a
child in acradle but visualizes afinal structure of creative music in words.

Art functions as a purgatory, a conduit that brings about limpidness,
wholesomeness, and inviolability even without giving a hint. It is natural and
unintended but definitely, it expresses inherent wish to pen down experiences and
thoughts even when you, as a poet or an author do not know what precisely you
want to convey. If it isthe frame of mental region, you want to be true to what you
think of man and society it hasplausiblerationdity. Art of continuing real connotation
with a strong epithet has definite sources with some elimination. It is precisely a
method to get rid of inessentials in what you find awkward and out of context
during review or as you refresh or alter word construction.

Notes are good to bring back what you thought once. To give language to
emotions and experiences causes tremendous anxiety and uncertainty since
articulation of the indefinable shadows vaguely hidesthereal meaning. Therefore,
anonymity isbound to emerge but poetry hasitsregionsof exclusivity and isolation
where, many atime, it does not allow any access to an ordinary poetry lover and it
is now for the critic to do the rest.

Young age is unconscious of the truth and reality it depicts. It loves to walk
into regions new in the hope that it is good to obliterate what exists. Therefore, it
reinstates what challenges sensibilities with diffused relation to purported reality.

First, you sit in the right and now, you turn left to locate its bearing on the
background. To gain knowledge of truth appears good, but it is stressful. |
understand even immature mind raises questions of metaphysical nature he does
not know. Later, academiciansindulgein the pleasure of imparting it varied meanings
touching borders of esoteric interpretations where these meanings do not exist.
Here, it turns out phony construal of intellectual prowess or scholarly thrust of not
only alyricist but also the critic. At times, it may be amazing and relevant but many
atime, just for the enjoyment of demonstration of one’s knowledge, that looks
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mostly meta-psychic related, it hints at absent spiritual quests.

Another aspect that requires elucidation is poet’'s predilection for love of
man, society, and humanity, | fedl. It infuses spirit of humanism, secularism, and
universality, where he functions assiduously toward a future of universal
consciousness and unity of minds even as impossibility of realization is
understandable and instantly decipherable. However, to tone down such fixation is
good for poetry.

Basic nature of human beings never changes; so, the poets normally adhere
to the social, cultural, and religious regions of upbringing they inherit through
parents, books or scriptural texts. | am not an exception even when | try to create a
different space for ‘the self’; ‘the self’ | often try to explore but, sadly enough, fail
to arrive at the correct understanding of what it is. However, vagueness and
ambiguity stare and it is the poetic mess that persuades to indulge in pleasure of
binding fragile structure of words—one, two, or three, called lyrical lines, that give
compound meanings. Is it chaotic spirit of the age, where man is in a hurry, |
wonder?

At avery later stage, if humanistic thoughts percolate down the psyche, they
imbibe invasive thought patterns of wellbeing of everyone irrespective of doctrine,
colour or grouping, or region; it is not new but an ancient thought that finds
expression in al religions and so in poetry.

A creativeartist of any genrecarriescharacter of age but hedoes not experience
the awesome internal or external burden. Perhaps, feelings of autonomy and innate
yearnings of aman nay acreative artist stay independent so that areformist in him
functions freely sans restraints on wayward feelings. At that time, liberal approach
and its assertion take deep roots within. A cause of immense anxiety and further
inquisitionitis.

To understand social regions depends upon the quality and degree of
knowledge and cultural understanding of a poet’s backdrop and comprehension of
contemporary times. Subjectivity overwhel ms despite extraneousfactorsthat engage
poet’s empathy for the age with the vibrant help of experience, awareness and
quality of life acreative artist lives. He expects better life or hopesthat peoplelive
arich and happy life. At this point, an ideal perception of poet is noticeable. It
involves challenges and assertion of positive attitude with understanding of
environment -good or bad and here, any creative man goes beyond the borders of
privacy and thinks of universal situation of life and wears mantle of an ethical man
many a time and so, appears good and also disgusting. To teach mordlity is not
good and it is not always welcome but it is an enjoyable poetic endeavour and a
tool for entertaining ‘the salf’ with value-system that one hardly adores.

| believe feelings of love and love for nature are elementary basicsfor human
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aspirations. As poetic sensibility and intensity of experienceengulf, cultural proclivity
gets strength and it encourages a poet to delve deep into areas of history, religion
and myths of humanity in diverse regions that stimulate passion and craze to
fathom even unvisited local es—that can be philosophical, spiritua and metaphysical.

At thisstage, man’senergy to know more about man, society anditsevolution
function as germane curiosity infuses systematic doze of moral principles. It is not
easily discernible but carries the temper of times with reflexive vehemence and
enthusiasm.

Duringitsearly years, Indian English poetry had its vibrant and dormant spot
and here, one can measure the growth with apparent stops, jerks and repositions
and now, poets' near aptness in depiction, causes some satisfaction.

It istime of uncertainty in nearly every wing of social spectrum but study of
age displays poets waorries, an essential perspective it is, and it is, no doubt,
triumph of poetsto open up heartsin hard times. If flaws surface, it isnatural but the
learning appears genuine, for at times, poets work without any frame to depend
upon.

If apoet iscynical or wittily ironic, it gives hint of discontent in social setup
and reveal s awakened consciousness even if the narrative appears not very correct,
| not only realized this crystallization but also experienced deeply. If aversifierisa
victim to reformatory social and cultural life, it deflates beauty of alyric. To appear
as areformer or social scientist in poetry may also exhibit disquiet at the fall of
values and necessarily it makes an unlikable indentation in poetic charm and so, it
is not true poetry. It is ‘chalta hai’ type of verse.

To create alyric out of inner earth ‘the self’ and define limits of experiences
ugly or striking is authentic, for here the architect or artist of verse draws out stuff
from within and speaks out what it contains. If he shares what is within, he makes
hesitant efforts to become part of men walking outside the social continuum.
However, even with disavowal, social set up restricts a creative artist to speak up
what he wishesto say. It is not good for poetry, and one is reluctant to call it a
tragedy.

Poetry is born as one looks outside on birth and gains impetus as one grows,
one may realize or not. | remember days | spent in securing degrees and heard
words of principles and morality, of truth and integrity from elders and teachers. It
exercised immenseinfluenceand | loved good thingslike anyone elsebut as| grew,
| was apathetic when | observed them in social system. Isit possible to save soul,
the inner man? It is big problem. It is good to speak of nature and its beauty, of
values and principles but to live purely on them raises questions, notwithstanding
what the written word says. Can poetry in such environment, maintain purity of
thought and expression? It isfor the versifier to find a solution. Expediency tellsto
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create a distance and live at equidistant. It is a suggestion and every artist has to
find hisown truth, | fedl.

To write hasitslimitations and poetic frenzy isalittle different. You just pick
up a pen and begin to scribble lines and as the words come to mind, they form a
specific pattern —lear and at times, alittle obscure. Experience down deep the heart
confronts strains and tensions, for to trandate it into structure of a sentence of a
few words that appear to flow naturaly, isthe real problem.

Rhythm or music related to sound softens coarseness words give and here,
at times, one tries to find, poetic phrases. However, cadenced or metrical poetic
lines for many are not so easy. It requires immense efforts, mental discipline to
create music and melody through lexis, an artist realizes, and so it happens with
most of the poets when they understand that sensitive expression in blank verse
workswell. Rhythm and melody requireinternal poiseand equilibrium having source
outside | realize and so natural conflict causes barriers in creative process.

If apoet puts stress to bring form to a verse and makes expression pleasant-
sounding, tuneful or cadenced, it is extra struggle with the thought and message he
wishesto convey | feel but it hampersinstant surge of thoughts even if it is modest.

If thoughts and feelings try to touch psychological borders, these give birth
tointerpretation that carries multiple meanings. To know strength of poetry through
mental exercisegivesuniquepleasurel understand and it isanguish and joy together.
One realizes at this moment that realistic comprehension is essential even if inner
complexities obstruct.

To me internal maze of thoughts and emotions needs isolation, a kind of
insulation from each other to grant it authenticity. It is difficult to find out what
actually istrue, for emotional and experiential makeup hasathinlineof differentiation
and therefore, the indistinctness lingers on until a poet triesto arrest it in possibly
effective language. In many verses, it works as a restraint. Talking of thought, at
times, oneis appalled as taste of black blood travels painfully along the Ganges.

Here, in such constructions one fails to convey what precisely one wishes
but still the breakup of lines puzzles and reflects some veiled caution.

Onewondersif apoet wantsto underlineintrinsic incongruitiesor irritations.
It hints at a sanctifying process, perhaps as elusiveness assails. Poems a so compel
oneto make achoice between what isobviously existing dilemmaand old impulsive
urge —good or bad.

A poet’s tendency to be ethical and realistic often creates genuine problems
where it is unimportant, and therefore, hanging around gives adeguate stress. One
cannot say what poetsreally feel when they suffer from irresol ution and uncertainty
of language they put to use, for the ultimate expression conveys a labyrinth of
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experiencewith afew flaws. Eventhen, it sustains poetic strength and offersmoments
of pleasure to an insightful poetry enthusiast, | believe.

A creative work apparently looks ssimple and spontaneous but it requires
truth of feelings and thoughts. A poet, a creative artist builds up a certain artistic
structureand if he maneuversinner multiplexes, itisnot agenuineart. It isexpression
of thoughts and emotions with a sense of solemnity and integrity and here the
choiceiswith the artist. If he arranges the choices aptly, it is good but not the best,
for truth is an exclusive and instantaneous entity sans digjointed construal, which
appears an easy proposition but carries burden of uneasy option with regard to
factual understanding.

To take up truth as a subject in lyrics carries limitations because a poet even
dilutes the legitimacy and intensity of accepted experiences with the language he
uses and the semblance of rhythm he wishes to generate. That is a grave error a
poet realizes when he indulges in elegiac joy.

A creative artist deliberates cautiously and discerns a pattern in what he
writes| believe. Lyrics, at surfaceevenirritate, inveigle and confound, for hetriesto
go to the backdrop of formal birth of lyrics and then, understands the hidden
meaning and its real face outside.

Very few verses, in this context, | know, | penned down during the last two
decades, are not persona in nature it looks. It was neither intended nor deliberate,
| understood later. | am still unableto make out. Probably, it was an attempt to hide
what | felt for fear of personal infirmities of understanding relations, society and
environment | recognized much later. Subjective scrutiny often obstructed correct
rationalization. Maybe effortswere not working! However, it was afal se perception
| knew because at that time, socia anxieties born of prejudices and typical cultural
abstractions appeared irresistible.

To see the ugly and the unpleasant and make efforts to change it into beauty is
a huge crisis. It requires a very strong heart to nurse hopes even while darkness
rampant haunts future. To say good words, to smile and to see only light and radiance
even in darkness and innate strain, and intolerance and impatience outside, isa good
qudity but it is aso running away from redlities and definiteness and that makes a
man nincompoop, and perhaps turns him out of shape, and dreary heis| believe.

In creative art, it is good to speak of hopes but to ignore truth and realism
often speak of ominous or murky side of life or does not appear pleasant, and at |ast,
it drives man to imperfect knowledge of life and compelshim to live in camouflage
andillusion. It kills unprejudiced evaluation and thus, imperfections surface to blur
correct appreciation. If a creative artist tries to avoid the downside, he is close to
truth and makes art somewhat good if not the best.
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Lake Poems
At Lake Yalleena, heading towards Tasmania’s east coast

You drift against ghost gum calligraphy
Borne on silence, the twilight
Hour that lasts all day
coming in ancient morning
Standing alone without reflection
Some measure of eternity
Sculpts stillness out of sun
And drifts like bluest smoke
across placid, passive water
Into the texture of the trees

Out of silvered quiet
morning rises, breaking
ice-edged surfaces
into exact pieces,
Caught before melting...

Comes the canvas of the endless day
Cast between aframe of trees
Painted with the joy
of forgetting time,
the sky shifting, darkening
reflected in patchwork mirror,
braced in breeze and the whisper
of the long silent country
Before gunshot and gentry

Claimed the kingdom of thevisible
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But now

Serrated duck wings percuss the water
Making the only violence
Scattering the perfect surface into
Fragments of history, which drift towards
a distant edge,
never to meet

* k k

At Sorys Creek

Except for the ghosts of houses,
an abandoned town
has no memory:

this is where footprints
of man and building
dissolve into gathering ground.

An absent river, blighted
within banks of rust
carries poison-weighted water

away from the rain off the distant bluff.

Rainismerciful here: it is not weeping
for open wounds, lost
fortunes, or faded lives:
the pillagers are gone, having reaped
what they could, leaving
nothing to sow, or be sown.

And so the rain bleeds gently
into a wounded earth
through piled waste

And taints itself.

Below the scars and wounds and waste,
bad water in a blighted river
watches the only sky.

1 An abandoned tin-mining settlement, north-eastern Tasmania

* * *
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A Summer Night's Dream

Itismidnight.
The full moon has been resting
for quiteawhile
on the sunflowers.

We are standing, hand in hand,
without saying a word
and dreaming —
each for onesdlf.

For the great decisions of life,
it seems, must be taken
in darkness
and alone,

without the vain,
confusing phantasmagoria
of images and colours.
Even the moon is a distraction then.

SO EASY

Blood-red
the clouds are suspended
from the evening sky,
almost everyday
at least for afew minutes.

And yet you are
like astranger to yourself,
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expressing distance instead of affection,
scepticism instead of friendliness,
emptiness instead of fulfilment.

After the palms and the pines,
orange trees are crowding your path.
And passing by,
you surreptitiously pluck afruit.
Perhaps a beginning.

ESTA BEM*

If you run towards them,

the seagulls fly away
likedreams,

for they
hardly lack
the lightness of being.

Yet one of the stars
in the early evening sky
is sparkling with particular brightness.

You fed asif it were watching over you.
But perhaps this where
your loveis at home now.

* The Portuguese expression “estd bem” signifies“ok”, literally: “it is good”.
PIXELS

Theworld is not exactly
as one person
or another might seeit.
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It is a photograph
made up of billions of pixels,

aseemingly orderly
and yet chaotic mosaic
of manifold shimmering divers,
ground smooth over decades
or preserving their sharp edges.
For along time now, not every
spring bubbling forth merrily
from athicket has been holy,
and not everyone drinking from it
will forget the language of violence.

To be precise,
it is not only the weather-vane
on the moss-covered roof
that is turning
with thewind.

Only the greatest portion of happiness
is always suspended,
like aspider’'sweb,
fromjust afew easily
broken threads.

HAIKU

At the crack of dawn:
A bird sings,
and the heart dances

* k *
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E Mail: <Robert.Best23@protonmail.com>

Falling More Slowly

It wasrelief she' dfelt, stepping off theledge,
Fourteen floorsabovethe street.
Yearslivingin misery; hoursstanding on the edge,
And now, choosing to dieat strangers' feet.

In her mind, where she’ d rehearsed thismany times,
She' d seen herself holding asky-diver position,
Even adjusting dightly to change her lines
Toavoidkilling someinnocent other, inacollision.

Instead, shefound hersalf tumbling, spinning, her long skirt—
Theyellow one her sister gave her two birthdays back —
Binding her legsasone, as she prayed thiswouldn’t hurt,

Atleast, not for long. Not after thefirst crack.

Then asudden up-rush of warmair stopped her dizzy spin;
Armsopen, skirt now billowing, shefelt almost holy.
Asthethermal took her anger, her sadness, her sin,

Sheredlised, with asmile, shewasfaling moresowly.

* %k Kk

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 119



Poems

She Followed Him Home The Shamanic Poet
Shefollowed him home Every word is steeped in mystery.
Through the gathering dusk. Every line emergesfrom the crack
In away, shefelt sorry for him. Between the Worlds.
He had no idea what was coming. Every stanza bears the blessings of Spirit,
No ideawhat karmaeven lookslike And every verse is layered in meaning.
When your eyes and mouth
Arefull of dirt. Comecloser, for thereismoreto tell!
Even as she walked The ink shapeshifts onto the page,
The empty streets, From the confines of cartridge
Keeping him close enough to see To carve wisdom onto the
And far enough so as not to aert him, bark of theworld,
She already knew his house. Conjuring memoriesfrom the paper
Really knew it. Of the forest, of which once it was a part,
Neighbours. Number of windows. And from which it has never truly left.
Alarm system. Lights. Dogs.
Never let it be said she was sloppy. The Poet writesfrom Dream,
from Innocence;
| want justice, she thought. Not merely a passive channel,
| want him on his knees. But as a mischievous herald,
| want him fighting for air A passionate creator,
Like a deep-space astronaut A bridge between the Worlds,
With acrack in his helmet. Seeking a higher Truth.
This was her Waterloo. * % K

Tonight, she was Wellington.
Tonight, she would crush this
Jumped-up little Napoleon.

And tomorrow?

Tomorrow, she'd go after the others.

* k *
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Ruth Wildes Schuler

94, Shanta Maria Drive, Novato, CA 94947-3737 (USA);
Email: <salemruthwildes@comcast.net>

To a Departed Philosopher

Hovering on that precipice
mirrored in mists,
you leave us, Sartre,
your message being —
the tree and me
are one and the same.

In al seriousness,
you proclaimed that
the world is created anew
each day. That's the kind
of athing one expects
an existentialist to say.

And one winter day standing
in a Paris snow, you would have
us know that man has
no nature, only a history
that can be cast off.

It sounds so simple, Jean Paull,
but questions bounce off cliffs
becoming hieroglyphics of bones.
How does one twist passion and pain
from the past into phantoms?
Your philosophy —A gift
from
the gods.

If only we could find the mountain
where they live.

* * *
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Midnight Vision

Through my window,
themoon castsdown
steams of evanesce,
illumingtingthenight.

A wolf howlshisadmiration
intotheempty slence,
and the poetsaround
theworld writetheir poems,
asthefull slver circle
changestojust adiver,
anomadic wanderer anong
themany star-lit suns.

It pullsthetides, and sometime crashes
Mountainouswavesto stab
Therock-filled shores.
Yet asthemoon moves
uponitsrepetitivejourney,
itdwaysmantains
the secret of itsdark-side.
That mystery stirsthispoet’s
imagination to onceagain pen
another wistful poemtonight.

Geographical Wandering

| first wandered
theriverbanksof India
withKipling'sKim,
awed by the holy men
withtheir begging bowls,
thebustling market places,
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andthefragrant flowers
blooming benesth
afull moon.
With passing years,
more booksand movies
showed mehorned white-bulls
wandering freely in crowded streets,
thefields, ponds, and mountain passes,
the e ephants, tigers, snakesand peacocks
and Indian boysdeeping
onther water buffalos.
Inmy mind'seye,
| could seetherickshawsmoving
liketheripplesof the Ganges.
Character iscarved
inthefacesof themultitudes
of thisnation.

They areeterna
likethemonsoonrains
showering lifegivingwaters
onthisland of ancient
mysticism and wisdom,
andhighintheHimaayas,
the Yeti crieswith hisvoiceof freedom,
and | would wishthisfor all the people—
Freedom and peace,
for Rudyard Kipling and | both know
that Indiahasawaysbeen
morethan aword.

* * *
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Suparna Ghosh

Canadian poet of Indian Origin. Email: < suparna@rogers.com>

DOTS AND CROSSES

I mages and Incantations
INTRODUCTION

MANU: Manumeans“man” in Sanskrit, which representsone of the ol dest branches
of thefamily of languagesknown as|ndo-European, extending from Indiato Western
Europe (and, with European expansion, to the New World). Restricted use in the
sense“adult male”’ only began to occur in late Old English, around 1000 A.D.

- websites of South Asian Sudies at the
University of Pennsylvania and Wikipedia

f.MANAVI: Manu'swife. - Cologne Digital Sanskrit Lexicon

TARA: In Sanskrit, the name Tara means Star, but she was also caled She, Who
Brings Forth Life, The Great Compassionate Mother, and The Embodiment of
Wisdom, and the Great Protectress....

Goddess Tara is probably the oldest goddess who is still worshipped extensively
in modern times. Tara originated as a Hindu goddess, the Mother Creator,
representing the eternal life force that fuelsal life.

- website of Goddess Gift

TAPAS: Tapas (tpas) in Sanskrit means*“heat”.

In the yogic tradition, tapas may be trandlated as “ essential energy”, referring to a
focused effort leading towards bodily purification and spiritual enlightenment.
Personified, Tapas appears as the father of Manyu in the Rigveda.

- website of Wikipedia
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So may | deduce that relationships are universal?
Relationships where lust is a must?

Variationsin these are cultural and
Climatic.
Hot.
Cald.
Temperate.

Or, moregraphically,
More accurately,
Ingrown
Liketoenails
Because the shoes are tapered and tight
Or the feet are bound
Until beautiful and broken
In the shape of a golden lotus.

Or, crushing,
Likeacorset
Until thewaist fits
In the palms
Of asuitor
Who whisks her away
Into a brazen sunset.

Or productive,

In the shape of sons
Of bronze and brawn
And daughters
Liquifiedlikelava

Manu, for man in Sanskrit.
Commands one page in description in the Cologne Digital Sanskrit Lexicon.

And manavi?
Oneline: Wife of manu.

Hence....

(Tobecontinued in Jan 2021)

Note: For the curious, snippets from amusical CD based on Dots and Crosses,
can be heard on the poet’s website: suparnaghosh.com
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Varsha Vijay

Lives in Sweden. Email: <varshavijay22@gmail.com>

Corona’s daily dose

A colleegueZooms,
Skypesand Slacks

news after news-
gueuesof conjectures,
Hypesdataand hacks
my peace, stacking views.
| was happy indoors.

Now, hot flashesand hues
Freaky headachein bouts
A sudden runny nose

| puff and senseamicrobe,
inCoronablues!

The Virus

Stretcher diding down!
Theapartment next door
sees her existence of f
from adistance, mourns.
Nofunera gown

or hugsforevermore
She'sousted, whereof
nothing surrounds

People had | eft

and the chapel too
had goneto rest

long before sheknew
her last breath

| sedl my quivering mouth
Fear my disposition

from aneighbouring house.
A lumprisesin

quickly fals, dumbed,
fdlingmy diadem!

Sweaty, shakenin chills,

| mask and mum
“lamnotavictim!”
inpanic mode.

Corona Thecongte lation
of greater fears...
enroutel

* k k
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Demure

Tuckedinto her palms.
her Face and her Oracle
intruce between qualms

A Haiku

Mourning doves
sngon
templedomes

The Willow

[A micro poem]

Standingforthinarmors, willed
unyieldingtogreedor guilt,
| aman agony grown afresh
ineveryfal orrise,
whenfairly dedt!

A tanka & a Gogyoshi 5-7-5-7-7: A decoy

Likeatender twig
ondizzying padmtreetop
freezingincoldarms
| seemy cotyledons
fdlingfor hismonsoonwinds!

* k *
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Aju Mukhopadhyay

Poet, Author and Critic. Contact: 8, Cheir Lodi Street, Pondicherry-605001,
Email: <ajum24@gmail.com>; 91+9750533168

Bilingual author of 36 books, Aju Mukhopadhyay, is an award winning poet, author and critic.
Published as a world poet, he contributes different genres of literature to various journals.
Among other poems, he has contributed Japanese short verses like haiku, haibun, tanka, senryu
and of a mixed genre, Ekfrastic, to large numbers of international journals and websites. Some
of his haiku are set to music. Of the ten books of poems two are of Japanese short verses. Short
Verse Vast Universe and Short Verse Delight. Besides short stories, he has authored a novel and
the second is in process .His works have been widely anthologized and translated in various
languages. Besides others, he has recently been awarded, Best Author: Laureate award.

Termites Teach

They live in darkness, the white tiny creatures
With different capacities different features;
Each group is assigned specialized jobs as they are capable of;
Workers with limited vision are accurate feeders
They build and maintain community habitats
Soldierswith limited vision but strong mandible
Are fed; they defend, fight and protect
Queen too is unable to feed herself
But great that she lays daily thousands of eggs
Secondary reproductives are substitutes of the Queen
Queen'sformal husband is the titular king.

Wasps and bees too have the same complex caste system,
With different capacities by birth different jobs they are assigned
Rational insects live in harmony with Nature.

The earth otherwise would have been flooded by termites
With enormous numbers they would have destroyed our civilization
Insidioudly entering into our lives
Bu the Queen with her pheromone controls her family population
keeps the numbers in check;

By need based use of pheromone she manages perfect birth control.
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With or without sex, she decides her descendants' role.
Mainly on wood but on grass, dung, horn, and hoof termites feed
They live on fungus garden too created out of their excreta
They digest by salivary enzyme, symbiatic fungi, protozoa and bacteria

Their decomposed feces produce lignin, a rare nitrogenous food for them.

Detritivore, they clean the forest floor, refresh and enrich the soil

Intricate are the ways of making their mounds for shelter built well

“Engineers of the Ecosystem” build their home
Controls the humidity and temperature;

Porous with sufficient ventilation, termitarium isthe model of our sanatorium.
Man has through biomimicry imitated their superb architecture;
Varahamihira, ancient Indian savant, mathematician astronomer

Mentioned that the presence of mounds indicate the water and mineral source.
Silently they live fulfilling their rolesin life as assigned by Nature
Conserving and fertilizing the earth
Peacefully they thrive, architect and conservator.

Poor silent workers do not know human values and propriety
Not knowing why something is valuable and not the other
They solve the problem by eating them up atogether.
Termites live out of sight but those who know eat them aright
Animals like pangolin know not anything else to eat but termite.
Cunning man has dug up such simple creatures’ home and hearth
Found out how diligent, disciplined, sincere they are on earth
Toimitate, control or kill them when required.

Nothing for man is unethical, nothing absurd
Tiny insects are very insignificant to man
Man on earth is the supreme being
But his wishes to defeat and deny Nature may bring his ruin.
Even atiny insect teaches him with Nature to properly behave
So as to help him hisface to save.

* k *
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Dr. Alexander Raju

dr.alexanderraju@gmail.com

Life to be Regained

Sending thousands to the Creator,
The senseless terminator
Has launched his adamant mission,
Despite victims' faith or vision.

He walked invisible among crowds,
His steps unheard in confusion,
His preys fell down soon under shrouds
Like maple leaves in Fall season.

The whole nations declared L ockdown,
Stopped al transport, and closed the town,
No shops, no banks, no factories,
The busy world's in a standstill.

It's aworld of death and silence,
Reigned with a feel of indolence,
A sense of endless vacuity
Overwhelmed their activity.

All islogt; dl is changed by death,
Only the skeletons are |€ft;
Shall these bones be covered by flesh
To see a heaven and earth afresh?

* k k
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Email: bairagikvsl234@gmail.com; Mob.:- 80821 65273; 94255 90557

Know Not |

How many nights dleep-deprived
Passed away

Know not | —

Why | wept bitterly

At no man’'s support,

My honesty crystal clear

When got ravished at the dishonest’s win;

Why and when |

Subdued my self

Facing tribulations

Knowing full well

He can take life who has given it;

When | picked up bad habits-
Pouring milk on stones
Strangely human shaped

For aray of blessings

Though | know stones do not drink.

Know not | when conscious will
Turned dormant,

Allowed wrong things -

| did not resist

Why.

Now in the evening

When | look back

| am conscious

| fedl -

Oh! Know not |

Why | did not -

At my earlier pleasure days

Resist my self

To march on mistakes!

Oh dear! Know thyself and move on -
Ignorance has no excuse!

| Learnt to Live

| walked on woe's bosom
To search asmile
Onlipsaround -
Nowheredid | get;

| swamintear’s ocean
To taste the sweset glee
In gay’s heart -

No wheredid | seg;

| waded in the marsh of doubt
Knee deep to view the heart crystal
In the chest of happiest guy -
Nonedid | find except betrayal;

| heard from the heavens

That the divine descends

Into thy sense-

Waiting for that | slept,

No sense did come but everything left.

Travelling through rocked path

| learnt -

To be beautiful see beauty in the ugly;

To see happiness

Start with glee in thyself;

To enjoy divine's descend

Look up, rise up,

With divine sense in thy heart, in thy self.
* Kk Kk
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Binod Mishra teaches English at I1IT Roorkee, Uttarakhand. E-mail:
mishra.binod@gmail.com

SANITIZER

Distances that kept you tied to me
With yearning every moment
for an embrace, a closure of arms, lied
all these yearsfor ameaningful event.

Closer you came, far moved the clouds
of togetherness - a distant dream
alurking fear, aninvisibleintruder
like ahidden albatross around our neck
reminding us of our clumsy limbs
looking for the real sanitizer.

An Unwelcome Guest

Anunwelcome guest is after all aguest
sending the host to a chaotic rest,
putting everyoneto an acid test.

An unwelcome guest brings unfound pleasures
not only of delicacies, but of
unimaginableleisure
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earmarked for a better tomorrow.
Andif hecomesempty handed
The host leaves nothing at rest

Sending children to rue their fate

Parents at their bidding speed
stall their diurnals, lest the guest
turninimical and spread the virus stealthily
through hislimbs and nose.

Such moments come once in adecade
allowing everything behind afagade
awarding the host, ahouse arrest
lending meaning to the murmurs of
theviolent play of Nature.

* Kk Kk
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God, a Poetic Image

The most refreshing source of positive energy
born from the womb of imagination,
God has ever been a mystery.
Some see the force as abstract,
for some it incarnates from time to time since ages.
My God not flesh and blood is a poetic image.
My God is a poetic image, the confluence
of contemplations, dreams and perceptions,
wherein all come, fed full, meet and merge.

My God is a poetic image, rather a whole poem in itself
with all its cosmic connotations, transcendental,
beyond the confines of a cage, the priestly hedge.

Everything visible and invisible,
my God is my day, my God is my night
and all that is envisioned
in the enlightening embers of twilight
from beginning to the end and al possible beginnings.
The entire cosmos is there in the eyes of my Lord,
everything we come across:
the crescent moon and the cross,
the calmness of the ocean in meditation,
the purgatoria fire, storm,
restlessness and pangs of the creative process,
Kaal Chakra and Karma,
the sense sublime of the compassionate mind
and all that we love to find where there is Raj Dharma.

This amazing poetic image,
The God of the woods and wonder,
in its unifying whole uplifts the soul,
the soul intensely passionate and humble,
and makes everything beautiful,
binding us together in its love and divine splendor.
* * *
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STRUGGLE

Mangled by life's disputes
Suffering knows no bound;
Trapped in fate’s snout
| till search away out.

Wounded with hundred attempts
Desire still tempts;
Failure grapples my term, | feel,
Bulletstearing my skill.

But hope ever persists,
Smile’snot off thelips,
With courage in heart and head
Leaving the comfort of bed

I march the way long
Mumbling victory’ssong.
Sweat and tear lead my way
Win isfar away,

Building the dream in shattered stones
I livein hopes, infinite mourns.
Eyes forget the deeps
| walk with grinonlips,

Nightmare become my end
Wait and suffering ever my friend,
To teach me patience
Work with persistence.
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At last smile blossoms on face
Life glowslike sun’srays
Happiness knows no bound,
Winner rocks the ground.

Lost Mankind

Man’slost humanity,
Suffering tranquility
See themselves
In acalous gown
Printed with anger and frown.

Like awandering soul
Lostin hypocrite'slall
Beauty and goodness
Lost their way,
Fal sehood and wickedness
Got their joy.

Life finds a path
In the hope of love and forward march;
Yet belief islost
With ego’shirth,
Ignorance and betrayal —
The children of wrath.

Searching the lost innocence
Goneisall my patience
In thisworld of foxes
Words full of hoaxes-
|s the common nature;
Ahl We are proud as God's creature!

* k k
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Painfully transient hide and seek

Our presenceisthe absence of death
Death’spresencaeisour absence.
Naturewillsthat
Onehasto exit if the other enters
But thetwo, against dl laws
Of the Divineand Nature, meet today
Asmanlivesalife-in-death existence.
Sanswitnessing morning and night,
Heisshroudedinthegrey eveningdl hislife
To befinally overtaken by desath,
Ending oncefor dl
Thepainful unwelcomechildishgame
Of hide and seek.

AWeird Quandary

Asdaylight wraps sub-consciousness
Night unwrapsand activatesit.
Maninternaizessocid norms
Andwraps|dand primitiveingtincts
Inhispsyche
That never die,
That keep on surging with uncontrollablegush

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 137



Poems

Struggling to rip open thefloodgates
To suppressed and disgruntled instinctsand impul ses.
Helivesin perennid discomfort
For hehasto beatypical product of society
Tailored perfectly tofitintoit,
But fitting into it with agony unexpressed.
Itisreally inconvenient to beasocia man,
Most painful and inconvenient to beunsocia too.
Though becomesgradually conditioned to discomfort
Andadsogartsasolovingit,
Moments of introspection on some peaceful day,
A redlization whether heisarea man
Dawnson himwith cruel agony.

Humanlifeisawaysinaquandary,
Marked by suffering,

Viewed psychologically, philosophicaly and psycho-dynamicaly.
That way, even non-existence becomes preferableto existence,
But, aslifestill remainsabeautiful temptress,

‘“To beor not to be' will continue
Toirk or piqgueman eternaly.

Should Man beTransformed into a M achine?

Anuntrained mind isriotous, mutinous.
Trained by dtrict social tenets,
Body remainscam, compose, subservient,
Showcasing outer calm
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Thoughinner undying ssorm perssts.
A day arrives
When psyche getsbenumbed
When powerfully hit by societa tenets powerful,
For then only mechanical body works
It worksand works, dischargesitsflesh fast
Till it becomesamachine, an automaton.
Thechangeissofast that
It defeatstheearlier definition
Cdled machine-man
For man has now totally metamorphosed
Into amachine.
Now, when onemachine
I nteractswith another machine psycho-somatically,
Machinewould proliferate onthislittle planet.
Though only natura plantsand animas
Would betheliving species,
Unaffected by mechanization.

Animasand plantswould then be superior
For they breathe, feel and throb
Unlikemechine
Fillingtheworld
Withlifesuperior.

* k *
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Prosodic Poetry
(‘Rhyme Royal’ Stanzas)

Prosodic Poesy’s tree, under the care
Of MM'’s Team, has gained a greater height;
But scope there is, for it, to better fare.
By poetsal, if reared and raised aright,
Enhanced can be its height as well as might.

A mite of manure mixed by each of us
Can make its soil more salubrious.

If just some moments more we try to spare
To shield our Poesy-tree from blasting blight,
Bounteous fruit, much faster it can bear.
So let’s root out, at once, the tares we sight:
If left un-weeded, vermin they’ll invite.

Thismight prove, to Poesy’s health, hazardous:
So watchful we should always be, like Argus!

Though Poetics calls for patience rather rare,
With zest and zedl if pursued is, aright,
Profits of this pursuit, soon we'll share.
Prosodic Poetry offers prospects bright,

To those of us, assembling at its site.

To take us to this venue, verdurous,
There's ‘Metverse Muse', the chartered de lux bus.

* k k
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‘Self-Support’ isthe Sour ce of ‘ Success

By helping ‘selves', we'll best obtain our aims:
Than ‘get in done', it's better far ‘to do’, —
Relying less on others' hands or brains.

Sans * Self-support’, ‘ Success we can’'t woo:
No ‘Lucky-Dip’ sheis, to dip nto!

So, first and foremost, we should ‘ do our bit’,
To gain her grace, to make ourselves more fit.

* k *

[from Metverse Muse, Feb. 2020]
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A Morsa of Love

The so-called happy-go-lucky world
isyearning for morsdl of love,
obliviousof the bounteous hamper in hand.
All round vaingloriousbraggarts,
ensconced intheir cosy mansions,
blatantly puff out polluted air over roads
and places of worship and templesof learning.
Andthenthey claim hefty rewards
for the noisethey make, and for
theinnocent lambsthey fleeceto the bone
inthenameof preening and grooming
for thefestiveday that never comes.
Hasthelamp thewiselit been switched off,
andwill theall-pervading darkness
last till eternity with no hope?
Isitamiracletheworld shal change
if loveisbrought within easy range
of everyone, man and beast,
with obliteration of most and least?
That’ sthe point reason demands
where cooperation, friendship commands
withtota lossof differences
based on iniquitous preferences,
let them sink to obliviousabyss,
never toriseor raisetheir voice.

* k *
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A Prayer To God

| pray toyou Lord,
grant peacetoal,
al thosewho'velost
track of youfor their blindness
or seif-erected walls.

Man hasburied himself
inhisown crush, and yet
inhisbravado, stakesclaim
to roll away mountains, but not those
that cover him, erected by himself
with hisproud featsof engineering
that have entombed hisown soul,
ashemovesinthesky, onearth
and under the seaiin search of hissalf.
Grant peacetodll;
they’ renow weary andtired,
deeply buried with no hope
of recovery fromtheir self-delusion
andflashesof illusion of self-discovery
on somegreen mountainor hill
that never therewasand doesnot exist.

* k *
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World Family Delving Deeper
Here the white abhors the black Religion so-called before you
Same asthefair to the dark, Wrapped with sparkling fringes,
Exploiting the poor only therich Exploretheinner view
Makes them wallow in high debt’s ditch, Be adapted with the changes.
Below the ceilingsmany aHe Whom you search isn’t thig!
Clips silently thewings of She. Knowing self theway sofar...
Why the ruler wraths over subjects! Pray for His heavenly bliss
Why class divided as high and low sects! To enjoy lifeand it’s nectar.
Here the highrise spits over ums, In truth and beauty His presence
Unidentifieds rot in training camps, The commoners could not find,
Thediscrimination from different angles Delving deeper for pure essence
Anarchy reigns as in the jungles. Beckons a truth seeker, no blind.

S o o ) Lessons of love,
Believeinreligion which ishumanity, . )
] i ] ] sacrifice and restrainment
Bind all earthlings by love and integrity, )
. Could lead anyone to enlightenment.
Make so endeared our world family

Building here heaven with peace and glee.
* % *
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Harekrushna Mahanta IWA: Editor, Eternity, Bhubaneswar.
E-mail: harekrushnamahanta.eternity@gmail.com; Phone/ WhatsApp No. 9937692379

Self realisation

Likean oasisin adesert
spirituality isso sweet
an essencefor mankind
blended with the splendid
impact of our age old philosophy
humility, sincerity and sublimity.
Inspite of ondlaught of materialism,
rushfor nameand fame
wealth and affluence
peopleadorethesignificance
of theinward journey
through meditation and inner joy
by sdlf retrospection
and ascent divine.

Look now at coronarestrictions
Covid 19 sufferings.
Wheregone our science,
itsprideand prejudice..?
No medicine, no physician;
but our inner self, itsown
halo, strength and sanctity,
significance and magnanimity
can keep us healthy and blissful,
powerful andjoyful.
Nothing elsecan, never.

Todiscover thisfor ever
our need isself redlisation
which our saints and sages can
and wetoo shall attend
asthisbeing our true and
red goal of existence

for somany births...

* * *
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Jayanta Bhattacharya

Contact: Flat No. 2/3, “Krishna’ Block, Mohan Garden, Kamalgazi, P.O. — Narendrapur,
Kolkata — 700103; Mobile:- 9073479473; E-mail: jayanta.freedom@gmail.com

Do Not Fade Away

Do not fade away
Still you have enough colours
by which you can reshape the space
and paint.

True, there are blanks all around.
True, shades are deep-rooted now.
Do not be afraid.

You have the power to capture.
Goon
with dreams in your eyes
and coloursin your heart.

Love and Lark

Between love and play
there is arelay
that paves the way
to make godly sway.

Between love and light
thereis afight
that demands the right
toliveupright.

Between and dark
there is a mark
that alows no ark
to embark and lark.

* k k
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Jaydeep Sarang

Jaydeep Sarangi is the author of eight poetry collections. He is a renowned critic on Indian
Writings and dalit narratives. He is Professor of English and Principal,
New Alipore College, Kolkata. E mail: jaydeepsarangi @gmail.com

Sweet Home Elusive Sleep

| earn from the door ways Only that theashesaremy own

My friends namesinthese My birth feeds on them.

palsy meetings

Hazy wires of tendersand budgets. My fleshisan open door

Facesbefore and after new negotiations. My shadowsdancein me.

Thereisapoem Year after year, | faithfully wait

For each one of them To meet my end, after theriver mouth.

All homeward birds

| follow them close, after therain. With bodies of my ancestors
Sap of my living. Drowsy lips.

My handsaredry

Stonesarewet My searchfor grains

Someoneiswaiting for me Endsinalighted aleyway.

Near arailway station.
* % %
Sheislearning thea phabets
Of time, bareface
Lifemakesitsown home
After agpell of whistlingwinds.

* %k ok
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K. V. Dominic

Dr. K. V. Dominic is retired Professor of English. Prominent contemporary poet, critic, short
story writer and edits:GIWEC, 1JML.
Email: <prof.kvdominic@gmail.com>

Murder of Nature

Beware Man!
Mountains, Earth
Rivers, Sess....
Living, vibrant
energetic likeyou
Compared to their
size and power

how insignificant you are!
More you murder
destroy, exploit
heavier your burden
of Prarabda Karma
and Sanchita Karma

* k *

Had | been Born as a Dove

Patriotism hasinjected in me

greatness of my country

Land which bore great sages and Buddha!
| boasted of my country to foreign friends

Most inhuman diabolic crimes and

rapes and murders of angelic children
seldom heard in other parts of the world
drown mein ocean of grief and dejection

How can humans become so mean?
Had | been born as a dove
| shouldn’t have felt so much of pangs

* k k

Wastage for the Dead

What happens to human being when s/he dies?
What happens to animal when it dies?
What happens to plant when it dies?

What happens to a flame when it is extinguished?
Aren't al creations of God?
Why then man waste thousands for the dead

when thousands die of hunger every day?

* k *
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Dr. K. Rgamouly

Dr. K. Rajamouly: Professor of English, Ganapathy Engineering College, Warangal.
Contact: House No.- 2-7-207, Excise Colony, Subedari, Hanamkonda, WARANGAL
(Telangana) - 506 001. E-mail: rajamoulykatta@gmail.com;

Blog: http://rajamoulykatta.blogspot.com; Mob.: +91 98497 77654.

Most Welcome Guest

The guest to keep me smile

Andlead my lifemany amile

Most hospitable guest

Most welcome guest;

Ever tofall in my inquisitive glance,

My most propitious chance;

You are none but a bird of paradise

In your bliss | recall; those joys | revise;
All cud dyed by your charms of feathers,
Echoes your melody-honey to my ears
My heart leaps so high

Like achild that lovesto try

To evokefeelingsin meall over

To up-surge emotions to flow ariver

A treasure stored in my tender mind

As a child’s sand-nest built of love-kind;
Shelley’slark you are,

Wordsworth’s cuckoo on par

Keats' nightingale more and more

You are abird for me so much to pour
Aregold, al that glitter

Are swest, all that matter

The flower of voice to sweeten

And of glitzin galoreto gladden

| recall memories, hearing you as a guest
For my most sensuous fest,

The cynosure of my lovely eyes;

To see and listen to your beauty in all highs

It dwellsin my heart-shrine,
In my inner sense-priests’ reign.

* k k

See My Smiles

throats' outpour of notes
in the pretty orchards,
echoes from hilltops

my senses nestled in tunes

words and word-clusters
to revel the minds

in the beauty of the themes
the image on page

scattered with wounds

once chiseled with smiles

al visitors keen on its charms
no flow of expressions

the blow of theair
perfume spread around
acordia welcome

for the sport of my heart

the flowersin the rainbow

to glitter in petal-shine
heavenly seven in the welkin
painted by brush

petal-soft feathers

in touch with lips and cheeks
inthedimple-dazzle

in the lush for the joy-flush

apiece of beauty

the truth of gaiety forever
dwells in senses
memoirsin sonority

* %k ok
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Khirod Malik

E-mail: <khirod.malik@gmail.com>

The Dangling Nest My Native Land

Here many voices rise

Parting the curtains alittle and melt in the skies:
I look out loud welcome to the well born
and feel the palm of dawnlight and the people in power
on my somnolent face. shatter the silence and merge
The earth seems to move into the cries of protesters
under my feet flooding the city squares.
as the weaver bird

peeps from it’s dangling nest. The homeless run for shelter
Unafraid of wind and rain from the fury of Nature
and the untold tyrannies of the tropics, whilethe lucky dlite
itlookson look out their windows
the changing human world and return to their own routine.
asif mocking al our fleeting dreams. And thisismy land
Slowly my gaze turnsinward where sea waves lap the long shoreline
and asilence falls. and snowcapped mountains

feed the timeless river.

* %k *
* %k
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Dr. Manas Bakshi

Poet and critic. E-mail: <dr.manasbakshi @gmail.com>

Till That Metamorhic Moment

Burningawaysinhumanmind
Someeterna dements

Of faith and fascination
Aswordsof secret love
Intwilight lamentation,

Inthemusic of slence
Permeating apyramid’ ssubjugation
Toitstimeessstillness!

Likeaneveningflower
Inclined towards

The desolatewaxing moon
Human mindtoo quiteaware
Of the cover of delicacy
Concedling theteen-ageingtinct
Bashful but sex-prone,
Lingeringonandon

To be content someday

With someother elements—
— Stubborn, Life-borne;

It sburning aways— human mind,
Mired today in self-aggrandizement
Offerstomorrow prayersfor atonement
If chancebethere,

Redisngtheslent depletionin

What so far seemed to be
Thelivingbeing'sred savings!

A world oftenwelong to
contemplate

Hasinredity

Morefrail than stableelements,
It'sdluring, mesmerizing
Enwrapping by far our mind
Only to turn evanescent at once
Asthemetamorphic moment
Just before sundown.

* k *
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Sediment

If not monotony
It'sbut mopinesslatentin
Bothering about
Whatever remainsbenesth—

Benesth something
That waslong back
Cherished or abandoned
Enjoyed or suffered
Loved or abhorred
Gripping lifeat once
Asan occasional spark inthevoid.

Sediment of
Cutelongings
Sacredfedings
Fakecommitments
Brow - raised bashing
Fadedrelations
Closed chapters
Andyet unfinished games
Surging long after
Decades mark the distance
At an effusvewinter evening—
It rocks
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Thevery aplomb of surviva between
Vauntedidedismand veiledredism,
Delvinginto an awesomeambience
Wherefeculent remnantsimbibe
That excruciating nostagic pain
Of living with splashes of the hal cyon past
Beyond the stark banalities of the present.

* k *
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Naresh Mandal, M.A.(English)

Dev Niwas, Prachi Nagar, Bhadrak (Odisha) — 756 181;
Email:<mandal .naresh4@gmail.com>

EMANCIPATION

The dusk, deprived of spleandour
Was being wiped out
Onthebank of Niranjana.

The sky was studded with
Thirst and emotions.

A pam of love and attachment
Was being filled up
With fire of eagerness and anxiety.
Sign of pretencewasburning
While handful of dreamswerelaughing.
They were not soundlessthat day
In the submission of love.

Rather the distressed tone was screaming
For MUKTI, THERELEASE.
ReleaseusBUDDHA
Release us. / We want love
We do not want this / Affection of tricky ungrateful.
We do not want pretence
Release us please / Release us.

* k *
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Gallery of Cogitation

That day
Unexpectedly came across
A beautiful gallery on horizon
Unblemished.

Isit made by asculptor?
Isit made by anangel?

No, no. Perhaps not!
Thisunseen paint dragsme
Twenty yearsback, when/ My better half wasalive.
Shewassitting bessdeme/ Inmy lawn.
Shewasgiving company while
| was hidden in peculiar cogitation.
That was the source of alurement.
Whilel wassubmergedin
Impal pable thought.

But, / Alwayshaunts
Onequestion in my mind
Who was the sculptor?

Any onemay be
May be my better half, may not be.
May be my beloved, may not be.
Then, who?
| am sure, someone has
Hoodwinked me.
Theonel can never forget.

* k k
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O. P. Arora

He has earned PhD from Panjab University and taught in Delhi University for about four decades
and has seven books of poems and three novels to his credit. He has been awarded Certificates of
Excellence consecutively for two years, 2018 & 2019, by the Poetry Society of India. Some of
his poems have also been translated into Spanish and Portuguese. Contact: A-2B/193A, Ekta
Aptts, Paschim Vihar, New Delhi — 110 063. Email: arora.omp@gmail.com

The Ghost Town

Thedream destination
of theyoung and theold, fabled fascination
avillagegreenturnedintoalavishimagination. ..
Life’'smisson, aglimpseof theheaven...

Sky-hightowers, architecturemarvels
glasshouses, mirroring theluxuriousroyas
dance and drinks, money, likethe Niagra, flows
artsand music, famed fashion shows....

LikeGatshy’sparties, suddenly everything grounded
not asoul around, even the stray dogs bounded
shocked and stunned, gaped theentire globe
fear and wonder blurred, put on the ghostly robe...

Why?Why didit turninto aghost town?
Legends, folklore, supernatural storiesabound
Nature' scall or someunknown virus, amazing, unsound
Degth roaming with vengeance stink milesaround. ...

* k *
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| Call Them Men

Areyoumad? Degth
Senseless, usdessabgtractions suchawe comerdlief!
adwayd End of al thetroubles

Fret and fury, meaningless
Lifeafter death! bubbles...
What isthat?

Theend of thejourney

Why not life youreachthegoal of life—
hereand now? at least one achievement—

you don'’t fret about death
Sovery difficult accept it gracefully asit comes
tolivethislife welcomeitwithasmile
inthisworld... who knowshow tired it comes. ..
Isn'tit enough of atrouble?
You burdenme How many peopledothat?
with another life— Rare. Great souls.
lifeafter death. .. | call themmen.
How many peoplelivethislifewe |? eax

Rare. Great souls.
| cdl them men.
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Poet, critic, Short story writer. Lives at Palampur (HP)- 176 061;

Uneasy Time
an experienceweird | sitinthecoupé
you look around send akissthrough
death smiles, itjeers theglasspand
and you stand to defy shehugs
but an uniformed man coffinshustle
cautionstostay in convey unity in space
if wandering sanspurpose and hope and keep spirit
confront life of togethernesswhole.

...andvirusandKkill it

ask what scares
peoplefear and stick out
necksasstrange syndrome
waitsburid

sound of windows

and soft claps

and soft tinkling of bells
tell to go ahead

smilesgrest
and hewa ks out

aswhiteaprons
blessfuture

soundsbeaminmasks
filterinfection

andyou breatheinlife
and thank gently

pandemic sayshdllo

and collapses

astwesting charms

and manemitssmileandwins.

* * k
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Associate Professor and Head, Department of English, J. V. Collegae, Baraut, Baghpat,
U.P, INDIA; Email: <dr.ramsharma786@gmail.com>

The Waves of Holy Ganges

Thewavesof holy Ganges
aredancing in merriment
discerning the emptiness of worldly pleasures
| want to take refusein merriment
O! Ganges
thou has descended into the suffering souls of millions
thou has blessed them with purified thoughts and minds
O! GangaMaiyya
thou art life bestower and door to the enlightenment
O! GangaMaiyya
blessusby your divinetouch

* %k Kk
Happy New Year

Valediction to the parting year
welcometo the approaching year
changeisthelaw of life
behind every erathereisl|abour of ages
thecircle of the creater goeson
nice playing of thevivacious nature
blooming of happinesseverywhere
new vows— new zeal — new dreams
HAPPY NEW YEAR!

* ok k
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Partner: S.M. International; Owner: GR Exports. Contact: 22/3, Pandit Motilal Nehru
Road, Agra — 282 004; email: <rajiv92@gmail.com>

Creeping Darkness

Some el dershave departed long ago
Younger brother hasalso left
One peer |€eft for hisheavenly abodetoday
Thepopulation
Slowly of the“wecare” tribe
Isshrinking
Now adays
No one cares
For theyoung arebusy intheir ownlives
And those near and dear
Who till carry the burden of “wecare’
Haveleft
And livecontinentsapart

| amleft with my emptiness
Sowly learningtolivewithlondiness

The party-crowd that used to gather around me once
Hasshrunkinage
And now gather around their peers
And| slently stand inacorner
Nursingadrink
Learning to embrace solitude

Withano-grumbles, no-complaint air

| now livewith diabetes
Cardiovascular blockages
Hypertenson
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Who stay aspermanent house guestsin my frame
And arenow coachingme
Asto how to makefriendswith thedisorder
Andlivehappily
With people
Whotry to stifledisplay of their wearinessand boredom

Whenever | happento vocalize my lifeencounter

And sometimes

Wheninamelancholic mood
| wish the creeping darkness advancesfaster

* %k k
What Happened?

Today
Onwaking up
| thought
| would writeanonfictional poetry

Thekindthat recountsreality
Inwhichflowerssway injoy
Asbuitterfliesflutter around
Like adolescent school boys

Outsideagirlsschool
Fostering incessant thoughts

Of meetingwould begirlfriend
Somewheat likeme
Thinking of sparkling momentswithyou

But thisday wasdifferent
And now | aminno mood
Totell youwhat you did not discover
And asaposet,
Youthink it'smy prerogeative
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Tospinthenarrative
Inunusual phrasesand metaphor

Aminno mood either
To humour you
Throughimegery
And cynica words
Cause
Now | haveto record
Somethingthatismorecrucia
Than the FATF meeting on Pakistan’ sstatus
Andthatis
That thismorning
My wifedid not speak to me
Ignored mecompletely
Asif wewerelikechalk and cheese

Ensuing silence had the power of an atom bomb

S0, no use asking metoday
About theimpending tradewar withMdaysia
For today
| plantoask you
“What the hell happened?’

* k *
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Ram Krishna Singh: retired as professor of English from IIT-ISM, Dhanbad (Jharkhand). Has
published over 160 research articles, 175 book reviews and 42 books. His poetry books, Sense
and Slence: Collected Poems (2010), New and Selected Poems, Tanks and Haiku (2012), You
Can't Scent Me and Other Poems (2016), God Too Awaits Light (2017), Growing Within
(2017), There is No Paradise and Other Selected Poems, Tanka & Haiku (2019), and Tainted
with Prayers (2019), have been widely read and appreciated and have been trandated into severa
languages of the world. Email: <profrksingh@gmail.com>; More at: https://
pennyspoetry.fandom.com/wiki/R.K.Singh.

DREAM

| watch the past crushed
andfakesaintsrisingtoreign

exalt cunningness
envision deceit to prosper
aramrigsthefolk
with iron teeth and speaking horns
from the Ganga'sbank
immigrant hopeandwaiting
pusheswest-, north-, east-
and southward for net-breaking

NEew resurrection
beyond the brimming nowhere

| hear the dead dying
angelsgroaninginthetrees

my unscarred body
feelsthe hand that’sblade and guard

endsmelikefull-stop.
New waves of terror rise high.

the book isopened
but whereisthe seeing eye?

* k k
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AFTERMATH

Between themossy and thorned pathways
shadowsdant. Hetrumpsthe pressand praises PM
wisdom splashed ingonzo arguments
cocksthewalk. Otherstoo fedl hissting but prefer
silence. They know the caged parrot’sfree
to shame seven decades of democracy groomed
differently. They know how weak they are
to stop the burning forest’ sash from reddening
now aberrationsclotinthemind
await Ram'’ shanging beforethewounded converts
count thecries, lashesand piercings

* * *

ROOTLESS

Hidden fromtheeyesof others
| wasmadein secret
but I can’t remember my birth

fromfoetusinthewomb
to severing of the cord
erased thememory

now rootlessinthevalley
fading sensationsof years
piercethedarkling wingsof
world wideweb that blob my being
twisted and tangled, brushed

away like afly hate mongers
hashtag my creation
pirouetting platitudes

* k k
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A professor by profession and a poet by passion, Ranjana Sharan Sinha is a well- known voice in
Indian poetry in English. Received commendation from the former President of India, A.P.J. Abdul
Kalam for her poem “Mother Nature” contained in “Spring Zone”.She is an author and a critic
too. Poems, short stories, articles, and research papers widely published at national and international
levels in highly-acclaimed dailies, magazines, e-zines and archives. Recipient of many awards for
her contribution to literature.Authored and published 7 books in different genres and 50 resesrch
papers. Contact: Dr. Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Flat No:101, Pyramid City-1,Mankapur Roya Town,
Jaripatka, Nagpur-440041 (Maharashtra). <ranjanasharansinha@gmail.com>

Broken Accents

Like the ghost in Hamlet, Lost Metaphors
many apparitions appear
inthemidnight of injustice

with their dark stories: Soft flocculent feelings,

For them the earth isonly a beautiful yet complex

meaninglessrevolving planet! with extended metaphors—

Fly away from the heart’s cove:

Images of men— Butterflieswith fragilelimbs,

Restless within their

identity by descent: eyes compound and magical,
Deemed impure, Create a frantic flutter
less than human deep within me!

in our feuda history!

| watch the nymphs

Images of women— beating their petal wings

Victims of traumatic truths,

violated and torn apart, until they bes:ome
walk with panicked breaths specks on the far horizon!
and broken accents. Wide spaces become wider

amid silent sonata of autumn!
Deflated and defeated with

the burden of repurcussions:

Almost frozen in time,
Birds with broken wings

surviving the chilly clime ~ trapped in space,

in the dread of winter! | inch towards a weird

Is there hope for a new horizon? Organic Automaton!
* % Kk * % %
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Ghazal

Random thoughtsenter my mind quite often; | can’ttell youwhy!
Theheart conspiresto createapuzzle; | can't tell you why!

Mind-popslike ahalf-forgotten, old song, tease and fascinate—
Tantalizingwordsseemtoleavetraces; | can'ttell youwhy!

Mystiquein morning— diversof silver pill out of thesky,
The cadence soothesmy soul in pearly air; | can’t tell youwhy!

Wavesand sandcastlesmdltinginto the sea— salinemurmurs!
Fed likewalking onaquiet breezy beach; | can’t tell youwhy!

Human lifewith shadowsand bright sunshine— cavesand the blue sky!
Thelyrics, sometimes, liein dappled shade; | can’ttell you why!

The caravan of life goes by and somerainbow bubblesdrop—
Preciouslikethe nuggetsof red ruby; | can’ttell youwhy!

* k *
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R. Venkataramana

Dr R. Venkataramana, hails from a railway town Guntakal of Andhra Pradesh. He did his
Ph.D from Yogi Vemana University, Kadapa, on “Social Criticism in the Poetry of T. V. Reddy
and P. Rgja’. He has more than two decades of teaching experience. Twenty publications to his
credit. Presently working as a professor of English in CMR Engineering College, Hyderabad.
Email: rvenkatabhavani @gmail.com. Mob: 9490436276.

The Clandestine of Hard Work

What is hard work! My mind has been lingering with thisnotion for along period;
| reckoned the fable of La Fontaine “ The Ant and The Grasshopper”
It preaches, “Industry is rewarded and giddiness is punished”
Isit truly bonafide?
Is there being no room for the lackadaisical race in this terrene?

Truly, in my perception, undeniably, unsteady minds,
Do not capable of write their names in the pages of history.
However, facetiously, these speedy breeding, parade their aspirations
Are being fragment in the historical records.

How for these factors are appreciated or respected?
Are these factors conceivable?
If we scrutinize, life histories of noteworthy personalities of the worldly race,

Gandhiji, Nethgji, Mother Teresa,
Abraham Lincon, Martin Luther king, Albert Einstein, Thomas Edison
Leo Tolstoy, Tagore, Pele, Tendulkar etc...
Their secret of accomplishment... is thoroughgoing spirit.

If we too wish ourselves to be the part of history;
Firstly, haul it our life as atest,
We may not climb of the sierra but we ought to experience
How for, resume our journey on the sierra.

People possess with inexhaustible vigour and fortitude,
Have the competence to compose universe more and more charming and bright.
All these circumstances, ultimately fallsinto the reality...
Only when, people work laboriousdly...,
With an unstoppable determination coupled with steadfastness.

* k *
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Sagar Ma Gupta

Retired Prof of English, poet and critic, Email:<guptasag69@gmail.com>

NOISEFULNESS

Scared at the constant noisy flow of traffic
| decided to exploreapeaceful house
in the satellite colonies.
Thename*KrishnaVihar’ attracted meto stepin
but there’'sno howl, no stir, no exchange of words.
Desathlikedtillnesswasquitesurprising;
Thewhole colony envel oped in mysterious sadness;
Thewholecolony wasashoisefree
astheleavesareinthewindlessness.
Frightened | preferred to come back

to the noisefulnessof my colony.
* %k

LONELINESS

My daughter proceedsto her job
My grandsonrushesto hiscorporate office
My better half attendsher devotiona mest.

L eft alonereflecting on the sweet and sour memories.
Unrecognition attacks; lack of imagination assailsme
Lyrics, odes, sonnets have seem to have deserted me.
Timeticksvery dowly squeezing hard likeapython.
Day hasembraced evening, herddingthearriva of
my daughter and grandson that infuseme
withadash of happinessenlivening my body, mind
and soul.

* k *
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Migratory Birds

My heart bleeds at the death of
thousands of migratory birds
who cameto Sambhar Lake.
They came to escape the coldest weather
in their countries;
camefor relaxation and warm weather;
came for procreation and addition to their ilk
but they met with deadly desth.
A deaththey never expected
A deaththey did not deserve
A death the cause of whichisamystery
A death that |eft anumber of
their brethren wounded
A death that |eft atrail of dying birds
A death that found no rescuersfor half-dead birds.
The saltiest water of Sambhar Lake
isshedding tears,
Thereisgrief writ large
on thewhole areaof Sambhar Lake.
Will anybody understand the agony
of Sambhar Lake/ these birds ?

* k *
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S. A. Hamid

Professor, poet, translator. He lives in Almora, Uttarakhand, and has four books of poems to
his credit, the latest being The Ontology of Desire: New and Selected Poems.
E-mail: hamidalmora@gmail.com

The Worm

Lurking in the deep recesses of my mind
wasatiny worm that pricked
the lobes of my brain
producing shapesand sizes
beautiful, concrete,
at times exciting.

But they soon evaporated,
replaced by abstract concepts
love, brotherhood, society, God;
sentiments of lofty souls
trying to find aplacein heaven, mounted
on the steed of abstinence
to satisfy eros through hoors.

But there were hoors all around,
(theworm again tickled)
the ones on the silver screen
in the market place
on the seaside, mountains, plains

and, of course,
thewoman next door.
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After alifetime of conflict
between the abstract and the concrete,

the sound of the birds

the smell of rain on dry earth

the majestic sight of the hills from my balcony

the touch of her lips on mine

thetaste of her vagina
pal pable not obscure
immediate not doubtfully eterna
clinched the issue.

Thewormisgone
leavingitslegacy
for metolive
eros mature and refined
touching the limits of desire
may belust,
not the arid road
of abstractions
auto-suggestion,
not amirage of Paradise,
but the real one
here and now.

* k *

(Hoors are said to be beautiful women who will entertain the faithful and righteous Muslim
men in their fina abode after death, the garden of Paradise)
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Awesome Nature

Mystery it looks always really
As the Nature at every point appears
Wonderful as usual meaningfully

To the truthful viewers' Eyes and Ears.
Each year brings from places different faces anew
That come with one or the other commitment Deep
Gradually one by one here and there achieve a few

Skills based on their ability, majority asif just trying to peep.

Such isthis ever lively self-refreshing creation of the Divine
Where till we can find here and there Angels some
Followed further more with the Fire genuine or pretentious within
Go on purifying in multiple way self after self asthey come.
Responsibility on usisthere to realize the Need to find it Super
As usua people or creature naturally as ever Long for Comfort
Thisal, fully or partidly, isdueto the faith in Hari the Topper
Who has been there providing to see all shine with his support.
Awesome indeed is the Work of the ever shining Supreme Sar
This expects us to remember at every point that Be Good and Do Good
As aong the moving time we pray with Soul Contented at work or altar

Revealing, sometimes or rarely, in act each like the true Son indeed.

* k *
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Life Serene

Serenewasour lifewhen at birth
Gradually becomesbustlingwith growth
Everything requiredistherefor life
Followed equally by enough strife
If our life continuesto beever serene
The placewherewe areitself becomesaheaven
Thoughtsof usarethereasonsfor experiencessuch
For generation next future needsto be better much
Onusthenistheresponsibility to create
The society that issereneform perspectivesall
Hence ours should be sereneminds ever
Infact our life span dependsonit there
Weneed to havemindsever truefirst
Evenif itisnot inuswhich still weexpect
Asweexpect, it would be better for al if wepractice
Thisispossiblefor al whenthey tell whilestting
But need isthere of the samethought executed being
Therefore, let usbe serenein our thought and behavior
Serenewill beour lifeand society at every moment forever.

* k k

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 173



Poems

S. L. Peeran
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Reflections and Poems

Law and Holy Scripturesrequire proper interpretationin most
wise way, in proper perspective. Each verse has
multidimensiona view. Only learned, wiseand experienced who
havefully sudied lifefromdl angel sshould interpret our Holy
Scriptures. Raw half cooked students passed out from

Madrasas cannot be said to be matured and fully grown to
interpret scriptural lawsand itswiseimports

* Kk Kk

All previousreligionsand their books, their cultureshaveto be
studied and absorbed. |slam isacontinuation of Abrahamic
religions, hence previous scriptureshaveto befully sudied and
learnt. Theevilsthat have cropped upin pureldam of heaven
which on dropping on Earth got polluted. HenceAllah swat
through purelight of Prophet Mohammed (sas) again purified
Idam of heavento enablemankindto realize Truth and practice
Truthwhichisnothing but PureLove. Pure Loveisnothing but
surrender for supreme sacrificeonthealtar of Almighty Lord,
themerciful, gracious, and magnificent.

* %k Kk
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Heaven of Unknown I ntoxicating Wine

Each one of usis reflection of
love & beauty

But our shadows create fears
Isn’t it our unreal darker side?
Not amirror image, nor reflection!

Why do | think always of oblivion?
Like areed to sing sad songs!

Of separation from some unknown
Source, of Deity of antiquity.

My pain of living, desertion of love

Of missing goals, hurt and sorrow
Create an urge to dissolve my being.
To fly to some unknown destination.
Where my forgotten alienslive

In alost paradise of “hurries”.

With Moon eyed beauty of rare kind.
Where milk and honey flows always.
Where joys never fade or diminish.
Where sensuousness flows like a stream.
Oh! Why these urges of a flute's songs.
Beckoning meto along lost love.
Ticklingin meflamesof love.

That enflames meto zest and zedl.
Frenzy gripping my whole being.
Towhirl like adancing dervish.

To bleed my heart with aches & throbs.
Ofar away love, flown away from me.
Return to me on wings of poesy.

To carry meto heaven of unknown.

Spreading of fragrance of rose, lotus
Refreshing for the love to cherish
Yearning increasesfor mingling

O my beloved show thy lovely face

To put yearning seekers to swoon
Like bright round shinning sun
Drives away the darkness forever
Let's sing songs of love to

thrill and cheer

Love' s many facets mesmerize seekers
Likeoldintoxicating wine

* * k

* * k
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Dr. Saroj K. Padhi,(b.1962), an Associate Professor of English in the Govt. of Odisha, is an
eminent bilingual poet from Odisha . He has been writing poems in English and Odia since his
school days. Till date he has published innumerable poems in most of the leading magazines of
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‘Replica and is at present a member of the Editorial, Board, The Bhubaneswar Review, an online
as well as print journal.His mail address. <skpadhi407@gmail.com>

SOLITUDE

Deepinsdemy chest asolitary birdsings
of theblissof solitude
and see how the songin the banksrings
asit reminiscesmomentssavored in quietude;
whenripplesinthirsty soul of theriver roll on
rollickinginrhymewithmildwind
inan attempt toforget everything
beforethey mergeand mingleinto ultimate beatitude;
thebird singsof theease
withwhich ripplestry smmering sandsto appease
withtheir smilesborn out of repeated failuretorise
intowavesof greater magnitude;
whereinacommunion of astrangekind
sighswabblingin hot human hearts
get cooled under shadows of shimmering waters,
under shadesof burning trees
andfirein surrounding flowersisdowly subsumed
under smokesrising fromtheriver’sparching heart;
the bird has stopped singing now
asitislisteningto the soundsof asad silencein souls
of humansdeegping onthe sprawling thorny banks
and to the benumbed song of theriver
resounding in the body of the soaring sands!
* %k k
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Reader in English (Retd.), R.C. Das Lane, At/Po: Brahmapur (Odisha) — 760 004.
Mobile: 0 9668856408.

Books Treasure My Pleasure

They gave methree bouquets
Ontheday of my superannuation.

| received them
Withsomuch ddight
Since

N€ er receiv’ d before.

They present’d me
Andluring gift pack
Containing books,
Wrappedin

Golden color’ dtinsel paper
Withflower printsonit.

Itlook’ d so gorgeous—
Seem’d atreat
Tomy academic pursuit.

Thewithered bouquets
Aredtill thereontherack
Andremindme
Theoccason—

Never to return again.

* k k

| left thegift pack
Untouch'd
Foralongtime

To keep itsbeauty intact.

Oneday | lost

The charm of the pack
Andtoreit open
Anddiscover’d
Threebooksinsde—
One, abook of verse,
Theother, astory book,
Thethird one—
Anautobiography,

All by writersof repute.

Thewithered bouquets
May not giveme
Further pleasure;
Thebookswill certainly
Treasuremy pleasure.
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Retd Head, Deptt of English University of Allahabad. E mail: <scdubey55@gmail.com>

Fire Of Hatred

When primitive peopleusedfire
They used it for peaceful purposes
Toliveandlet livewastheir mantra
They prepared food with the help of fire
Andinvented art of cooking
Firewasworshipped asAgni.
But nowadayswe have become modern and Post modern Global and
Super Global.
Jayachand till hatesPrithvirg).
And thegolden pagesof Indian Cultureare burnt in Shaheenbagh
Brotherssistersloversbelovedsand my enemies
Look for awhileand seetearsin the eyesof Shivaand Ganesh.
Bharatmatalovesher al children asusual
Without Registersand Registration feessheloves 135 crore children.

Our dear mother isfull of love.

Thenwhy do you burn homes, shopsand minars?

Theweapon of loveismore powerful than hatred.

Let usgiveareturn gift to Bharatmata.
Let usloveand honor her like Shivaji
To protect Indian Congtitution, Tricolor, Gita, Gangaand Govind.
Kuputrojayet kvachidampi
Matakumatanabhavati
Let usburnal hatred and jealousy inthefire of patriotism.

* k k
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Mother Earth

(For Hon. Achut Samant)

Earth is the best place for love and world peace.

Lord Jagannath whispered this truth in my ears.
When | visited Lord Jagannath temple lost five years ago.
He often talks to me with love and affection.

Earth is the best place for brotherhood.

Earth is the best place for friendship.

Earth is the best place for equality.

It fills our heart mind soul with Karun Rasa.

Earth is the best place for Democratic values.

Earth isfull of sympathy and empathy.

Earth is of many colours and many peoples.

But she is the mother of al of us.

Earth teaches us virtues and morality.

Sheloves our children and grandchildren.

Oceans are like her green sari.

And mountains are her breast.

Earth teaches us to end all wars, and terrorism.
Casteism, favouritism, vanshavad, communalism and nepotism.
Mother Earth treats all her children equally.

Black, White, Yellow, Brown, Dalits, Girijan and Backwards.
She offers her nectar like milk to all of us.

She makes no distinction between man and woman nation and nation.
Earth teaches us to be modest and tolerant.
Sheisorderly and arranged like abeautiful painting.
Regularise and organize like her O friends.

Thank you Mather Earth for giving us a comfortable berth.
Earth moves round the Sun.

And Sun kisses her beautiful face daily early in the morning.
Earth is the beloved of Lord Vishnu.
| seek permission from my mother for padasparsh.

Our liberal mother permits usto play, run, jump and enjoy on her body.

Note: Editor regrets the inadvertent mistake in ascribing its authorship to Dr. SC Pande, due
to the same name. It is Dr SC Dwivedy’s original work and all credit goes to him.
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CAA- CAA- CAA*

Cawsthe crow
Flapping and fluttering
Hopping
From one branch

Heading
To nearby ranch.
CAA- CAA-CAA
Cawsthe crow
the top of atree
Turning up-side-down.

Having arotten rat
Onits besk, the fat
Crow lookstempting

Inviting clans pro-biting.

Kith and kin lob their share
Come together march and dare
To overthrow the rule of

After al it's better to caw.

At once the crow’'s

Alluring hub grows
Local and global
All watch en masse.
From atop the terrace
And roof top’s brace
Down on the walkways

Unruly mob swarming .

Their raucous voices rising

From earth to sky : Quaking

A nation-widerally shaking
The mighty pillars by cawing.

CAA- CAA-CAA
Cawsthe crow

Flapping on government
And on academic giants.

Citizenship and expatriation
Asif ripples bulging the nation

In democracy al and sundry

Need welfare not quandary .

Likeproverbia straw
That broke camel’s hunch
Street shows have no morality
Savetoxic- mix plusimpunity.

Ominous anarchy
Trading adog fight
Nationd rivalries
Hogging thelimelight.

CAA- CAA-CAA
Cawsthe crow
Growingnow insize
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"Has become arook
Big and large to shook
Every hidey-hole and nook

Verily !
A sub-continental spook.

Oh! How it inflates
Spectre of piddly bureaucracy
In abrawny shield of democracy
Reared by hardcore religiosity.

Slowly receding to perch
Leaving the globe in the lurch
The indigenous rook
Publicly states-Vasudhaiv
Kutumbakam.

CAA- CAA-CAA
Cawsthe crow
In effect to grow.

*CAA—Citizenship Amendment Act :
Passed on 12'th December 2019.

Pensive Dreams

Not long ago, uninvitedly
It happened accordingly
Though outwardly.
| stumbled upon
Lone
Avant-garde's home.

" Had abulky bundle
Wrapped
All set to trundle .

The bulk bubbled
Dreamsambled
Desiresrambled .

Sojourn looked ,asiif
All adip and dive
A pleasant thrive.

Gap of someyears....... !
Sack harked back
Lefttoatrack .

Phone bell rang
Asked for number
If 1 doremember.

Packed packet came
Removing the wrap same

Somewere sighing
Some sobbing
Others languishing.

All werein breakdown
Taking their last breath
About to bite the dust.

What then’ had
A brand new wad
Bedecked in beauty pristine.

A quest to decode
Code involving
Theinvisible entity
Withinvisible self .
* % Kk
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Contrition

Standing beforeall,

Like an apologetic decadent tree,
Worn out - sans leaves, flowers
Or fruits....astruggling life pushing
And pulling against myriad forces,
Beyond human control!

In a state of perennia contrition,
The human lifefilled with countless
Moments of mind wrenching choices,
Denials, discoveries and deviations...

Just as one believes,

That we may have just made it,
We struggle from the beginning,
Like aking who has lost to a pawn,
On the chessboard of lives,

As the Gods play...

And smile sans contrition.

Still we continueto twinkle,

A blink in the cosmos experience,
That our lives areinsufficient,
In the blissful games of the Gods,
Who deny mortals contrition
And sometimes even compassion,
But why blame those above us for
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Their contrition or lack of it,
Pawns though we might be,
Still have a chance,
To take over kingdoms,
On the intriguing Human chessboard!

Hard and Spiky

Like a Jack fruit this woman
Tender fruitletsof loving bliss

Hides beneath her hard surface

A wondrous garden
Hiding miraculous treasures
Kamedhenus and Kalpavrikshas
The hard exterior to protect the
Soft insidesfilled with delightful
Colours of exceedingly excellent unearthly
Beauty like fountains of diamonds and rubies
Open seas of amethysts and peridots
Sgraffito parts of those limitless layers and receive
Exemplary contrasting images of matchless grandeur
Patterns of grace beyond reasonable comprehension
Texture like milk sweets
Revealing such complexity of Godly beauty
Mind boggling ethereal enigmatic eclectic joyful splendour

Thisis that fabulous creation

That isborn oncein amillennia

Rare gem of exquisite compassion
Who sheds tears for those suffering
Such is her persona
Make her yours and the entire of cosmos
The bygones the present and the future
And everythinginit will be ours

* k *

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 183



Poems
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email: vasudevareddyt@yahoo.com

Invincible Virus

Now theworld shiverswith thenew virus
the dreaded Coronathat defiesand dumps
the humanity into dark and arrestsall progress;
Industry limpsand frail economy dumps;
It fliesall around thefear-stricken globe
and bafflestheworld of scienceand tech,
enjoysafast freeridewithitsinfecting robe
across continents spreading horriblewreck;
Thegiant nationwithitsnewly rising power
andiron hold onroad, land, sky and sea
findsitsdlf at seaintheiron grip of viruscover
and bendsand bowsfinding no easy key;
Nature knowswaysto punish her foes
that try to destroy and burn her virginwedlth;
Modern man with hispride and ego shows
no concern to mother nature’ shealth
Andplayshavocwith al theelementsfive
and gloatsvainly over hissupremacy ondll;
Whentheworld rideson ego’sdashing drive
it getsNature' ssudden shock and terriblecall;
Thedarmingrisinglevd of carbonemisson
threatenstotoll thefierceknell of dl life;
It needs an emergency of course correction
to sustain life on earth amid shock and strife;
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Portsand airports now wear adeserted |ook
Masksto prevent infection arein demand,
World'seconomy quarantine measures shook;
Whither doeslead thiscivilization grand?
Dragon, dumb and de-fanged, isquiet asadove,
Amidthedensaly dark and deadly Coronacloud
acrypticslver linetwinklesthat makesusbow;
Weriseonly tofall with abigger bang aoud.
Confounding arewild theorieson vicious Corona
Isit nature’ svendettawith alabel madein China?

Lead usto Thy World

Freeour shivering minds, abroken mirror,
fromtheroaring threatsand actsof terror,
from coercive, aggressive, divisive, thoughts,
cringing, crawling, crimping, crippling clots,
from riotous, licentious, rotting moves,
reechy, regressive, retarding, endaving grooves,
compressing, blocking, binding narrow walls,
foul, fancied, frenzied, falsefanatic cdls,
award winners, runners, returnersand sinners,
negativethinkers, hypocritesand spinners,
from human bombsand inhuman terror jaws,
pervertedintellects, robbing leadersand laws;
Makereal thejoy of rainbow and the spring,
thejoy of living onthisawesomeearthto sing;
Protect usfrom thelooming cloudsof night
Lead usto Thy world of peace, joy and light.
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World, a Trade Centre

Worldisnow acolossa Trade Centre
alwaysbusy with trading goods and thoughts;
All seasonsare one, coldisnot winter;
Products, grains, pulsesand plansareinlots;
Human relationstoo aregrosdy commercid;
Mother and child think on dry money-lines;
Bond of blood or kinlosesevenvauefacial
Vauesareweighed and judged on utility signs;
Thosewho help the poor and the helplessold
who can’'t help anyoneat that frail feebleage
arefriendsand well-wishersreal, pureasgold;
They deserveasong of praise and higher stage;
For good or bad, friendstrue we need, though few;
Kind wordsfrom apure heart are pearlsof dew.

* k *
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Hooray February!

| love February becauseit’sabrewery
Of chilly winter and sunny warmth.

| love February becauseitisn’t acocky first;
But only amodest next likehow | dways prefer
Taking asecond row chair.
Likewisemy car, hello,
Isnot aUno, but anAlto!

| love February becauseit’sthe baby
Of the promising January.
Andwiththat promise
February bearsMarch
Withadl itsvernd vibrancy.

| lovewater, agua: It' sthespring of life.
| love February becausel am an Aquarian.

| love February becausethe holy water eponymous
Purifiesmeand makesmevigorous
A laFebrua, thegreat Romanfestival.

| love February becauseit’ sdoughty,
Hasthewill tosurvive;
From along monthlesslimbo to thetwelfth place
Thento the secondin the calendar —
It wasasagaof freedom fight
Inthehoary history of time.
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| love February becauseit’samonth of lovely violets
Of diverse huesand scentsgalore
And of amethyststhat keep you sober.

| love February because shortieit isthough
It'stheonemonth that determines
Theleap or otherwise of ayear.

They maign February as‘hollow’ and ominous.
“Don’'tfib” | counter. “Itis‘full’ and luminous:
| dothework of thirty or thirty onedays
Justintwenty nineor twenty eight days
Toearnafull month’'spay
Likefor any other month.
Thenisn't February a*full” month?”

No triskaidekaphobe, | lovethethirteenth
For it symbolisestheeternal crusade
Againg superdtition and discrimination.

God lovesit too for He has madethedate
A rendezvousof countlessevents
No less happy than any other.

| love Febthirteenth
Becausel cameintothisworld
Onthat uniquedate.
For meit’'salwaysthefird.

Long live Februarians!
Long live humanitarians!

* k *

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 188



Poems

Y. V. Kambar

Near BSNL , Bilagi Nagara, Ward No -5, Kanika Building, Ramdurga — 591 123,
E-mail: yamunakambar@gmail.com

The Labourer

In, by the side of hill
At the front of trees
On the freshly sky
Rose eagerly on that day.

The misty space
Ready to welcome
The river was leaping since last night
Birds were busy - alarming othersinjoy !

So cute was that scene!
Even a small insect was dancing happily
Leaves, buds sailed proudly in mute
To listen the voice of that day’s owner!

The Labour of toil had agreat faith
In duty, but not on words
In his behavior;
Declares - theimmortal truth - “Work isworship”!

The lawyer - of authenticator; now crossed the American hills
Hiding hisvibrant hot in to himsel f
Focusing: “Strength must be in inner side;
But not on outer faces “
Was his judgement fair!

The supreme of the wisdom
Shone on Iran desert
Holding hisbrilliant lights to himself
Spoke: “Wit must be for enemies
Inwell manner without any fallibility”!

The earthen Mighty
And world'simmense power
Even though in his last hours
Landed down peacefully
Said: “Gold never wants any justification”!

* k k
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Diary

Every New Year
you used to send
a beautiful Greeting Card
holding abouquet of gorgeous flowers
inyour stunning soft hands.

This year
you have sent a diary
with best wishes.
Perhaps, you won't believe
| have diary for each year
but for writing something special
| don’t have unusual theme,
special word,
definitemind, or colour.
Each year’s diary
Iswith me
as such
simply blank!
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Life— An Endless Tale

He went
never to return.

Lifeisonly an endlesstale
without source of tears anywhere;
it'slike a seeping drop
from the roof —
saying so, he went back.

After his disappearance
from the mountain
| felt:
by and large every flower blooms here
but not at each and every moment.
Everything can be forgotten
But, what | want to forget
can't be forgotten.
In fact,

there is no response to every inquiry.

She called her own tears
adrop on the roof;
it'snot crucia
that | too construe that
in the same sense.

Vast, the word of eyes!
Tears too have profound meaning.
In each and every tear-drop
you have to read my mind,
my mind... .

* k *
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From Telugu

Dr. C. Narayana Reddy

Fleeting Nature

Thebreeze, “Omanof friendly nature!
That gently stepsin, Mineisof ever-fleeting nature;
Softly caressng my head | do not make Time standstill,
Went away without speaking to me; By keepingongossiping
Fromtimetotime Whilegtting.
| fed likehaving aparley withit If | gand ill
Fromtimetotime; Themovement of theuniversestops.
That it comesthisway “Doyou agreetothat?’
Silently bunksoff that way. My reply to the cool breeze,
Noticing my curiogty That questioned me o,
That breeze oneday Remained unanswered,
Comingtomeall of asudden That expressionlessstate
Caoled my cheeks Inthereach of my comprehension
Smilingtoitsdf Stood asasymbol
Whileit wastryingto exit For auniversa truth.
| triedto arrestitin my embrace. * % K

It, appearing to stop, said
Whilecoolly skipping away,

[Trans. by Dr. Katta Rgjamouly
from Dr. C. Narayana Reddy’s Telugu poem ‘Prasarana Tatvam’ from
Vaakkuku Vayasu Leidu : A Collection of Poems, Vareinya Creations, Hyderabad, P172-3]

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 192




Poems in Trandation

From Hindi

Suman Shekhar

Poet, short-story writer, novelist. Lecturer in English, writes in Hindi. Contact: Behind
Petrol Pump, Thakurdwara (Palampur, HP) — 176 102;
E-mail: <j.shekhar@yahoo.com>

Weaver-bird’'s Nest

A corner Thenest in drawing-room—
of drawing-room’sbedecked soulless,
with weaver-bird’ snest. hung inthe corner—
Thenest aslent spectator;
woven fromthebitsof straw. slently sngsinsobs
A wonderful artifact! thesadtae
of broken desiresand dreams.
Thebird picked straws
fromfar and near, Every Day - A Question Mark
put them together The crooked
and sang asong of consummation. adorn the seat,
Withher talil, theTruth, inchains,
she contemplated being cosy How tosurvive:
insummer and winter, when death, the day’sorder,
enjoyingtheseasons rare, the bread.
from her home,
swingingwith her darling, Theterroriststread

tothelittleones
safely inher
sweset, sweet home,

eventheair, distressed.

Greenpineneedles
donning blood-red color.

Theheartlessman How
just for thebeautification, 0"}‘}’ ocarrr]ydon
destroyed weaver’sworld, ~ Wheneachogy
rendered homeess. lookslikeaquestion mark?
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Mother’sworried about
the school-gone son;

wife, of husband

onerand,

noneknow where
thetragedy may take place.
Noneknow

wherethe bomb may explode;
theterrorists ve come out
to devastatethe dreams
domain,

tear the heart of mountain.

Who Am | ?

When
he called meyesterday,

* k *

my name struck
weirdto me.
What?Who?

| anthesame
withthesamename.
Had | beengiven
someother name,
would that have changed me?
Now

timeandagain,

| sense,

| am something eerie
Besdesmy name.
What am[?
WhoamI?

| ask mysdlf
umpteentimes.
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Reddy T. Vasudeva, Farewell Ring and Other Sories,
New Delhi, Authors Press, 2019 Rs. 395/.

Arora O.P, The River Flows Eternally, New Delhi,
Authors Press, 2019, Rs. 295/

—Dr. Manas Bakshi—

1

There areinstances galore of powerful poets having carved anichein writing short
stories aso; but it seldom happens the other way, that is, prolific writers cannot -
rather dare not - try their handsin penning poetry. Thisistrue not only to the Indian
English genre but also to the creative personalities of some other languages. Here,
we are taking up two books of short stories by two established Indian English
poets: T. V. Reddy and O.P. Arorafor review.

Farewell Ring and Other Sories by Reddy comprises some twenty stories -
each reflecting hisinsightful observation; it emerges from staying grounded to the
down-to-earth redlity. In the words of Reddy, “These are based on real situations”
he was connected with. The opening story, “Palmist”, is all about the business of
the palmists everywhere whose forecasts are more often false than true. In the
story, Venkaiah realises the same when a telegram conveying ‘Lega case lost’
reaches him and shatters his faith in palmistry. “A Cup of Milk” isastory of filial
love of Krishnaiah for his daughter Latha, who, even after undergoing surgical
operation of heart, succumbed to her ailment. But Krishnaiah went on offering a
cup of milk with Horlicksto her photo ashefondly did beforewhen Lathawasalive.
“In search of ajob” digs at one of our socio-economic maladies which compel a
highly qualified contract lecturer face deprivation of service benefits along with
acute misery of living three jobless years and, finally, accept a job in a private
school keeping alivethemoral lesson “Work isWorship”. In* Guruji’ isdepicted the
arduous struggle Srinivas had to wage while doing research work as an independent
candidate and seeking the guidance of Prof. Dikshit who passed away untimely -
clearing off the debts of hisonly pampered daughter and her husband. “Valentine's
Day”, what isits significance: to remain faithful to love forever. Most likely - as
Reddy opines. Raju, now amiddle-aged widower, loved hiswife Radhamadly; they
lived like a pair of doves. After Radha's death, her sister Rathi appeared on the
sceneto seduce Raju into sexual relation with her but failed as Raju wasfirm on his
stand: “one man and onewifein alifetime’. Thetitle story of the book, “ Farewell
Ring”, takesumbrage at our social system plagued by poverty, illiteracy, corruption,
dishonesty, and our education system bereft of dynamism. Raghu, a dedicated
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school teacher, contributes hislevel best to make avillage school really apathsala,
ameliorating its ambience along with the help of his student Padma. At the time of
Padma's marriage, Raghu blesses her with a gold ring that was the Farewell gift at
the time of his retirement - a true gesture of generosity. Just fine. “Change Of
Values’ beginswith a dialogue between an old lady Sarada, aretired Headmistress
and her fourteen year old grandson, Ranjit, on the style of hair cut which seemed to
her “the protruding hair of aporcupine”. Changing way of lifeand human valuesin
keeping with time and placeisthe theme of the story. In“ Swamiji” isreiterated the
lesson of Gitawhich he narrates as*“ L ord Krishna asks us to see the Supreme God
inall living beingsand al living entitiesin Him”. Suresh, coming in contact with
him, isenlightened when Swamiji givestipsregarding food habit affecting sattwic,
rajasic and tamasic aspects of life. More pertinently, he raises the question of
hunger when “ Cry of the stomach becomesacry inwilderness”. If “The Seed” isof
faith in man himself, Dr. Reddy has definitely sown it in this story which tells how
ten years back Deepavali Festival was celebrated with zeal and joy; how time has
changed with political strings and bureaucratic links holding sway and even then,
how - with confidence in oneself and trust in God - still “the seed is strong” among
human beings. “ God’s Play” isan absorhing story invoking a philosophical bend of
mind that seeks to explore human relations - not only with Kandasami but some
others aso - from different angles only to conclude “when death takes us back,
who isthe son and whoisthefather? All thisisGod'splay”. “The Curse” isan eye-
opener to our society still ridden with the stigma of dowry and the vicious trap of
castediscrimination. Sastri, agreat Vedic scholar - having spent much of hismeager
earnings from teaching Vedas for the benefit of his students, could hardly save
anything for hisdaughter’s marriage; but how he got over the crisiswith the help of
Swami at Srigiri isenthralling to go through. That hel ping someoneto recover ‘from
the divinewrath’ wasjust atrick is narrated in the story. In “Pilgrimage”, wefind a
true picture of Kashmir, of course, prior to revocation of Article 370 on and from
August 6, 2019 followed by some undesirable political batter and bickerings. But
undeniably, Kashmiris - in general - are not opposed to India but political
manoeuvring, constant provocation and money supply from Pakistan makes the
situation grave causing troubl e and turmoil to the peace-loving Kashimirs; so much
sothat they confess: “Welive on hard work. Though Allahisour God, the God who
saves us from hunger is Lord Amarnath”. “ A Message” seems not just a story but
aflash of reality. Rama Sarma - largely influenced by the spiritual talk of a pandit,
Sadstrigaru, at aT.V. channel, changed hislife styleto lead adisciplined life. Heand
his close friend, Venkat Rao decided to visit the great pandit at his residence at
Moolapalli but were let down facing the redlity: Sastrigaru’s own life style and the
environment helived in. Asked why it waslike that, the pandit replied, referring to
our leaders - “We speak for others. But it is one in a million who puts his noble
words into practice”. “Gratitude” is such a story that, on the one hand, deplores
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our ethical retardation and change in the living values of people even in the
villages despite technical advancement on the other. But at the end, Murthy’s
gesture of gratitude to Raghu Rao, his father’s close friend and a village head,
establishes that moral values are not yet fully lost. “Vanity Fair” neatly exposes
our society’s pseudo-intellectual s, award-winning shallow writers and some media
barons are adulated. They were accorded a warm reception and were allowed to
beat their own drums, as longs as they wished in an International culture-cum-
literary Festival; while, on the other hand, Govind and Robert Rgju, who were to
speak on Sanatana Dharmaand Multi-culturalism respectively, were allowed just
five minutes each. It meant ‘beginning is the ending’. But they consoled
themselves having visited some great places at that time which were like ‘afew
oases' inthe ' desert of aconference’. “Walk The Talk” resemblesthe theme of “ A
Message’ to the extent it raises the question - “What is the use of quoting
countless slokas from the Upanishads and the Gita, what is the use of giving
pravachanams everyday when the socalled god-men can’'t put their words in
practice?’ “The Farmer” reflectsthe present agrarian scenario wherethe spark is
missing in the eyes of rural people as farming is no more so remunerative as
before and, at the same time, migration to urban areas is no better choice as the
“Collapse of economy” isequally baneful theretoo. The next story, ‘A Shattered
Dream”, is about Raghu, one of the present generation college students who
wants more freedom and considers its absence nothing but ‘academic slavery’.
How his committing suicide out of frustration shattered the dream of his father
Chengaiah is narrated here. “Drought” isabold story against superstition. There
was atree higher than anearby templein avillage. Therewas once drought in the
village. At thetime of Sankranti, amendicant, aself-projected expert in palmistry,
affirmed that it was the reason for drought as God could not tolerate the tallish
tree. Taking his words as oracle, some villagers cut the branches above the trunk
but drought continued. The shadow-giving tree, having been cut to sizeruthlessly,
failed to invite clouds and villagers ‘ missed the very breath of their lifeaso’. It
wastoo late when the villagersrealised their fault. The concluding story, “Simian
Culture”, has a similar backdrop exposing the pangs of agro-based rural life.
Drought and other hazards of cultivation apart, crops destroyed by monkeys and
elephants also cause serious concern. What is strikingly present in the story is
monkeys' unity which islacking very often in human society. It becomes clear to
Rahgu and his friend Krishna that simian feeling of attachment and bond of
affinity are‘ superb’ and “Weareall living beings and traces of the one omnipresent
Lord".

With a human heart at the core, Reddy depicts his stories with no sign of
unmusical complication anywhere. Most of hisoutpourings seemed to mereflective
enough - some might have been taken from real life. He has a probing mind, it is
analytical aswell. Reddy is at his best while subtly highlighting the complexity of
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relationships, and at the same time making his narratives lucid and not infantile. It
was nice to go through many of his stories; but Reddy seems to have a weakness
for the name Raghu who, as apivotal figure, has appeared in more storiesthan one.

2

The River Flows Eternally isacollection of seventeen short storiesby O.P. Arora,
a noted poet and novelist. He weaves his words around a variety of subjects of
relevance in contemporary society. Let us begin with the first story - “Bridge over
the Bank”. It isalove story of Pratibha and Vikas. How Rakesh, Pratibha's father,
agreesto get his daughter wedded to Vikas, how does her uncle Narendra cleverly
helps them to cross the hurdle has been aptly narrated. Interestingly, the dialogue
between the couple brings in sharp focus the contrast between emotional outburst
and rational approach to the issue of elopement, attitude of old people to love
scene in public places now a days and, finally, the wittily knit twist. “When You
Blow The Conch” isastory of developing self-reliance. An affluent businessman
settled in England is Kapoor whose only daughter Neha is married to Vikas who
worksfor Kapoor’s company. At apoint of time, Vikasfeel s dejected and decidesto
come back, but Neha does not agree unless she is divorced. It is then Vikas' old
friend Navin offershim amanagerial job in hisnew store. Kapoor, initially aggrieved,
is convinced by Nehathat what Vikas did wasin proof of hisindividual identity as
aman capable of earning his own way. In “Rashmi”, the third story, are explored
some strange facets of human rel ationships. Rashmi was the lady in whose contact
the protagonist in the story came when, as a University student, he suffered from
typhoid. Though apparently a Puritan who was aware of the scandalous stories
aired about Rashmi, the protagonist was nursed and cared by her all along to
recover from hisillness. When he returned to Chandigarh, his dream city, after a
long time, he came to know that Rashmi, that old slut, was not well. Why old slut?
Because Rashmi wanted ababy from him but he declined fearing that, unlessmarried,
it would be treated as a bastard afterwards. All these memories compelled him to
visit Rashmi when shewassick - “afrail and giant figurelay dying onthe bed”. He
brought the best doctors for her treatment. He did his level best for her recovery.
The story endswith therealisation of thetruth that “human warmth ismore precious
than moral platitudes’. “The Safe Channel” is about middle class sentiments,
aspirations and limitations. Mr Rao, a director of a company, issimple in his life
style. HetakesaDTC busif failsto have the chartered one; he cannot take stringent
action against Vijay, his subordinate, in fear of backing out later at the behest of
higher authority. While self-conscious Rao is not happy with dosa or idli regularly
and likesto share with his subordinates their meal, he envies his neighbour, Amit's
elegant Punjabi wife. When he got a chance to deliver a lecture in a seminar on
administration, he changed his mind to stray away from earning the displeasure of
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his authority which, in other words, was a* Safe channel’ for him. “When the Sun
Rises’ is a nice story of present day perspective with an eye to some city-bred
advanced youths' attitude to live-in-relationships vis-a-visaconjugal one. Avinash
and Rialove each other as Vishal and Neha - enjoying live-in-relationships. Vishal
and Neha agreed to wedlock but Avinash and Riadid not. A time comes Rialeaves
Avinash only to come back pregnant. There was scope for abortion but Ria gives
birthtoagirl child. Thiswaswhat changed her mindset; not only that, her emotional
attachment and love turned Avinash into adifferent man - both realising the values
of a sacred institution like marriage. In “The Spark” the author dwells on human
spirit which, a man of principle like Atul, kept aive till his untimely death. In a
government office, an uncompromising youngman likeAtul, who avowed man “ can
shake the mountainsif he has determination” istransferred to Mizoram and then to
Nagaland only because he could not oblige the concerned minister. On his death,
the spark too died it seemed, but in redlity, it did not because moral and ethical
valuesnever die. Whilegoing through “ Shazia’ | wasreminded of Tagore's“Religion
of Man”. What is the significance of areligion? Faith in humanism and regard for
other religions. Dowereally bear it in mind? We do if, like Savitaand her husband,
we get friends like Shazia and Abdul Sattar. They, as neighbours, were helpful to
each other’s family, shared festival fervour pleasantly. The story begins with the
death news of Shazia- aprofound shock to the Hindu family. Human relationships
here crossthe barriers of religion - because to be Hindu or Muslim does not matter;
to quote Shazia: “We are al human beings’. And they proved the same in redlity.
“Dreams Are Dreams’ throws light on the world of dream of some women whose
dreams are shattered after marriage which mostly “is strange game”. When romance
fades out, staleness overtakes the couples; even fulfilment of biological needs
becomes a routine if viewed in terms of redity. In “When Will You Grow up”,
Manjulaadvises good looking Swati to get married and settlein life. Her senior Dr.
Prashant also speaks alike. Swati does not like this type of meddling in by others
since sheisgrown up now. Her way of ‘ thinking out-of-the-box’ isfinally accepted
by Dr. Prashant when he asserts, “Forget about the petty people barking on the
roadside. They will never win”. “A Flash In The Dark” flashes a message of
maintaining human values by the narrator and heralds the cause of justice by
refusing to safeguard a culprit - even turning down an undesirable request from a
friend like Rahul. “Bouncing Through The Dark Lanes’ is a story of unrequited
love. Vimal loved serioudly, remained faithful to hislady love, who, inreturn, married
arich car dealer and haughtily observed “love has nothing to do with marriage.
Loveisafancy. Itisfor fun. Masti”. Vimal, remaining unmarried, comesto know one
day that she was suffering from cancer. When he met her, she expressed her desire
to go abroad before the chemo sessions, and before that, to compensate Vimal.
Vimal considered himself a“fool, but not that big afool” who could cheat others.
Hishonest confession waswhen she“put her lipsonmine....... | didn’t feel onewith
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them now. | couldn’t bring passion into them. | withdrew and moved out”. The next
story “Fairies Never Sing For Them” raises a simple question - is honesty always
rewarded? No, at least it has not happened like that to Rajendra. Hailing from a
remote village in Bihar, Rgjendraqualified himself; he was the first graduate there
but did not get a suitable job. Since he had dependent family members, he reached
Delhi in search of ajob. What he got wasthe job of acasual labourer with the help
of Lakhan, another labourer. Hemarried Gomati and lived adisciplined life. Oneday,
on hisway back home, he got a purse wherein there were Rs. 10,000/ and address
of its owner - Seth Bhagawan Dass. Despite Gomati’s objection, he resolved to
return it in the hope of seeing the light of a better life but it happened otherwise.
“Straws In The Wind” is a different type of love story. Avinash, a poet meets a
beautiful girl Sugandhi at a poetry Fest. She askshimto spare an evening at Garden
Cafereading poetry only for her. Her touch and sexual urge moves Avinash but as
amarried man, herestrainshimself initially weighing hismoral responsibility to his
wife. Finally, he submits to Sugandhi’s sexual appeal, and not to his own moral
sensibility, to enliven his mind and body as much as his poetry. “Goodbye To
Angels’ isan eye opener to all who hardly remain grateful to someone ideal after
his death. Here, the story is about an ideal doctor, Dr. Vinod Kumar Anand, who,
unlike other money-minded doctors, always charged minimum and won love of all
patients. After his sudden death, hishousewas converted into * Dr. Anand Charitable
Hospital’ . On hisdeath anniversary, none remembered him, not even hissmart wife,
who more blatantly remarked “one hasto live” hislher life and that was why ‘she
rented the clinic to one Dr. Gupta'. Story number fifteenth is another episode of
human relationships which is ‘Not So Easy” to maintain. Sudeep and Ria lived
together for over anyear. Riaenjoyed full freedomto lead her lifetheway sheliked
but to spend five days with an Australian in Tg) was a venture, Sudeep objected to.
When she returned with a ‘sad and crest-fallen’ look, Sudeep Ieft her forever in
protest against her moral depravity. “Every Boat Has A Hol€” points at how sheer
fun can, at times, keep us throbbing with its impact on spiritual balance or mental
make-upif wearenot corrupt in practical life. A Guruji normally using Kurta-Pyjama,
appears at the costa coffee in a T-shirt presented by Vivek on his return from
England. A funny incident that took place justifies the point. The last story “Vibes
In The Soul” focuses on human nature; sense of gratitude of a servant, Neergj, to
his master on the one hand and Sheena playing therole of Seemato sing before Sir
with her melodious voice, on the other, make the story an interesting read.

Dr. O.P. Arora's canvas is wide, characters depicted varied and the message
conveyed through each story emanates from and revolves around the cult of
humanism. With an insight for detail, characters are etched with sensitivity; his
vivid story telling has many layers of implication, many levelsof artistic exposition.
Being an academic with background in English literature, he has well acquired the
skill to express himself in such away that his stories sound lilting.
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A Review of ‘To My Mother’, a Poem by
Alexander Raju

— MdkieAdmassu—

Melkie Admassu is Lecturer, Department of English Language and Literature, College of
Social Sciences and Humanities, University of Gondar. Email: Melkieadmassu@gmail.com

3

To My Mother, apoem by Alexander Ragju published in the anthol ogy titled Universal
Oneness (2019, Authors Press, New Delhi) edited by Vivekanand Jha, iswrittenin
memory of a highly virtuous, very affectionate, most loving, and an extremely
thoughtful and considerate mother who passed away after having been admitted
to hospital. There is no need to introduce Alexander Raju to the Indian poetry
lovers, as he has been writing poems for the last half a century or so. He has four
collections of poems, five novels and a collection of short stories to his credit.

The poem ‘To My Moather’ is composed of eleven stanzas in which most of
them are quatrains. Each stanza discusses a different point which is semantically
related to the points treated in stanzas that come immediately before and after it.
The language used is ssmple and beautiful, and there is no word or expression
unrelated to the subject under discussion.

The poem starts as the speaker (her son) stands beside the coffin of his dead
mother and speaks in retrospection about the indescribable love and the immense
motherly sacrifice she bestowed upon him from the very day he was conceived to
the very moment she passed away.

Inthe coffinyou arelaid lifeless,

And as| stand nearby realize,

The true depth and width of your love
And sacrifice you made for me!

The speaker continues and tells readers that he works abroad and whenever
he went back home, he used to pay her avisit. But thistime he was too tired to go
to her abode and visit her. Having cognizance of this, she went to see him on the
day of his arrival. He adds that on that evening, they sat closer, ate together and
talked for along time and even took ‘the last selfie together’. The speaker says his
mother was waiting for him to come back from abroad all day long before she was
admitted to hospital the next morning. He could meet her only for abrief moment, a
little before her soul ‘left thisworld' . Thisthrew himto sorrow and regrets, since he
“...hoped to spend some more moments” (5™ stanza, line 3) and tell her things he
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remembered. We wish our loved ones; especially our mothersto liveforever with us
despite the fact that we al are mortals. The speaker’s wish is not unnatural. He
addresses her as: “1 thought you would beforever with me” (5" stanza, line 4). That
is impossible now; for she has gone forever. The speaker confesses that his tears
faded his eyes, and regrets that he should have served her as much as he desired,
yet hisbusy days prevented him to do so. His mother never took this seriously, but
gave him‘apardon of smile’ (6" stanza).

The speaker goes back to the moment he was conceived, hislifein thewomb
and hisbirth asher ‘first born’ - * dream child' . For awoman, whoismarried with her
virginity, usually the first pregnancy follows many sacrifices done upon her flesh
and her mind. The child is conceived only after she sacrifices her virginity, her
valuable treasure. Then, her body gets ‘ deformed’ with a huge protrusion in front.
And her mind made busy with the thought of the fetusinside. The speaker recreates
asimilar situation that his mother certainly went through when he was conceived
and when he grew in the womb as her first child.

| was your first born, your dream child,

You broke your sacred virgin knot

To conceive me, | conquered your womb,

| settled, taking your life-blood,...... (8" stanza)

Perhaps your swollen belly turned
Youugly,......... (9" stanza)

He continues, asafirst born, he became thefirst child to suck her breastsand
dapped hard on her chest. ...And “became the first child to suck / Your breasts,
slapping hard on your chest”. The bond that develops between a child and a
mother isvery strong and can never be severed. It startsfrom the very day the child
is conceived. The child grows inside the mother for nine months. She carries it,
sustains its life by giving it her blood through the umbilical cord. Once she gives
birth to it, the physical connection is cut. It is never severed in the heart. It is not
only milk that she gives her child; it islove, care and energy that it usesto face the
long day on earth. The child isonly ‘aselfish exploiter’ asthe speaker of the poem
puts ita—

Weren't | aselfish exploiter?

It wasn't milk but true affection

You poured into meand | grew

To be able to stand on my feet;

You were giving me the energy

To face my long day on this earth (10"stanza ).
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Today, assheis‘laid downlifeless, the speaker realizes how much sheloved
him. He beseeches her to give him a second chance so that he could serve her
better. But al isinvain.

Today, asyou'relaid down lifeless,

| realize how much you loved me;

| wish, if there’'sasecond life

Give me a chance to serve you better (11" stanza).

In conclusion, the poem, To My Mother, is alamentation or an elegy, and its
toneismournful, emotional and moving. Itssubject isabit related to that of Thomas
Gray’s ‘Elegy Written in a Country Church Yard' in that the poet laments on the
death of the unknown sages of the village. The discussed poem could be seen asa
poetic expression of a son’sindescribable love for, and strong attachment toward,
his mother as well. Also, through the speaker who seems be so grateful to his
mother, it honors, and pays homage/tribute to all the mothers of the world who
sacrifice themselves and everything of theirsfor their children.

K. V. Raghupathi. The Mountain is Calling: A
Collection of Poems. White Falcon, 2013, pp. 100,
Rs. 200/-

—VVB RamaRao—

4

Dr. Raghupati hasbeen aprofessor of Englishinthe Central University of Tamilnadu
inTiruvarur. The blurb tellsusthat heisrecipient of several awardstopped by Best
Yogic Publication for the year 1998 and the Lifetime Achievement Award in 2018,
New Delhi. It sayson the top: “Highly reflective and meditative poems of wisdom
from the pen of mystical poet. K V Rahupathi is the author of Vice of the Valley,
Wisdom of the Peepal Tree, Samarparna and Dispersed Symphonies.

The mountain has something to tell you.

Don't go back to sleep / It's not the knowledge of the world
But | is something else / That you cannot grasp mundanely.
Don't go back to sleep. / The mountain has something to tell you
come and relish before you go back to sleep.

Here is the poet-philosopher’s own exegesis. | quote: “the mountain has its
wisdom. No onerecognizesit. Itswisdomisitsstilinessand silence; it receivesrain
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and light and gives back in theform of treesfor birdsand animalsto dwell. It never
grows and never dies; it is ageless, ancient and primitive. ... The mountain is a
mountain; it never dies though the trees die, flowers whither. It is Sthita prajna.”

There are hundred brief declarations each of which starts again and again
with “The Mountain is calling, perhaps for due emphasis.

While you, they (bees, birds, and butterflies) are louts * The
moon dances in the dirty pond. (p.2)

You know everything while knowing / The moon is hanging, not
inwater (p.3)

Samadhi is perfect balance / Deep involvement is action / It is
thinking and no action / It is action and no thinking. (p. 4)

Moksha is doing everything in nothing. (p.6)

The sun never moves, but shines / Nothing moves in the sky,
because there is no sky. (p.9)

When the birds from the south land / When the land recedes not
inran

When the sky is no sky / But yields space for multitude milky
ways

There sits a yogi under the Peepal / Who says, “I know not
why? (p.13)

Therat is safein the hole / Eagle simply liesin the space / Not
knowing itsillimitable emptiness. (15)

Prudence is seeing ‘suchness' in things / And no ‘suchness’ in
living. (p.16)

In bird less dark sky / My consciousness shrinks like a flower.
(p-21)

There is no other way / Yogadharma happens to those who sall
alone. (p.30)

Spirituality isactionininaction/Andinactioninaction/ The bud
unfurls

But the plant doesn’t bleed / The roots are strong
Because the earth. /Is not slushy. (p.32)
Thevast expanse sky isopen to bestow Dharma/ But every onis
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blocking theway. (p.41)

How can there be a shadow upon a shadow?/ How an therebe a
light upon alight?

We livein anonsensical world of our own. (p.53)

What is seen ismy being / Between the sailing moon

And the static stars/ There is not asingle star visible.

Itis my being, my consciousness. (p.65)

The rain has washed every thin / Except misery on the empty
land.

The monk feels sorry for failing to see contradictions. (p.67)

Yogadharma never happens / The rocks create their own art in
desolation/ How can miss? (p. 68)

He (the perfect man) isamirror without reflection. / Heis a sky
with no clouds. (p.73)

The mystique liesin holding / When gulls cannot drink adrop /
Humans can hardly predict the events. (76)

All things from the beginning are as they are / Altering the
conditionismisery (p.78)

Inthelandscapetreesgrow natural / Whilebirds make free mating.
(P82

Intheworld’ snothingness/ In the soul’s nothingness/ Is‘isness

(p87)

Yogadharma is not something what something is happening / It
is,whatitis. (p.94)

Yogadharmais simply like this un-orchestrated / Phenomenon.
(p97)

The mountain in silence deepens. / Birds are grieving / But the
mountain in silenceintensifies. (p100)

The conclusion, after saying the whole thing again, is this: “The mgestic
mountainiscalling” hasthinned like awafer and vanished like wisps of smokethat
rose from the chimney in distance.

A dow and steady reading of thiswork places the reader in a contemplative
mood needing deep introspection.A Poet Therapist
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Singh, Ram Krishna. Tr. Joseph Berolo. Tainted with
Prayers. Contaminado con Oraciones. (English/
Spanish). Colombia: Editorial Ave Viajera SA.S,,
2019, Pp. 79. Price US $ 19.00, ISBN 978-
1650109237.

—VarshaVijay—

Varsha Vijay lives in Sweden with her family and enjoys reading, writing, singing, dancing and
playing adventure sports in pursuit of happiness. She is qualified with a Masters degree in Systems
Engineering from RMIT, Australia and works as Technical Program Manager in one of the
leading USA based MNC in cloud/storage space. Though juggling her corporate job with family
life keeps her busy throughout, the art forms like reading/writing poems, dancing and singing her
real passion. Email: varshavijay22@gmail.com.
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Prof. Ram Krishna Singh's poems, as they begin with anew hope of bringing time
and space to an end from the flames of relentless earthly desires, gently yet
powerfully, meander through nooksand crannies of humanlife. From thefirst line of
every poem, the poet’s wit, unfailingly, unleashes the reader into a different plane
of existence along the fluid flow of following lines, from where, having tasted the
gentlest expressions of the rising star in rebellion against the mundanity till the last
drop of dying desires, the traveller reader may have to then reconsider dropping
himself down to the mere act of living. The order of the poems by their titles aptly
threaded from the new dawn of desires which, intuitively followed by a warning,
creatively leads to colours of life, craving for an experience under both the bright
and the dark, thewarm and the bold at varied angles, to |ater evoke deeper spiritual
insights, bookmarking abrief history for the human lifeonly toridethe reader for an
end realization that life is avicious circle of multiple births and deaths of human
perceptions on a gourmet journey.

Poems are best felt when understood raw. It is interesting that the popular
beliefs confining translations to raw representations of the original work as to
propagate an idea across languages for the mere purpose of interpreting the same,
goes significantly irrelevant when an idea originating from aliterary piece of work
on trangdlation brings to surface, the fondest resonance, in similar lines across the
bilingual versions and then kindles the creative perception of the reader sowing
seeds for curiosity in multiple directions to form a collage of coupled serious
literature each tending to appeal to the culture they uniquely address.

An inquisitive comparison between the English poems and their Spanish
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interpretativetransl ations uncoversthe poet/trandator’ sincredibl e passion towards
retaining the essence of the original version while at the sametime arriving beyond
theinterpreted nuancefor the creative appeal to the Spanish audience. For instance,
intheoriginal poem, no. 6, titled as* Blasphemy’, the seamless poetic expression on
the extremities of theworld in split of contradictions turning good hopesto finding
oneself needless for a change in dismay, is transitioned into Spanish with the apt
use of subtle linguistic approaches and this implies crafting of language specific
poetic devicesto befit anatural flow. From a Spanish reader’s point of view, | would
say, the exceptional trandation helps expose the influence of Eastern culture over
the usage of the English language from the West while portraying life within the
context of the East, thereby extending the scope of research on the significance of
interpretative trandations.

The cool style of twisting surprises into uninhabited truth back and forth,
interestingly knitted by the word play of R. K. Singh’s original version and Joseph
Berolo’'s well paralleled Spanish version, leave the readers with more questions to
ask on life for answers to fall on rise. As one among many poetry enthusiasts, |
would say, thiscollection, much astherest of their creations, leaves|asting imprints
on the soul in search of anew world.

*The Spanish poet-translator Joseph Berolo makes R.K. Singh's poems along with their Spanish
translation available on http://www.aveviajera.org/nacionesunidasdel asl etrasuniletras/

1d1386.html . Interested readers may like to visit the page for first hand experience of both the
original and translation.

Tainted With Prayers. A Review
—Robert Best—

A Shamanic poet and researcher based in Bellingham, Northumberland, United Kingdom.
email: rob@ningal oo-reef-investments.com
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This is an ambitious collection written by Ram Krishna Singh, an accomplished
poet, journalist, writer and academic. It's ambitious in that, according to his own
words, "My book is dedicated to a person who recognizes the real truth and has
been working for humanity, now under tremendous stress.” (I want to ask more
about ‘thereal truth’, and who of us, if any, have accessto such atreasure, but that
would be beyond the bounds of a review such as this).

There are forty poems in this collection, some of which are beautiful,
some sober, and some are properly hard-hitting in either political, spiritual or
materiaistic contexts. In addition, there is a handful of ‘micropoems’ at the end;
though none of these are haiku, they do hint at the authors’ self-proclaimed love for,
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and experiencewith, thisform. Thelast oneintheseries| found particularly potent;
“end of May-
scorching heat follows
rain and hail
beforeiftaar this Friday
prayer promises bliss’

| do want to address something right up front that | did find distracting
throughout Tainted With Prayers, and that is Singh’s choices around punctuation.
For the most part, he uses very little— certainly there's a paucity of periods and
commas, though apostrophes and question marks generally taketheir proper places.
Now, I’ve written poems myself with little or no punctuation; | find it effectivein
making apoem stand out and it can create deliberate ambiguity with regard to
meaning and flow. However, the choice to hardly use any punctuation at all across
this entire collection is problematic for two reasons. First, | personally find the
minimal punctuation quite exhausting, at times monotonous, and often frustrating
because I'm reading and re-reading words that I'm sure are there to cnvey some
deep meaning, but because | can see more than one potential meaning, the power
(that | assumeisintended) issomewhat |ost asaresult. Poem 23, Pollution, isagreat
example;

“Who sees the smoke
of thethumb-sized flame
the body burns

the ashes of silence
float on the holy breast
tears pollute”

| can read thisin anumber of ways, punctuating in my head differently each
time, and each time getting an entirely different poem. Here'smy Version A;

“Who sees the smoke
of thethumb-sized flame?

The body burns.

The ashes of silence
float on the holy breast;
tears pollute.”
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Or how about Version B?
“Who sees the smoke
of thethumb-sized flame
the body burns?

The ashes of silence
float on the holy breast.
Tears pollute.”

Onemore?
“Who sees the smoke
of thethumb-sized flame?
The body burns
the ashes of silence.
Float on the holy breast.
Tears pollute.”

Which one of these conveys the intended meaning? Do any of them? Are
there meant to be multiple meanings hidden herein?Is the original the only valid
version to consider? (It is, after all, the one the poet wrote!) Does it even matter?

The second issue with punctuation hereis that it's not always consistent. A
good example is Aftermath, Poem 16, which stands out because it starts with
anumber of distinct phrases, each closed with afull stop, and thisisthefirst time
we see such conventional punctuation;

“Between the mossy and thorned pathways
shadows slant. He trumps the press and praises PM
wisdom splashed in gonzo arguments

cocks the walk. Otherstoo fed his sting but prefer
silence. They know the caged parrot’s free

to shame seven decades of democracy groomed
differently.”

Then, without warning, the poem ditchesthis refreshing shift in style and the
last third reverts to astream of unpunctuated thought, the like of which we see
throughout this book;

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 209



Reviews

“They know how weak they are

to stop the burning forest’s ash from reddening
now aberrations clot in the mind

await Ram’s hanging before the wounded converts
count the cries, lashes and piercings’

The reader in me sees the ghost of a period after ‘reddening’, and my inner
editor itches to end the poem with one, too, after ‘piercings. The fact they are
missing distracts from the poem, rather than adds to it, creating within the piece
an unwelcome internal inconsistency. Again, if this was deliberate to create
ambiguity and uncertainty, then there would be areason for it and alogic behind it.
Unfortunately, it just comes across as being somewhat slap-dash.

Leaving the punctuation issues to one side now, there are some
undoubtedly wonderful pieces here. | love Poem 29, Self neglect, which begins;

“Meditation-

living long but failing
tolivewide

says Seneca we are
fugitives from ourselves’

| could spend a happy evening just contemplating that one verse. Then in
Poem 32, Energy block, Singh uses his economic style to powerfully lay out, in
relatively few words, some of the downsides of aging;

“things get hairy, scary
with body failure
ailments pop up

spirit dries up

mind disconnects’

In a beautiful, moving and touchingly humorous close to the book, Poem
40, Profile, reflectson thispoets' non-acceptanceintheworld of ”...back-scratchers
/ or goody-goody poetic / academia or press’ but ends on a triumphant note;

“but long after I'm dead

buried or burnt to ashes
| may riseagain

atiny phoenix mappedin
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fresh DNA of silence
from googl€e's graveyard”

(Even here, | want to put a comma at the end of the first three lines,
capitalise Google, and end with aperiod. | just can’'t help myself...)

The Punctuation Problem arisesin athird form, for me, inthe Micropoemsat
the end. Since these, too, are largely devoid of punctuation, they appear, at
first glanceat least, asif they are multiple verses of asingle poem, because many of
the preceding poems look like this, too.

The collection comesin abi-lingual format, with the Columbian poet Joseph
Berolo expertly trandlating (or, in hisword, interpreting) Singh’spoems. | am, alas,
a monolinguist, and am therefore unable to review the Spanish versions.
Interestingly, in an accompanying piece, Berolo directly addresses the
punctuation himself, saying, ”...I have been deeply moved by the sensual and
spiritual senseof his poetry, hisfluidity, free of pointsand commas, that makeit run
likewater through ritualisticidiomatic sinuositiesthat sometimesdemand explanation,
or imagination.” What | see (mostly) as a weakness, Berolo sees as a strength —a
splendid illustration of the beauty and variety in the waysin which poetry strikes
and resonates differently with different people at different times.

Having read through Tainted With Prayers a few times now, and jumped
around within it whilewriting thisreview, I' mleft with asense that I’ [l bereturning
to thiscollection several moretimes beforethe monthisthrough. Thereisclearly a
lot going on in some of these pieces, and you would be well advised to spend time
with them, allowing them space to ssmmer and percolate in their own time, and at
their own pace.

Observations (in a nutshell) on R.K. Singh’s “ Tainted
with Prayers’

—Prof. HSBhatia—

Dr H. S. Bhatia, Indian English Poet and critic, with several publications to his credit. Now 81,
Dr Bhatia lives at #284/301 near Big Byte, Street no. 1, Nandi Colony, Khanna (Punjab), India.
Email: hs.bhatia36@gmail.com Mob. +91 9872551552.
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Undeniably, “Tainted with Prayers’ is an outstanding achievement of a mature
mind. The most charming aspect of the work is abal ance between various binary,
contrary forces—inner and outer, within man and outside him, optimism and
pessimism, angst and hope, and above all, sensuality and spirituality. The poet is
wideawaketo all human activities- 24/7, night and day, social, political, economic,
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religious, ritual and individualistic. In spite of certain personal observations,
such as in the case of political happenings, there is no effort at propagandizing.
Nowhere arethe poetic thrust and consummation compromised for creating gallery-
playing, impressionisticimages. Certain glaring problemsthat torment mankind in
particular, like corruption and pollution, besides terrorism and obscurantism and
obstructionism, have been brought under the scanner. Then the work applies
both, inductive and deductive methods, that is particular as well as general to be
more comprehensible and effective. Finally, it is most conveniently enjoyable by
mature minds.

The present collection of poems is muedli of two collections of poems, ‘Hour of
Antipathy’ (2014) and ‘River of Hope' (2017), embellishing 152 pages with 108
poems. A reader isintrigued at thetitle of the poems. Thereisaconnection between
theearlier title’ River of Hope' and the second part of thetitlein the present collection.

Chambial, D.C. Songs of Sonority and Hope.
Author spress, 2018, pp. 152. Rs. 295/$ 15.

—S. A.Hamid—

Professor, poet, trandator. He lives in Almora, Uttarakhand, and has four books of poems to his
credit, the latest being The Ontology of Desire: New and Selected Poems. E-mail:
hamidal mora@gmail.com
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A Poet of M oder nity and Profundity of Thought

A poet’s oeuvre is usualy centered on a certain aspect of life; Wordsworth, for
instance, made nature his abiding passion, Keats focused on beauty while
Browning exhibited hisinsight into human psychology. Few poets explorelifein
all its shades—beautiful, ugly, painful, joyful—but all overtopped with sympathy,
understanding and human kindness. D. C. Chambial is one such poet. Writing
about the poetic process in his latest book of poems, Songs of Sonority and
Hope, which consists of poems written between 2010 and 2017, he states: “The
poetic processisadream: apoet or an artist stretchesthe horizon of hisimagination
to the extent of dreaming such dreams as does not exist in reality but has the
possibility to exist,” (Songs 7). His random thoughts coloured with a fertile
imagination present the myriad experiences of life of aman imbued with asensitive
nature and fine sensibility.

Like al poets, Chambia has love for nature, but he is not oblivious to the
terrible and furious side of nature. In poemslike“ Tsunami Memorial, Andaman” he
depicts the fury of nature, a Tsunami which leaves behind devastation and loss of
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humanlives:

In the belly of starving death
Never again the world to see
Theruinsreignal, al around
The air with human cries abounds (Songs 76)

In another poem, he likens a stormy wind to avampire:

Wild wind furious

after the Spring showers

the sap sucked to dregs

asif by the bloody vampire. (“Cloudsin the Sky” Songs 26)

There are poems in which his description of nature reminds us of Thomas
Gray or John Keats. In “The Sun Singes’, he describes each season with sensuous
detail reminiscent of Keats:

Spring mellowed with honeyed-breath stirslife:

A celebration of colours all around;

Prickly chill left far behind inlife'sstrife

To welcome the soft smooth breath that surrounds. (Songs 53)

In poems like “The Canvas’ (Songs 61), he depicts the colours of nature,
emphasizing the fact that nature never discriminates among human beings when
she showers her blessings on this earth as compared, by implication, to human
beingswho are bundles of prejudices. In another nature poem, “ There WasaMan”,
which is, perhaps, inspired by Wordsworth, Chambial laments the loss of primal
innocence that proximity with nature gave to man and which has been lost “in the
cacophony / of debates futile’ (Songs 67). This hasresulted in the loss of love and
the softer fedlings of the heart. Similar sadnessis expressed in “Whereis Gone the
Song?’ inwhich heattributesthisloss of innocenceto “the mael strom of modernity”
(Songs 32), which has left man to the pursuit of materialistic gains at the cost of
human brotherhood.

In a beautifully crafted sonnet, Chambial reflects upon the condition of
contemporary society in which the honest suffer at the hands of clever and crafty
people:

Theworld is afire for true and honest
Whoever and anon work, God in mind;
The humanity does them most detest,
Brands one such, of humanity, poor kind.

(“ So Goes the World” Songs 42)
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He also laments at the loss of love in the modern world, where love has been
forsaken for material gains at the cost of the cherished values of mutual sacrifice,
honesty and brotherhood:

God made Man, they say, in Hisown image
Man rebelled, strayed away for doing damage.
(“Man Prefers Matter” Songs 43)

He comes down heavily on such selfish and unscrupulous men, comparing
them to wolves, hyenas and jackals; they indulge in debauchery, larceny and
treachery to achieve their ends. He is disgusted at the fact that in modern society

“love and compassion banished / jealousy and hatred rule the roost” (“We are
Living...” Songs51).

Chambial, however, isnot apessimist. He has abiding faithin love and human
brotherhood, in the midst of all the negativity that surrounds us in contemporary
materialistic society. Thereisawaysaspark of hope, aray of sunlight piercing the
dark clouds that hover over the horizon:

Blessed are those with hopes crowned high
Damned those, whose hopes at ease to play on ground.
A spark survives in the ashes that fly
Urging recoiling souls to peaks beyond.
(“ Spark Survives’ Songs 140)

Hope comes hand in hand with love, which is eternal. It islove that gives a
meaning to man’slife, sustains him intimes of adversity. Riches may give pleasure
to the body, but it is love that nourishes the soul:

Love, a sentiment of oneness:
comes unknown all at once.
Known to soul since eternity. (“Love Lasts Eternity” Songs 109)

Finally, in thetitle poem of the volume, he reposesfaith in the age old belief

that whenever the world is in the grip of fasities, exploitation and sins, a new
revolution, a new hope takes birth:

Revolutions result

from ruins of mansions great and powers high.
The grass soaked in blood stirs from slumber;
picks up the reed and sings with wind's fury
A new song of sonority and hope.

(“Song of Sonority and Hope” Songs 147)
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D. C. Chambial, like any other modern or contemporary poet, voices his
disillusionment with human beings, who have scant respect for the age old values
of faith, love and brotherhood, which they have sacrificed at the altar of Mammon.
He presents his anguish through striking but homely images which immediately
strike achord in the hearts of the readers. Like Robert Frost, beneath the smplicity
of hisfamiliar images|urk symbolsthat strike uswith their immediacy. Heisapoet
of modern sensibility but with a simplicity that accounts for his profundity of
thought and depth of fedling.

Tripathi, Jayshree Mishra. What Not Words:
Short Stories Set in India and the Diaspora.
Authors Press, 2020. ISBN 978-93-89615-14-2. Pp.
117. 295/$ 15 (HB).

—U AtreyaSarma—

Chief Editor, Muse India, Res: 30-265-24/405, SS Manasa Priya Apts, Geeta Nagar Colony, Old
Safilguda, Secunderabad — 500 056.
Mob. 9000106464. E-mail: atreyasarma@gmail.com
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Theauthor “ Jayshree Misra Tripathi lived anomadic lifestylefrom 1986 till 2015, as
thewife of acareer foreign service officer inthe Indian Civil Service.” Besidesother
gualifications, she is an MA (English Literature). In all, she has authored four
books.

What Not Wordsis*aselection of impressions—fromlifein 1950sin India, till
the year 2000, then travel through the Indian diaspora’ (Blurb). They also include
diplomatic reminiscences. It is “atapestry of events, woven with reminisces (sic)
from different cultures, including my own homeland India’ (Preface) iswhat informs
the book.... “The narrator’s voice mutates to other characters, in some tales, to
underscore the dilemmas we often face in Life. Not all issues are resolved, even
after critical crises, or a reversal of fortune, nor do the deuteragonists or minor
characters devel op within the story” (Preface).

Thebook contains 11 storieswith an “ experimental structure” (Preface) under
3sections—‘TaesFromLongAgo,’ ‘ TalesFrom The Diaspora,” and ‘ And So, Dear
Reader, AsWe Near TheEnd...".

The 5 stories in the section ‘Tales From Long Ago’ are about the family
relationships and they come from the second half of the 20" century. They are “the
themes of love and transformation. The loves are those of struggle, regulation and
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pain, but also celebration, with the power to heal deep wounds’ (Opinions, Prof
Neloufer deMéd, University of Colombo, Sri Lanka). And Dr RadhikaCoomaraswamy,
former UN Special Reporter, VAW observes, “| have often met similar women who
have experienced tragedy, bereavement and violence but who regain their faith in
humanity because their personalities are full of love and caring” (Opinions).

The 3 stories in section *And So, Dear Reader, As We Near The End..." are
“set in East Africa, Madagascar and Sri Lanka’ and “based on actua incidents’
(Opinions).

TalesFrom LongAgo

Thereisayoung semi-educated widow with two little children to bring up. Reluctant
to vegetatein the shadow of the earning malesof thejoint family and eat out of their
hand, valuing self-respect and yearning to be financially independent, she swims
against thetide, turnsinto a seamstress and educates her children well. Thisisina
milieu where women didn't have much independence, relatively speaking. The
story aso reflectstheinevitable differencesin merit and attitude among the siblings
though brought up in a same atmosphere. Finally, what happens to the family, you
have to unfold the suspense yourself, dear reader.

Senor teenagers including those who have glided into their early 20s are
normally in atransitional stage of mental maturity. While boys tend to be assertive
and have their own way even in matters of love and marriage and can try their best
to convince or even defy the elders; girls tend to be the exactly opposite. This
submissiveness sometimes could lead to compromises (though not all compromises
could turn out to be bad) or even fatal consequences.

Wearegiven awindow on alovetrianglewherein a Jezebel dominatesit at the
expense of thelegitimate wife'semotiona turbulence. Theincompatibility between
the spouses hasits effect on the children aswell who get to form their own unverified
opinions about their parents.

In afamily where there is no understanding but only a cold war between the
spouses, the following incidents would be the order of the day:

“He has not uttered more than two full sentences of approximately six words
apiece for the whole day... He has not cared to listen to her for years now...” (34),
though both of them live within the same four walls. “...thelove they once shared...
gradually festered... into intense detachment, bordering upon intolerance” (35).
And “She was thoroughly fed up of the monotony of being a housewife... She
wanted to be appreciated for the little things, the finer things, but he seemed so
obliviousto her sentiments” (35).

In such chronic cases where the partners totally withdraw into themselves,
the TV (and nowadays the mobile phone/iPad/Tab) comes to their rescue as the
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only amenable companion. The wife and the hushand living in their own separate
worlds own “two TV swith two separate channel controls. They did not need each
other to conversewith, to interact with” (36). Thus“ Cable TV wasthewinner” (36).
But sometimes, finally if good senses prevail on either of them, he/she takes the
initiative of breaking the ice. Whether it works or not, it's adifferent matter.

We come to know, how the good number of Indians that emigrated to East
Africa more than two centuries ago braved it out in an entirely different foreign
milieu, worked hard across generationsand madeit good. Hear how it happened, in
thewordsof an Indian origin East African lady: “You know, my grandfather used to
ride abicycle and go very far to sell things. It was hard work. Very hard work. He
was poor. But my father built a25-room house on the coast. God isgreat” (43). And
thisparticular lady “ signs$150,000 cheques asdonations’ (43) at charitableauctions.
Beauty liesin sharing, isn't it?

In an atmosphere where many an influential person tries to sound out the
diplomatsfor insideinformation or extract afavour, eventhewivesof diplomatsare
supposed to ingrain diplomacy, tact and political correctness. With good education
and talents, the wives of the diplomats do channelize their accomplishments. They
“rally forth on subjectsthat are non-political, yet truly closeto my heart: the education
of childrenfrom economically challenged families, literacy of adult women...” (44).

Like every rose has a thorn, the prosperous Indian origin Africans, not
infrequently, become atarget of the ethnic rebellious youngsters who kidnap them
for aransom or even murder them.

We also come to know of a protocol nicety that an Indian diplomat from
Indian Foreign Service is described as a “Distinguished Citizen of India’ by the
President of Indiain the credentials to be presented to aforeign President or Head
of State.

The story with a Sri Lankan background is aptly titled “One Afternoon in
Serendipity,” for the word ‘ Serendipity’ (meaning, ‘ The faculty or fact of making
fortunate discoveriesby accident’) comesfrom the Persian ‘ Sarandip’ whichinturn
comesfromthe Sanskrit * SimhalaDweepa.’ Thewriter givesusaglimpseof history
which clarifiesthat though “ Labourershad been brought to Ceylonin 1827, “ Traders
from Indiahad first come ashore Ceylon in the second century BC” (48). Thewriter
rueshow “thisbeautiful exotic land, once called Serendipity” (49) hasoccasionally
come to be bloodied with robberies and assassinations. Of course, such incidents
are not confined to any particular country; they happen all over in one measure or
the other. And she has aword of praise for the “socialites in Colombo” with their
“witty and fun loving” nature and they “dress elegantly in western attire or their
sarees, which are tied differently from their Indian sisters, with not a pleat out of
place. The pallu hangs below the knees, held in place with an heirloom brooch,
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studded with rubies, pearlsand sapphires, shimmering hues of splendour. Serendipity
isrenowned for its precious and semiprecious stones’ (49-50).

How youngsters from low-income groups have to labour hard, right from
their teens and in the course of time their own experience becomestheir teacher or
motivator; they want their own small pleasures, fall into love and want to marry. But
they are obliged to sacrifice their persona interestsfor the sake of the familiesthey
comefrom.

Ontheaccent of one’slanguage, thewriter hasaword of wisdom. After all the
accent of our language is a product of our brought-up and environment; it's no
offence to have a particular accent, so no one should mock others' accents (43).

And we have a story in the setting of Madagascar, “the fourth largest island
intheworld” (60) where“Indiantradersarrived... inthe 19" century, mainly from the
western coast of Gujarat” (60). It “was uninhabited until two thousand years ago”
and “The first settlers came from Indonesia and Malaysia’ (60). But for the
“worrisome” and “unusual political unrest” at the given time, “Madagascar is a
peaceful country and its people the nicest you can imagine” (57). Because of the
prevailing political turmoil, the lives of the narrator’s family hang on a Damocles
sword.

And we come across an interesting local custom — “the Famadihana, the
turning of the bones, an ancient ritual that isa second burial. Held every ten years,
the bones are taken out from the grave and wrapped in new hand-woven silk, called
lamba.” Thiscuriousritua involvesasacrifice (zebu), taboos (fady) and regulations.
“Theremust be no silence during thisancestral worship” and they believein* destiny,
Vintana, like our Indian Karma (62).

We havean eerietal e of cryptic espionage devel opmentsinvolving aSomalia
based Indian diplomat and an executive from the Research and Analysis Wing with
incredible and elusive twists and turns.

And there are afew hilarious moments with awanton mix up of ‘Oriya’ and
‘Orissi’ and a play on the word ‘abroad’ during the course of ragging in Delhi
University (73-74). We also witness friendships of various types, antics of one-
upmanship, streaks of jealousies and the attitudinal differences due to different
economic levels of the students during their school and college lives (84-86).

The annual get-togethers of school/college alumna present us a glittering
paradeof ‘divas withall their idiosyncrasies, peccadill oes, jeal ousies and snobberies.
Some of them don't display any mental maturity but continue with their earlier
streak of jealousies and back-biting. And some of them remain as pure as gold.

Joint familiesbreaking into nuclear familiesisnolonger astrange phenomenon,
for inthe contemporary life, the membersin quiteanumber of nuclear familieshave
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become a separate unit of themselveseach living in adifferent place or country with
their own disparate tastes and values.

Besidesthe glitter at the cosmetic level of the upper crust of society, we have
atouch of philanthropy and spirit of sacrifice and servicelacing someof the stories.
The stories may not be sublimating, but isn't it the fact of life, for lifeis polygona ?
Also the stories, at least some of them, may not be having the usua sensations,
suspense, crisis, climax, catharsis and denouement. Most of them, in fact, come off
asagallery of caricaturesor individual characters... Yet the book hasitscharmwith
amix of the exotic and theindigenous. Hats off to thewriter Jayshreefor the offbeat
conceptualisation.

(Reviewer’s Note: A shorter version of this review has been sent to ‘Indian Literature’)

The Sun Sill Shines by O. P. Arora. Gurugram -
122002 (Haryana). The Poetry Society of India. Pb.
Pp. RRP: 210.00, US$21. | SBN: 978-93-89213-11-9.
Songs of Sonority and Hope: A Collection of Poems:
2010-2017 by D. C. Chambial. Authors Press, New
Delhi, India. (2018). RRP: R.295 / $15. Pb. 152pp.

| SBN: 978093-87651-23-4.

—PatriciaPrime—

Poet, critic. Review writer from New Zealand. Contact: 42, Flanshaw Road, Te Atetu South,
Auckland, New Zealand 0610; Email:<primepatricial3@gmail.com>
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P. Aroraisapoet, novelist and short story writer. He has published seven volumes
of poetry and three novelsin English, aswell astwo booksin Hindi - one, anovel,
the other, a collection of short stories.

The Sun Sill Shines contains a lively selection of poems. Arorais a plain-
speaking poet. His is a generalized world, stripped of specificity. His language is
simple, his poems bare yet deceptive. His poetic insight lends the book asparetone
that attempts to say much with very little on the subjects of words, anguish, the
night, Greta, lonelinessand fires, asin the poem “ Fires’: “Man gets a breather / and
goes about thoughtlesdly, to create more fires. . .” (15). Arora speaks about the
young woman activist, Greta, in his poem of that name:
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When Greta/ with an anguished soul
determined eyes

her face red-hot with the pain of seven billion
in ashaking voice

lashed out at the Lords of the World

How dareyou?(19)

Sometimes the poems are an overt criticism of society as in “World
Environment Day”:

Shame on you / you demon!

You gangrape the Mother-earth

inexorably exploit her meek submission

impervious to her sobs and suffocation

ungrateful wretch! You mistook her compassion . . . (36)

Whilst this produces work laden with metaphor and ulterior meanings, other
poems are about personal relationships, aswe seein “What Else”:

She came with cake and coke/ asmiletoo
abewitching smileindeed. ../ | wasbewitched. . . (38)

However, in “They Couldn’t Believe”, his straightforwardness accumulates
and underliesan urgency surrounding “slavery”, and his concern for the oppressed.
A poem like this showsitsworkings, how it gets from one point to another. Hereis
the poem in its entirety:

No
they couldn’'t believe / adave
wearing slavery on his sleeves
addicted to licks and kicks
spineless Yes and Nos
surviving on abuses and leftovers
could darelook them
intheir arrogant, fiery eyes
ask them for hisrights —
rights of being human . . . (47)

In “The Big Question” (51), the concern is not for evolution, pollution,
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environmental balance, etc., but for “the ever-growing menace of mosquitoes”.

A poem entitled “Lost Souls’ (57) considers a party where “Naked, half-
naked bodies / swinging their hips and breasts’ wait to get noticed. Fittingly, his
concern for othersis exhibited in many poems. In“Memory Box”:

The brain of the mad sage

Smashed in the road rage —

He used to place happiness in everybody’s cage
Ahed and ohed everybody, youth or age . . . (60)

Itisfor a“mad sage’; in “WhatsApp” (62), it is for someone glued to his
laptop; and in “Destiny’s Playthings’, it is for crossed lovers:

Shall weever talk?/ shall we ever meet?
Or / Wetoo shall fall / to Destiny’s design
and lose/ our only chance/ to savour life. . . (64)

Written in simple phrases and stanzas, “Only You”, isakey achievement. A
cinematic experience which blends a plain-speaking voice with a fully imagined
world. The poem ends:

The child/ laughs at me
when | open my eyes. ..
Only you / neither divinity
nor man / only you

can blot those dark stains (68)

“TheWild Forest”, isalengthy poem about awalk in the New Forest, where
the poet encounters a mysterious, devilish woman:

Walking
through the wild forest
only wildest passion. . .

The New Forest
among thewild, wildest
fantastic, starred the best . . .

Al day | walked through

every path, every lane, every tree
mesmerised, | felt free

interacting with every bough . . . (73)
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Thefinal poem, “God is about to Ring the Bell”, begins:
Duping me/ once again
with your shameless
tentoonegame. . .
You smply baffleme.
Did | create you?
Oh, Stupid me! (82)

Part-metaphorical biography of thetimes, part foray into animaginative other
world, The Sun Sill Shinesisan exciting and alarming book. Aroraisamyth-maker
dramatizing hishistorical present into poemsthat are historically aware. Real persons
and placesareinvested with allusion; aworld exists behind the visibleworld. In our
world of aternate facts, fake news and inconsistent reporting, Arora’'s merging of
the factual and the dream-like, presents us with a powerful and more trustworthy
record of what it meansto be alivein today’s world.

11

D. C. Chambial isretired from the education service after about 38 years of
service. He haswon several awardsfor his poetry from Indiaand abroad. Songs of
Sonority and Hopeisacoallection of hispoemsfrom 2010to 2017. In hisIntroduction:
“Poetry, Memory and Dream”, hewrites:

The poems so presented, in this volume, are the result of both
memory and dream/imagination as experienced and realized in
their creation(s). The personality of theartistislost inthecyclone
of his imagination and what remains is rock-solid and heavy
matter called text that settled down as a poem or work of art for
the amusement and deliberation for the posterity to conduct
experiments for the gravimetric analysis of the constituent
elementsto ascribe their percentage. (7)

The poems are divided into two sections: “Hour of Antipathy” (2014) and
“River of Happiness’ (2017). The poems are followed by “ Some Opinions’ from
various poets from India and elsewhere.

Songs of Sonority and Hope gives us the best of D. C. Chambial, mining
the rich seams of his years of writing poetry. His is one of the deepest ad most
enigmatic voices. To be profound and accessibleisthis poet’stalent, and he shares
thistalent with usin language that sings. The collection opens with “Temple’ (17)
and straight away we are introduced to his skill, coupled with his lyricism and
control of structure and metre:
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| look at theridge,

where once sat the temple
thatched like a hut.

A red flag on bamboo pole
made known its existence

far and wide, waved sanctity

to those who came in obeisance
seeking blessings.

It is essential for a poem to have “life” — meaning energy, vitality and the
ability to intellectually stimulate and Chambial’s poetry isteeming with life. Take
“An Escapade”’, quite a long poem that grips us from the start and carries us
through a narrative that is threaded with the poet’s gift for directness, wonder and
subtle humour. It begins with this verse:

Once young and old went to play together
under the big old banyan tree to make

the most of their time at their disposal
during the sunny day of their life prime. (20)

Thepoem, “Cloudsin Sky” (26) isasimplefive-stanza poem about the weather.
| like the scenarios the poet sets up. At the end of the poem we see what happens
to the earth after a devastating storm:

Earth turned black,

criesfor adrop like papiha

to wet the dried throat

in this cruel hour of antipathy.

Chambia has a natural and powerful spiritual or psychological curiosity,
which he clearly delights in exercising. But his explorations are never tedious or
long-winded: he revelsin the possibilities of discipline—in form, line, rhythm —to
produce precision. Heusesthisprecisionto favourable effect in the poem “ Butterflies
inWizened Skies’ (33) — a sequence describing abrazen hearted woman. That can
address such a contentious subject without a shadow of subjectivity — with an
observer’s eye — and with power —iswonderful. Threat, dread, danger are held in
delicate balance. In the following verseis awonderful description of the woman:

She — a desert
without hope,
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winterless, grey,

scorched, ashen,

hanging by the evening sun
on the mountain top

looking into the wizened sky
counting the lost stars. (34)

The poemsin thisfirst section of the book fuse Chambial’slyrical giftswith
his contemplation of the physical’ srelationship with the spiritual. Chambial’sflights
of imagination, hisaccessibility and humour, make the poemsfulfilling to read.

The second section of later poems begins with “ Strife — The Leitmotif” (A
tribute to fishermen) (87):

Strife, theleitmotif of life
Goeson

In sun and shade,

Dark andlight:
Rainbows,

Of hopes, dreams

And holistic haul.

Chambial has a natural and persistent spiritual or psychological curiosity
which he clearly delightsin exercising. But his explorations are never tedious or
long-winded.

Herevelsinthe possibilities of discipline—inform, line, rhythm—to produce
precision. He uses disciplineto devastating effect in the poem describing the Hindu
worldin*Durgastami” (91):

The Hindu world

Celebrates|ast Navaratri

After having worshipped
Theindomitabl e feminine power

In various manifestations

As the destroyer of various demons
The cause of endless sorrows,
Tortures, and sufferings

To the holy, humane, and the human,
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That he can address such asubject with hislyrical giftsand his contemplation
of thespiritual isfascinating. In“DivineBliss’ (94), arhyming poem, hetellsushow
heliesunder atree, relaxing, contemplating, bearing no maliceto anyone:

Here | recline under a shady tree,
With my mind on a vacant spree,
Seek solace at the feet of the Lord,
Not to let my mind any malice hold.

Wonderful! Here is a personaimmersed in the beauties of the world. In the

long poem “ Spring” (98), we enter adelightful scenario:
The spring comes with its beauty
Full of colours and scents
To bedeck the Earth:
Nature stirs the slumbering Kama
In each individual
From her wintery sleep.

This poem prompts in me the wonders of spring: new growth, scents and
colours, refreshing rain and bird song. The poem islaced with lightness, acelebration

of the season. “While Plucking TeaL eaves’ (104) isapoem that combineselegance
and imaginative humility, as we read of the poet going about in the garden:

After agap of one month
Picked up the bamboo basket
To pluck tea-leaves

From the plants beyond

The kitchen garden.

In “River of Happiness’ and “Blue Bells” we are led into a broken world, a
parallel existence, whichisneverthelesscompellingly familiar to theworld welive
in, endure and come to accept. Here we witnessin the first poem “adead tree”, the
desert and a lone spectator, and in the second “blood and bones’, a weeping
rainbow, jackals and dogs. We see for real, spectacles of nature. “Hearts Sunk to
Abysmal Abyss’ (126) is an eight-verse poem in which the gods come together to
wreak havoc on mankind. The poem ends with this verse:

The nature'sire, when it descends,

On the haughty men and their selfishness;
All areleft with their eyestearless

And their hearts sunk to abysmal abyss.
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The lengthy poem “GMG: The Man of Allah” (128) contains twenty verses.
The poet tells us in a footnote that the poem was written after the poet had read a
story inthe newspaper. | quotethefirst two verses, which lay thefoundation for the
story:

There' stheriver named by the name of Jhelum.
It flows through the paradise of the earth.

A place, Rajbagh, on theriverside, a berth.
Situated on the bank of Jhelum.

Itisaplacefull of heavenly beauty.
Theman lived in Shikara, none other:
Hisfamily, none: save of his brother.
Helooked after them well as hisduty.

Songs of Sonority and Hope collects the best of the poet’s work from
recent years. From poems about memories, experiences, dreams and imagination,
through history, nature, human nature and insights into humanity, the guiding
voice hereisvintage Chambial: clear, incisive, intelligent, personal .***

Rajamouly, Katta. Smart Child: A Novel on Child
Psychology. Jaipuir, India: Yking Books, 2019.
Pp. 161 . Rs. 399/-

Rajamouly, Katta. Post Gandhian Days. Woodland
Streams. Short Stories: My First Anthology. New Delhi,

India: Authorpress, 2016. Pp.238 . Rs. 595/- $30
Dwivedi, Poonam. Feminine Fragrance and Other
Poems. New Delhi, India: Authorpress, 2020. Pp.

169. Rs. 395/ $ 20

—Dr. Sulakshna Sharma—

PhD in English Literature. Critic, Reviewer and Short story writer. Lecturer in English. Lives in
Aima, Palampur -176061 (HP); Email: <smarthshelly2005@gmail.com>
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Thetitle, Smart Child: A Novel on Child Psychology, isbeguiling. Thefirst line of
the ‘Foreword’ explains: “Smart Child is a novel that portrays the psychology of

Poetcrit 33.2 (July - December 2020) : 226




Reviews

children and adolescents including the elders who suffer for no fault of theirs’.
‘Background to the Novel’ that followsis a spoiler. It summarizes the whole story
leaving nothing to look forward to. The inspiration for the story, according to the
author, is drawn from a story he heard during atrain journey: “| felt sorry, hearing
the story the woman [who had left her husband] narrated to the old woman. What
| understood was that the woman was very adamant and arrogant. The pitiable
looks of the child made meredize her internal suffering, astory dawnedin my mind
likeastreamin aspeedy flow and waited for my pento gush for itsnarration” (xiv).
A wife, Shasi, who refused to adjust with her consort, Prithvi, for the sake of the
child is the villain of the story—the one who goes through a sudden change of
heart inthelast two pages of the book. Rgjamouly writesin the second | ast paragraph
of ‘Background to the Novel’ (xvi): “Prithvi failsto get correct information about
Shas and her family especially her father, Vittarjan [the Super-villain, the rich showoff
and the master-mind who marries his only daughter for personal gains] and faces
agony for no fault of his. The child [Manvita] who is no way responsible aso
suffers [the suffering of the child here becomes secondary]. The novel comes to
close with a happy note” (xvi). The story, the theme, the shallow psychological
agony starts to appear redundant and boring even before the beginning of the
novel. Thisisfollowed by ‘ Introduction of the Writer’ (xvii to xxv). The plethora of
work and the author’s versatility leaves you dumbfounded.

The novel is divided into twenty chapters. The first chapter—again repeats
the story narrated by the woman in the train and the author in the ‘Background to
the Novel’ but this time adorning a new garb—a movie named Smart Child—the
story is more or less the same only the name of the characters change. Shasi
becomes Sriguna, Prithvi becomes Sridhar and Manvitais Vara. Author explains
the children being seated in the movie theatre with the prowess of a reporter:

Before the starting of the picture, Smart Child, there started the
National Anthem and all viewers stood up as a mark of respect
towards the nation. Then all took their seats when the national
anthem was over. Then there was a newsredl about the saplings
for plantation and growing them with all loving care and concern
inour surroundingsfor ecological balance and natural excellence.
Therewas an ad of Boost for strength in growing children. There
was another ad on prohibition of smoking. Children were least
interested in newsreels and ads that day [So usually children are
interested in such things! And are the readers interested?]. They
were very curious for the picture to start immediately. The most
aspired time came for the picture to start without any further

delay [7" (3)-
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Asexpected the story takes abackseat in avehicledriven by social messages.
Furthermore, observethe‘so called’ psychology of the child being expressedinthe

first chapter:

And later

“The children at the most reputed Bapuji High Schoal ....were
excited to listen to the news that the movie of children, Smart
Child would be rel eased on 14" November. Every child likesthe
message oriented movie [Okay!!!] and recommends it for the
Oscar award” (1).

“The next day the children in the school were in the hilarious
mood asthey were going to watch the bl ock-buster movie, Smart
Child...It was the day for the picture, Smart Child to be
released.... Their minds were filled with the anxiety of watching
their favourite movie” (2).

The author confuses the names of the reel-life and real-life charactersin his
story on page 12 of the chapter. After reading thefirst chapter (whichisfraught with
repetitions of the plot and the emotions associated with the characters) one feels
the story should have ended here. Here it would be the time to say that it isa short
story forcibly extended into a novel.

Moreover observe the conversation between the smart child, Manvita, and
her classmate after watching the moviein chapter two:

‘| wasinspired by her [Vajra ] rolethat isthetitlerole[?]. Sheis
my rolemodel...my guide...my compass...my mentor....my hero
and heroine...my ided child....my beaconlight todirect meinmy
life', said Manvita. .... ‘“What you have said is right. The path
you have chosenisright...You can proceed with your mission’,
said Priya.

‘My father iseverything for me...l cannot sleep unless and until
| seemy dear father... Itisaclear sign of my lovefor him', said
Manvitafirmly (16).

Later Manvita's classmate Divyachimesin:

“You [Manvita] have won many prizeslikethe smart child, Vajra
in the movie...You are lucky to have unsurpassed intelligence
and win many prizes. In that, you will be able to be free from
recalling your father for being happy [7]...Just think of your
prizesin all the competitionsand your marksinall theexaminations
which other have not got, and be happy asyou are unrivalled not
only inour classbut alsointheinour [sic] schoal...’, said Divya
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who got the lowest rank in the class.

‘| giveaway all my prizestoyou...Will you givememy father...?
For adaughter, her father ismore affectionate than her mother... |
want my father....only my father...nothing else...nobody d<e...’,
said Manvita. (16)

Keepinginview that all these above dia oguestake place among the students
of second class, it would be safe to infer that not only Manvita but even her
classmates are also pretty smart. The perception and understanding of the deeper
meaning of things—not improbable yet difficult to digest—belie their ages.

In the end of the chapter, Manvita says, giving her father’s description to a
newspaper manager, requesting him to publish an advertisement in the newspaper
in order to locate her ‘missing’ father: “What | know about my father is his only
name[?] ashisnameisrecordedin my progressreport ... Apart from hisnamel can
say that heistall. He has smiling face ... | can say that heis asoftware engineer as
he studied engineering...” (19). Prithvi, the father aso pines over her daughter but
one wonders why he never goesto the court. He is shown staying separately from
his own parents (a bewildering antinomy)—though serving his parents by staying
with them was one of the prime reasons why he did not agree to live with hiswife,
at hisaffluentin-laws home.

In conclusion, the novel is an overdose of redundancy, cloying feelings,
unnecessary noun and adjective clauses, and repetitiveness. The statement and
the restatement of the obvious continue to annoy throughout the novel. All said
and done, the mission is accomplished—one more book with a beautiful cover and
an impressive title is added to the shelf with the author’s name on it.

13

Prof. Rao writesin the‘ Foreword' to Prof. Katta sfirst anthology: “ Short Storiesare
being told from the beginning of time and genesis of the world. Some of them are
mere story-telling, some of them provide entertainment and afew of them convey a
message or point amoral. The present collection belongs to the last category. The
author condemns the drastic decline in the value system as a Post-Gandhian
phenomenon” (11). Keeping in mind the above categorization of short story, |
wonder in what category do Aesop’s tales, the Panchatantras and the Jataka tales
fal! I still remember ‘ Thirsty Crow’ and ‘ Greedy Dog’ though having read it many
yearsback. They are epitome of pure and simple (mere) storiesof entertainment and
moralization. These stories are permanent. Their relevanceisuniversal and eternal .
Can the same be said about the stories of Prof. Kattawritten with a sole mission to
rectify the wrong in the society? Rao further says. “By making each short story
stories[?] in this collection deal with aparticular social evil, it looks as though Dr.
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Rajamouly has deliberately stepped into the role of an agent for a social change. |
appreciate his missionary zeal in trying to spread Gandhian values to counter the
moral degradation. Theyouth particularly the students should drive maximum benefit
by reading bookslikethis’ (12).

Theeighteen storiesare summarizedinthe ' Preface’ (13-20)—as| said on my
review on the author’s novel, Smart Child'—eaving nothing much to look forward
to. Themainflaw, | fed, istheway in which thedialoguesare written—wejust know
what the characters are going to say and how they are going to say it! Consider the
following linesfrom thefirst story that promotes communal harmony and condemns
communal prejudice:

The first convict came forward and introduced himself with a
profound fedling:

“1"m Shyam, adevoted Hindu and son of Radhe Shyam. When |
found injustice done to some Hindus, | instigated my followers
to set fire to the houses of the wrong-doers.”

The second convict introduced himself with unique gestures of
his own, saying:

“1"m Saleem, ason of Abdul Kareem. | adoremy religion. | found
the houses of some Muslims choked with fire and ash. They've
become unsheltered and are now living in the shade of all trees
[7. | reacted forthwith to provoke my supporters to molest the
daughters of the culprits.”

The third appeared on the scene of introduction and expressed
his deeply felt feelings:

“1’m Solomon, atrue Christian, son of George Samuel. No doubt,
I’m a staunch supporter of my own religion. People talk of
secularism everywhere but they’ re never secular and thereisno
secularisminrealty [sic]. Isit not hypocrisy on their part? In my
case I’ve no pretensions. | respond as a true Christian when my
religionists were deceived. On my advice, my people brutally
killed our enemies, the culprits.” (30)

Thestory isclearly inspired by themuch acclaimed 1977 Hindi movie: ‘ Amar,
Akbar Anthony’. And why not the simpler version of the story (mine—first draft
and | don't intend to finalize it):

‘It was the time when the city of lord Krishnawas burning with
communal riots, police managed to capture the three main
masterminds behind the furoreand put theminjail. Asfatewould
have it, Bhasha, a child abductor and a jail inmate for years,
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happened to recognize the three as none other than the children
he had kidnapped and had sold out to their prospective buyers:
all three were seeds of the same plant—they werelong separated
brothers. When Basha revealed the secret of their birth to them
they came to their sense and realized the importance of staying
united despite the respective differencesin their upbringing asa
Hindu, aMuslim and aChristian. Lifegave them asecond chance
and the period of their sentence was condoned. The garlanded
statue of Mahatma Gandhi, in the middle of the jail compound,
stood smiling as the three stepped out of the jail gate holding
hands on the 2™ of October’.

WEell having said that | would not take the risk of sounding redundant by
quoting from rest of the book. Moreover, my viewswould remain more or lessthe
same as stated above in my review on Katta's Smart Child. Let the readers of Prof.
Katta be the true judges! God bless!

14

“A woman has numerous aspects not even countable by the Creator, but still
masculine mind aswell asfeminine sensibilities explore and implore respectively to
sense the scent of woman, the ascent of afemale, and the advent of feminism. The
title poem (‘ Feminine Fragrance’ [1]) of my second anthology (the book in hand)
has been composed in positivity delineating various facets of her personality”
(xxxiii) saysPoonam Dwivedi inthe* Preface’. It hasa’ Foreword’ penned by Dr. K.V.
Dominic and an ‘Introduction’ by R. K. Bhushan Sabharwal. Pages 1 to 85 cover
fifty poemsfollowed by a section titled ‘ Critical Overviews — pages 85 to 160. It
contains articleswritten by ninerenowned writers: P. C. K. Prem, Dr. B. M. Bhalla,
Dr. Vikram Chopra, Dr. D. C. Chambial, Aju Mukhopadhyay, Prof. C. L. Khatri, Dr.
Manas Bakshi, Dr. Kailash Chander and Dr. Dalip Khetarpal. The last part, pages
161 t0 169, hasacollection of ‘ Critical Opinions’ expressed by Dr. Basavargj Naikar,
Dr. Arbind Kumar Choudhary and Dr. Jernail S. Anand.

The“positivity” (xxxiii) Dwivedi talks about seemsmore like ajustification,
mellowing down all the pain and anger of a woman who has been kept in forced
confinement in the man-made cage for ages now. She asseveratesin her first poem
(mentioned above):

Feminine fragrance not to be
bottled likejasmine,

Not to be feudalized to be
covered from top to toe,
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Not to beidolized as

Winsome deity of the masculine,

But seldom to be adored as
thebetter-half inlife’ sdiscipline. (40-47)

The alliteratively and the assonantly conveyed message is clear: A woman
has been taken for granted, but not anymore!

The poem, ‘ When the Woman Shall Feel Secure? (3), isalong one, listing the
atrocities which have been incurred by the women since civilized Homo sapiens
roamed the earth.

After breaking the

oval door open....

Falling on the mother earth
toliveacrony life,

In hell of insecurities....(1-5)

A lot of topics are touched: female foeticide to infanticide, “honour killing”,
rape, role of a“trophy-wife’, being adaughter of adrunkard father, victim of dowry
system and many more: umpteen insecurities at home and the outside world.

In‘WomaninLife'sCircus (7), one meetsawomantrying to solvethe puzzle
of life—being a living being is challenging enough and being a human of the
second gender is far more challenging and even tougher. (On a personal note, |
can't even begin to imagine thewoes of LGBT: unimaginably delirious!)

‘Amllove-LornorLostin SomeAffair? (11) and‘ Am| overwhel med within—
tobeYou?' (13) are self-exploratory poems. Cambial comments on the latter poem
inhisarticleinthebook, ‘ Feminine Fragrance & Other Poems: An Overview’ (115),
thus: “* You'—it has varied collocations like that of alover, Almighty, the Creator
and seat of all wisdom, afriend, and so on...She [the poet] surrenders before this
‘You': ‘You are my intoxication, my gratification,” and she feels “overwhelmed
within—to be you”' (116). The poem is in one breath—sensuous, philosophical,
and spiritual .

There are many other beautiful poems that need special mention: ‘The
Patriarchal Woman' (15): the poet paints the perseverant, tenacious nature of a
woman and challenges the society to “change” Her “nomenclature!”: “ Throttling
the manifest Nature/To boomerang in your farcical face!” (17). Poems such as
‘Matrimonial Gift’ (81), ‘ TheDemocrat Man' (84) and‘ Man’s Spit Spite’ (85) convey
the same notion.
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Somepoemsarenot directly feminine: “ To Be Humanized Melting-Pot” (57).
Dwivedi usesthe last lines of this poem in her preface, seeking more freedom asa
creator of sonorous humanethoughts: that atransient being creates aspiring eternity
through them:

Let meriselifeavapour

To be spectrum of Rainbow-Thought

L et me submerge in the Seven-Oceans
To become humanized melting-pot. (7-10)

Exploring every aspect of feminism and imploring it has been the apparent
aim of Dwivedi’s second anthology—has she achieved it? The mere need to explore
and implore proves that discrimination exists and thus, the need to explore and
implore. Her attempts deserve adulation and her sincerity as a poet is axiomatic.
Poonam Dwivedi is poet of immense promise. And more power to thisyoung poet!
Shehasthe potential to bethe voice of modern feminismwhere‘ so-called’ equality
between man and woman is not enough. It isthe need to recognize the fragrance of
feminism that has the tendency to linger on amidst the stale stench of stagnant,
stoic notions.

Heart Raining the Lights: Poems composed at
Jhargram, Kolkata and beyond by Jaydeep Sarangi.
www.cyberwit.net. Pp. 91. Price: Rs 200/- | SBN:
9788194348559.

—Dr Arti Chande—

GDC Sihunta,Dist. Chamba (HP). Email: dr.artiparmar4002@gmail.com
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Sarangi’spoetry collection * Heart Raining the Lights: Poems composed at Jhargram,
Kolkata and beyond’ contains seventy eight poemsinal. Most of the verses are
short pieces of poetry passionately articulating the poet’s concern and his point of
view on various issues, both personal and public. What fascinates the reader the
most is the imagery of these compositions. It appears as if Nature has come alive
through the phraseology of these poems with all its rhythmicality and musicality,
simplicity and complexity, and humility and grandeur. Human emotionsare uttered
through Nature and its components. There is juxtaposition of contradictory ideas
intheversesand very first poemillustratesit. “ Travelling with My Poems” (9) isthe
title of the opening poem of thisbook, wherethe poet first informsthe reader that he
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knowshis*poemswill bealone”, because he thinksthat therewill be no oneto read
them, neither men nor women. But then the poet confesses that readers are his
“runners’ and his poems are like kites flying higher in the sky. Perhaps, the poet
expresses the truth that there are not much people to read his poetry, but the few
that he has, are enough to understand the poet and are in fact his “soul makers’.
Similarly, thepoem “Relationship” (34) talksabout the ruinsof timeand distanceto
arelationship.

The style of Sarangi’s poetry is conversational, as one sees in the poem
“Truth”, wherethe poet describes”truth” as ahuman, personifying it and declaring
that he has neither seenit nor met it, because it was nowhere to be found in present
times, but, at one point of time, it was alive and very much available for everyone:
“once it was a season”, but “now, afallen dead stone”. Earlier in the poem, truth
seemed to be a person, but later on the poet described it as a season. Thus, the
poem abounds in imagery and is written as if the poet converses with another
human or himself.

The poem “An Old Clock” again brings out the ironical relationship of the
flow of time and human control and power, astimeflowsrelentlessy and ceaselesdy
in aset pattern. It is not possible even for the “tycoons’ to stop the “black hands’
of time. The irony and satire, here is quite visible and clear. There is powerful
portrayal of thefact that lifeisfull of contradictions, infact, everything isin between
thebinaries, self-contradictory and paradoxical in nature. In“Dulung Moment” , the
poet focusesthat lifeis nothing but preparation for death and death anticipateslife,
hence hewrites:” All | carry inmy veins, | / prepare my arrow each day”. Againin
“Poetry” same binaries are captured when the poet claims: “I need your presence
and absence / al those things to touch and leak”. Similarly, “Counting Your
Absences’ isabeautifully romantic poem (of course, romantic in adifferent way),
where the poet-protagonist waits for his beloved's arrival, but as usua only her
absence arrives and she doesn’t, hence her presence is absent again.

These verses seem simple outwardly, but attract the reader with their sheer
simplicity and brevity. These poems offer a complex and complicatedly wider and
vaster world the moment readers engage and engross themselves, yet these
compositions never tend to |ose their mel ody and sweetness, pictorial imagery and
emotional profundity. This verse collection is worth reading.
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Mishra, Binod & Narinder K. Sharma. Renaissance
of Nativity: Contemporary Indian Literature in
English. Adhyayan Publishers & Dustributors, pp.
234, Rs 1250.

Peeran, SL. Glass House: Short Stories, Articles and
Poems. Authors Press, 2020 (Revised and enlarged).
Pp. 380. Rs. 700.00/$ 35.00.1SBN 978-93-89615-80-
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Khetarpal, Dr, Dalip, ed. Man of the Seventh Hour
by Manas Bakshi. Explicated by Dr. RC
Mukhopadhyaya, Poetry Society of India, 2019. Pp.
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Raghupathi, K. V. The Mountain is Calling: A
Collection of Poems. White Falcon Publishing, 2019.
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Mukhopadhyaya, Dr. Ramesh Chandra, ed. Poetical
Sensibility of KV Dominic's Creative Muse. Authors
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Roy, Basudhara. Moon in My Teacup. Writers
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Khullar, Vishal. Mist in Shades (Poetry in
Trandation). Association for Cultural Fraternity,
2020. Pp. 80. Rs. 150.

—D. C. Chambia—
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The book has 22 articles besides “Foreword” by Prof. Charu Sheel Singh and
“Preface” by the editors— Dr. Binod Mishra* and Dr. NK Sharma*, who assert that
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the “present anthology endeavours to explore the multiplicity of interpretations
contextualizing literary renditions’ and that thewriters selected in thisbook “ portray
the permutations of rich Indian soil and permeate the core of mankind at large”.

The book has 8 articles on the Indian English poetry: A. N. Dwivedi studies
A. K. Ramanujam’s poetry for the use of Indian myths and Gauri Shankar Jha, R.
Parthasarathy as|ess explored poet. Poonam Dwivedy surveys the entire corpus of
Anil Sharma's poetry while Pallavi Srivastavacritically evaluatesA. N. Dwivedy’s
poetry in Wayward Wanderings. Binod Mishra looks for the theme of love in
Pashupati Jha's poetry and DC Chambial also findslove asthe culminationinR. C.
Shukla s poetry. Indrajeet Mishra examinesfour volumes of Charu Sheel Singh for
“narratives of transcendence”. Babli Mallick makesacomparative study of Kamala
Das and Taslim Nasrin from the perspective of Feminism.

Thereare 15 articleson Indian English Fiction: UshaBande'sarticle studies
the novels of Arvind Adiga, Sanjay Bahadur, Kiran Desai, Eric Fromm, Amitava
Kumar, KamalaMarkandaya, Siddharth Sanghvi, and Tarun Tejpal. NilanshuAgarwal
exposesthe Colonial Agendain Indian English novel and Khem Raj Sharmaexplores
V.S. Naipa’snovel, AHouse for Mr. Biswas. Shubha M ukherjee studiesthefiction
of Bharati Mukherjee while ArchanaSingh, AnitaDesai’s Fire on the Mountain. A.
J. Sebastian makes an indepth study of Mahesh Dattani’s drama, Where Thereisa
WII and Ibrahim Khalilulla, M. writes a critique on Amitava Ghosh's The Cal cutta
Chromosome. VinuthaH M explores the Dalit consciousness and identity of Dalit
Women in Bama's Karukku, Sangati and Vanam and Sunita Rani focuses on
travails of women in Shashi Deshpande’s The Binding Vine. While Umashankar
Vyas surveysAdiga's The White Tiger from Marxist standpoint, Rgj Kumar Mishra
and Ajay Kumar Chaudhary study Arundhati Roy’s The God of Small Things for
crimeand violence. Gurinder Kaur Singh critically examines ChitraBanerjee Diva
karuni’s The Palace of Illusions and Indu Goyal, Shashi Deshpande's A Matter of
Time.

My objective is only to show what the readers, students, and scholars of
Indian English literature can find in this book and where and when it can be useful.
It is athought-provoking book that goads and stirs the minds of readers and critics
alike. Many morebooks of such quality, evaluating the Indian English literature, are
the need of the hour. It is a significant addition to the study of Indian English
literature. The book deserves placein every library.

Dr. Binod Mishra: Prof. of English, Deptt of HSS, 11T Roorkee (UK); Dr. N.K.
Sharma: Astt Prof of English at DAV Ingtitute of Engineering & Technology,
Jalandhar (Pb).
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Thebook, GlassHouse by Peeran*, isacompendium of fifteen short stories, seven
articles, and 158 poems. Besidesthese, the book has* Foreword” by Dr. M. Thirumani
of Presidency College, Chennai and “ Preface” by the writer.

While thefirst story, “ Glass House” has 21 chapters and runs into 59 pages.
The second, “Dews on Dry Leaves’ is 33 pages long and is divided into five
chapters. Other stories are short and their length varies between three and nine
pages. While the story, “Glass House”, through varied characters represents mini
Indialiving harmonioudly, “A Search of aLost Boy” depicts the missing of aboy,
Keerti, and after lodging acomplaint in police, his parentsalso bank on superstitions
and occult servicesof tantrics- aMuzawar, atarot reader, aMoulavi Sab by visiting
“Temples, Dargas, soothsayers, tantrics occultists and others’, but to no avail.
However, hisfather comes to know about him after three months and ten days and
he returns home the next day.

Theseven articles. “HisMajesty, His Excellency, HisHighness, HisLordship,
Honble Self 1", “Our Highness, Lording Hon' ble Self”, “ SgjjadaNishin”, “ Rishies,
Swamies, Sadhus, Acharyas, Yogies, Munnies And Gurus of India’, “A Fakir, A
Sadhu, A Mendicant and a Rag Picker”, “The Personality of A Mother”, and “Don
Quixote: The Juggler”. Thefirst article is six pages long while the other articles
length is consistently confined to two pages each. As the titles of the articles
foretell the characters that Peeran has written about in them.

Thereare 158 poemsdividedinto threeparts: first 75 poemsareon the positive
nature of man, the next 60 poems— 76 to 135 —are on the negative nature of man and
theremaining 23 poems— 136-158 —are categorized asgeneral poems. Large number
of poems are on the positive nature of man such as truth, simplicity, leadership,
who aMahatmais, total surrender, balanced man, patience, world citizen, mother,
teacher as a beacon of light, how to handle a woman, raising of self above
selfishness, sincerity, humility and submission, golden hearts, guru, fakirs, love,
and end of al —a poem based on Sufi, Buddhist, Jain and Vedantic philosophy —
when the soul will “return to abode of peace” leaving the “decaying body / And
sorrowful world” (290).

The negative attributes of man, meditated upon in the second set of poems,
comprise corruption, foolishness, bandicoot, cold bahaviour, man as destroyer,
perniciousness, disgust, bohemian attitude, savagery, suffering, rivalry, tyranny,
deception, betrayal, anger and lie, jealousy, sadism, and an anguished cry of the
protagonist to “ subdue the ironic inner demon, / Who has spread itstentacles’ like
cancer to destroy him.

General poems dea with themes like thankfulness, ponzy schemes, wine,
facets of love, love as celestial gift, solitude, peace, life new year, rebellion and
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aggression, and he prays “for light to descend” (377) and of a heaven of the
unknown “Where milk and honey flows (sic) always. / Where joys never fade or
diminish. / Where sensuousness flows like a stream” (374).

Thebook isrich in human morality belonging to al faiths. Heindubioudly is
amoral teacher. The epitome of hiswritingsishumanismand | think that isthe great
quality of atrue man of God. The book by Dr Peeran isworth reading. It isfull of
gems to lead an upright life in this chaotic world where all are busy in their “sick
hurry and divided aims”. | wish it aplacein every library around the globe.

*Dr. S.L. Peeran: Email: dpeeran@gmail.com
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Thebook, Man of the Seventh Hour by ManasBakshi*, first published in 2006, but
the one explicated by Dr. Ramesh Chandra Mukhopadhyaya* has been published
in 2019. It has nine chapters corresponding to the Prelude and Seven Poems (hour-
wise) explicated by the noted critic, and the Epilogue. Theeditor, Dr Dalip Khetarpa,
himself a noted poet and critic, has arranged the matter with his Preface in this
sequence: The text of the seven poems, the critic's explications — explication of
each poem begins with the text of the poem, Epilogue, References, and excerpts
from the earlier reviews of the book.

Thecriticinthefirst chapter says: “ Sincethe poet isa seer and an ascetic, we
are eager to learn the mystery of the existence through which theriddles of the Life
Cycleunravel” (51). The second chapter, “First Hour: Victory” is, according to the
critic, “the narrative of creation and about man” (68). The third, “ Second Hour:
Desire’ sums up life in the contingent world as “awave in the ocean of time or a
spark in the vast firework of creation” (78). “Third Hour: Greed” isinterpreted as
avidya and the “honeymoon with evil cannot last long” (87), yet the man thinksit
to last far good. In “Fourth Hour: Fear”, man’s fear “amid nuclear and ecological
threat,” isthat “our Mother Nature once overflowing with abandon and abundance
has been reduced to a skeleton” (99).

In “Fifth Hour: Rage”, the critic comments. “ There is not enough resource
and wealth for man to dake his lust and greed. ... Man does not have the cool to
takeredlity asitis’ (111). The seventh chapter, “ Sixth Hour: Conflict”, “isadepiction
in concrete imagery the Odysseus of man riding the obstinate mare of palitics’.
Here, the pigheaded and “ heedless horse of man's desire and lust draws him into
the unplumbed abyss’ (120). In “Seventh Hour: Decadence’, the critic observes
that “man must be punished” for “his crime against love and life” (138). In the
epilogue, the editor reviews the reviews of BM Jackson, S.L. Peeran, N.P. Singh,
Srinivas Rangaswami, P. V. Laxmi Prasad, and observesthat “ The persona emotions
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of Dr. Manas Bakshi, the egotistical sublime have been transferred here to the
impersonal world of art and poetry” (145).

The book also has reference page which refers to fourteen books/articles/
reviews and the fifteenth tells what the poet wants to say in this poem embracing
the theme of Biblical sins and that the poet here “holds a mirror to all humanity”
(146). The review section, pages 147-49, have excerpts from the reviews of BM
Jackson, TheAsian Age, National Herald, PatriciaPrime, S. C. Pande, S.L. Peeran,
PV. Laxmi Prasad, Rita Nath Keshari, excerpts from articles in Exploriing New
Horizons (ed, P. V. Laxmi Prasad) by Dalip Khetarpal, Santosh Ajit Singh, and G.
Srilata. Itisfittingly said: “ Each Hour discoversto explorethe meaning of the name-
tag attached to it” (149).

The editor, Dr. Khetarpal, calls Man of the Seventh Hour “a socio-
philosophical epic” and that it “is a psycho-analytical masterpiece on modern man
who alone is responsible for his pitiable plight” and that the critic, Dr.
Mukhopadhyaya “has perfectly elucidated this book in his own way and style”
(Preface). The book presents an insightful reading to the avid readers of Manas
Bakshi’s poetry in particular and Indian English poetry in general .

Dr. ManasBakshi: Email: dr.manasbakshi @gmail.com
Dr. Dalip Khetar pal: Email: dalipkpa @gmail.com
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Dr KV Raghupathi* is a renowned poet, critic, short story writer, novelist, and
book reviewer besides being a unique philosopher. His other passions are Karnatic
music and Yoga. He iswidely published and recipient of several awards including
the coveted Michael Madhusudan Academy award, Kolkata. In his poetry, hewell-
nigh takes hisreaders on the spiritual exploration of radical philosophical thoughts
which isalso manifest in his present collection.

The book, The Mountain Is Calling — A Collection of Poems, has one
hundred poems. In these poems, he gives vent to hisphilosophy about the mountain.
The book begins with a competition of rivers with ocean without knowing it. The
book movesforward with theideataking butterflies, birds and moon, and Samadhi
as a perfect balance, seasons, refuting the concept of moksha, negation of self, the
mountain where sun shines and from where rivers flow, mortality of al things -
animate or inanimate, yogadhar ma, Maya, poetry manifest in everything mundane,
everythingisinherentinlife, consciousnessof theorigina mind, silence, refutation
of jivaand para, but acknowledges atman, paradox of life and death —thetwo can’t
“co-habit”, spirituality — action in inaction, karma, primordial beauty, Kaivalya,
true life begins when curiosity comes to an end, loneliness becoming infinite,
conservatism, understanding of good and bad, and so on.
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For him, Yogadhrama is a journey without purpose and happens to those
who move alone - without caring for any sort of company and when you become
enlightened — “when the sun shinesin you”, and to one who watches without any
thought — stays dispassionate; dharma without Datta (daan, charity) is useless, it
pleads to shun duality. It “never happens/ until the cup is empty” —one needs free
oneself from faiths and prejudices to practice Yogadharma. It comes from negation
and understanding of self and accepting the paradoxes. It lies neither in authority
nor in subordination. Dharma cannot be attained or realized by hearing, reading, or
imitating; one has to live it to banish duality from one's mind. Desires destroy
dharma.

Transcendentalism and transmigration of soul is beautifully expressed: “ You
areflitting like abutterfly / landing on another withered leaf” . Karmaisin everything;
everything and all are dave to karma; karunais quintessence of it. For him, “ There
is neither prakriti nor purusha. / It is oneness in indistinctness.” A perfect man is
as clear as “a sky with no clouds’. He, through the metaphor of ocean, tells when
soul mergeswith Super-Soul that isthe ultimate end of the human salvation, as“the
water goes nowhere from there (ocean)”. “Thereisno vision in theriver’'sjoining
the ocean” — it needs one's steadfastness. The poet aso exhorts humanity to stay
rooted in earth/reality, otherwise “will fall out” in the long run. Hisis a philosophy
of conservativism: “All things from the beginning are as they are. / Altering the
conditionismisery”.

In order to understand “the principles of universe” one has to understand
the essence of “right and wrong”. While illumination is release from world, ego
comes from consciousness of one's status. For true happiness, one has to develop
void or sunyata in oneself. “Wisdom is like clapping in a single hand” — it is
soundlessness; it is in humility opposed to arrogance. There is an uncanny
comparison in “Your quoting scriptures like dogs pissing at dusthbin”.

The poet is of the view that mountain hasitswisdom which is not recognized
as it liesin its “stillness and silence”. Each poem begins with the line - “The
mountain is calling”, which is the title of the book; this line is used, perhaps, to
stress the endemic idea of the poet’s philosophy manifest here. It isabook only for
those well-versed in dharma, yogadharmaand philosophy; for, the poet, himsdlf, is
copiously well-versed and immersed in these. The book needs repeated readingsin
order to imbibe its inherent message.

*Dr. KV Raghupathi: 3-68, Upanishad Nilayam, MKR Gardens, Opp. Panchayat
Office, ChiguruwadaVillage, Tirupati -517 507;

Email: drkvraghupathi @gmail.com
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The book, Poetical Sensibility of KV Dominic's Creative Muse, edited by Dr.
Mukhopadhyaya* isan authentic collection of thirty research articleson Dominic's
poetry by eminent scholars, four reviews of hisbooks by Anisha Ghosh (Paul), Dr.
Laxmi R. Chauhan, Dr. SangeetaM ahesh and NanditaBhattacharya; threeinterviews
with Goutam Karmakar, Parthajit Ghosh and Dr. Rohit Phutela; his One Act Play,
God'sTribunal, remarkable quotesfrom his poetry besidesareview of Philosophical
Musings for a Meaningful Life: An Analysis of K.V. Dominic’s Poems by the editor.

Poets have ever been part of the society in which they live; hence the
happenings of the society become apparent in their poetry and Dr. Dominic is no
exceptiontoit. Dr. M. K. Chand Raj, Kasturi SilvaPrasad, K. Pankgjam, Dr. Sugandha
Agrawal, DC Chambial and S. Pathmanathan (Sopa) have studied Dominic’s poetry
from this perspective at what social aspects and burning concerns he focuses and
what reforms he wants in the society. To Dr. Trayee Sinha, the poetry of Dominic
gives“mental solace” (139). Though Dr. S. Barathi studies his selected poemsfrom
stylistic perspective, yet finds his “focus on the society ... [and] ... humanistic
attitude” (149). Dominic, through his poetry, “envisionsaharmoniousworldand ...
[calls] for achangein outlook of man” (169), observes Kavitha Gopal akrishnan, if
he hasto live happily and healthily. Biswanath Kundu, ChitraLele, Prof. Elisabeth
Marino and Silvia Florence & (Mrs) Raichel M. Sylus focus their attention on
Dominic’s delineation of nature in his poetry in its varied aspects. Dr. Poonam
Nigam Sahay finds despair in his poetry on account of man’s unbecoming behaviour
with man, still hisfaith isnot lost “in the goodness of mankind” (75).

Daya Dissanayake finds that Dominic is “trying to seek Emancipation, true
emancipation for al life” (85) on thisearth. While Dr. Arbind K. Chaudhary traces
several “social, national, global, natural and historical issues’ (98) in his poetry,
Manas Bakshi locates Dominic’s profound lovefor “ human beings, animals, plants,
asalso theinanimate” (108). Dr. Sweta Sood observes. “ he accentuates on the need
to reawaken the lost consciousness and ingtill a spirit of humanism in al human
beings’ (126) to make this world a better place to live in. Dr. Mousami Ghosh’s
articleisin the form of aletter to the reader in interpreting Dominic's poetry from
economic perspective. She observes. Dominic “never ignores the society and
economy” (175). Dr. Poonam Dwivedi finds Dominic asan “ambassador of humanity”
(200) because “patriotism and nationalism are the hall marks of the poet’s
mindfulness’ (199). Dr. Sabita Chakraborty observes:. “with him the existenceisan
orchestra’ ... “composed of countlessplayers...” (209) and to Sheeba Ramadhevan
“hiscreationsare beautiful fairiesin the attire of simplicity” (215); to Dr. Y. Vidya,
“Dominic’s poetry is suffused with inspired moral optimism ... [and] has aunique
appellation asthe poet of Nature” (252).
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If Dr. S. Chelliah calls Dominic “the poet extraordinary” (269), Dr Laxmi R.
Chaughan findsin his poetry “an aesthetic and spiritual reflection of world” (275).
Though “the misdemeanor of man” frustrates Dominic, yet “he does not lose his
faithinmankind” (302), states Parthgjit Ghosh. Alexander Raju studiesDominic as
“apoet of sparksand flames’ (306) and Fr. Varghese Paul, SJ, “ahumane poet” (307)
intheir articles. Dr. Pamela Jeyaraju states that Dominic “ hails the deserving” and
never “ spares the wrong doer” (317) asapoet. In hisreview, Dr. Ramesh Chandra
Mukhopadhyaya, examines the reviews and articles of severa authors like PCK
Prem, Dr S Kumaran, Dr Sudhir K Arora, DC Chambial, T. V. Reddy, Dr Sugandha
Gupta, Dr JPamela, Dr SAyyappaRaja, PatriciaPrime, and othersto point out that
“there is the efflorescence of n dimensions of poetry as such and Domini’s poetry
and readers will circumambulate [his] poetry knowing not what to say in timesto
come’ (405).

This book has enough matter to stir the sensibility of Dominic’s critics and
readers alike and whet the critical acumen of the students of his poetry to explore
some more unseen aspects and tenets of it in the years to follow.

*Dr. KV Dominic: Email: prof.kvdominic@gmail.com; Dr. RC M ukhopadhyaya:
Email: ramesh.mukhopadhyaya@gmail.com
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Thebook, Moon in My Teacup, under review isDr. Basudhara' st debut book inthe
domain of Indian English poetry. Sheisan alumnus and gold-medalist of BHU and
has earned her doctorate in literature on the short fiction of Bharti Mukherjee,
Chitra Nanerjee and Jhumpa Lahiri from Kolhan university, Chaibasa. Her poems
articles, short stories and research papers have already been published in several
print and on-line journals.

The book has 52 poems with a short but crisp Foreword by Mamang Dai, a
renowned poet from the north-east India. In her preface, Basudhara avers. “ Poetry
for me has always been acompanion. Not of life headlong activity, but of therustle
of its quieter moments when the clarity of prose is defeated, silenced and
overwhelmed by the need for figurative explorations of experience” (Preface).

Any collection of poems does not have one theme but the themes vary asthe
number of poems. So thisbook too isno exception. Thetitles of these poemsrange
from culinary love to conjugation, commitment to exile, wealth to assassination,
poetry to plants, beyond to pillion-riding, and many more. However, |love dominates
all. the “Culinary Love” begins with telling “1 culled once words for you ... and
soaked them ... in the warm water of my love” from which vegetated “ shoots of
belonging” and needed “the bruises for my art” (15). These lines, nay, the poem,
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echo Sumitranandan Pant’slines: fo;ksxh gksxk igyk dfo] vkg Isfudyk gksxk xku] @
meM+& 7kgeM ++ dj cgh gksxh dfork vutkuA L ook at: “Word-lovethen/ had better
sprout, justifiably, / on beds of deceit” (37). The poem, “Conjugation” is about the
writing of a poem: “love's steady assurance/ to finally submit / upon apage”’ (21)
and then “in the thick of language/ in the thin of thought ... / poetry isborn” (21-
22). If “Parting” is about the “hurt” which finally drives her “insane” is of “your
final retreat” (23), “Manuscript” isburnt lest “you might / read yourself init” (25).
“Commitment” triesto conceal “reeling confessions’ and forbidsthe one, who tries
to “pry into existences’ (28) without being a friend. The persona asks the love to
commit to know “in the bosom of darknesses/ there glow blazing suns—(29). But,
in“Unmet”, “you aloneremainin memory” (49). “Ah, Comeondarling!” (55), says
the protagonist of “Assassination” after killing the word called “Love".

If “blank pages turn” the protagonist on “over vast universes of thought”
(40), “Labyrithine Toughts...” “wrap distances and / unfurl memories’ about “the
girl, thewife, thehag” (44) that are“thethornsof Time” (45). “ The Journey” isabout
the memories from childhood, neighbours and “ gay streamers of togetherness” who
parted asdiscontented travelersbut “ | liveas| travel” (48).“A Traveller Called Time”
brought reminiscences and that was the “long wait’s fulfilment” to stir up “culinary
nostalgias’ tells of the protagonist’s despair — “doors now shut forever” (51). While
“Lifetime’ laments*“thepain of those/ infideloustiesthat bind” (58), “ Fall” vouchsafes
not to “play traitor with my [her] soul” (60). “Used Body” isthe tragedy of asterile—
“womblessbody” (66). Noticethe pangs: “| wouldfain/ thaw like snow but / passion-
struck, you hasten / to light bonefires instead” (74-75).

“Poetry” isthe product of “Love” that isneglected, festered and then thickens
and informsthelove: “Years hence, you shall marvel / at the variety that | collect”
(61). In “Beyond”, the protagonist/poet craves for recognition: “would there still,
my love, be/ recognition” ... “to remember al that hasbeen/ cluelessly forgotten”
(62). In*“Loss’, the protagonist laments “the inevitability of non-return” from one
who has never known the pangs of separation, finally, tosses “promises/ into the
air” and waits “for them to / unforgivingly return as rain” (67) —hope is not lost.
“Thisbook of life we authored together” giving “our versions of moments, people,
/ places that never tally” have resulted into “rare poems, startingly beautiful”
(“Together” 86).

With “Pillion-riding, on aWinter Evening” the riders cover many lands—"“We
do not know how many / worldswe havelost” and have pocketed “thejokes, / smiles,
laughter,” on their way and “ borrowed lipsticks, dresses, / shouldersto cry on;” (88).
They cdl themsdlvesas” explorers’ and “tempted by rareleisure, / adventure, freedom”
they move on to “destinations unknown, obscure” with their “lives clutched in the
pams’ (89) of their hands. Thus, thejourney iscompletefrom culinary loveto pillion-
riding finding the “ past and present” of mind as“Two different worlds” (47).
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Thebook presentsamagical read transporting the readers through her spruce
images to the lands of love well blended with imagination and freckled with some
tragic moments, may be, of unrequited love. There is no doubt that the poet, Dr.
Basudhara, will soon be shining star on the citadel of Indian English poetry. Her
poetry is so beautiful and deep that no review can do any justice — it needs critical
attention of the contemporary critics. She deserves al accolades for her poetic
acumen!

*Dr BasudharaRoy : Flat-301, 3" Floor, Srinath Srushti Flats, Opp. Carmel Junior
College, Sonari-831 011 Jharkhand); Mob. 79090 20230;
Email:<basudhara.roy@gmail.com>
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Thebook, Mistin Shades, by Visha Khullar* has 38 ghazal s, 18 other poems- | and
3 other poems-l1; in total, there are 59 poems. It is wonderful as it very clearly
differentiates between ghazals, nazms (poems) and nasri hazams (prose poems).
Not only this, heaso very aptly explains, for those who are not familiar with ghazal,
the various constituent parts of aghazal likeitsrhyme scheme, radeef, kafia, sh'er,
matla and makta in his prefatory note — ‘ About the Book’.

ThepoetisM. Sc. in Agricultural Economics, M.A. in Mass communication
and also has a diploma in Urdu language. He has two books of Urdu poetry —
Dhund Mein Amaan (2011) and Khwaab Palkon Mein (2017). The Englishtrandation
of his Urdu ghazals and poems has been published in 2020. He has very carefully
and skillfully maintained the Urdu structure of his ghazals even in histrandations.
Let'shaveafed:

My share in skies just a measure
| must measure the edges | measure

What arefusein the mist!
You may wonder that’s the measure

Though it hurts still | look at it
Mark on my heart deeper the measure

Never does the sorrow isolate me
He, my follower see the measure

Ego! You're tested in tougher times
Tolerancein you is the measure (Ghazal No. 10)
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Inthisghazal, the poet, very aptly followstherhyme schemeof AA, BA, CA,
DA, EA. Here, the phrase ‘the measure’ is radeef and ‘measure’, the kafia. The
ghazal hasfive sh’er. Thefirst sh’er/couplet, “My sharein skies just ameasure/ |
must measure the edges | measure”, is matla; the last, “Ego! You're tested in
tougher times/ Tolerance in you is the measure’, makta. However, in his English
trandations, the pen-name/name, in the makta of the ghazal, is missing.

The theme of ghazals always remains love or unrequited love and Khullar’s
ghazals too are no exception to it. The same theme seemsto be therein his poems
aswell. | liked “Face No Face” (A tribute to Connie Culp, an American woman,
whose husband shot her in the face, leaving it completely disfigured. Later on,
doctors performed thirty plastic surgeries to give her a new face) from his * Other
Poems—I1". The poem isgiven below:

In face-less state

she creates monologue / the dream

which we ignored / to whom she talks

how she respires/ at moon’s halo

at dawn, broken up / how she scatters down

How sheremembers/ aprayer-likeface
we may not know! / you may not know!!
They may not know!!!

Thistimein her neck / prick your teeth
else her facewill be/ face-less—as such (‘ Face No Face' 76)

It evokes reader’s sympathy for the pain and agony that the woman bore due
to her cruel husband.

He has aready had approbationsfrom Sarah Miller of Yale University Press,
USA, James Houghton of OlympiaPublishers, London, Amit Garg from Gyan books,
Delhi, and Team Pirates, New Delhi. His poems have al so been published in Indian
Literature, Urdu Alive, Literary Herald, IIML, Cyber Literature, and Contemporary
Literary Review India. To me, he has ventured into a new genrein English in his
ghazals — “keeping in mind its radeef wherever possible without compromising
with soul of the poem/couplet” (9) and that is unique. The book isworth reading. |
also wish him successin histranslations like his original Urdu poems/ghazals.
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*Vishal Khullar: 381-C, Rajguru Nagar, Ludhiana — 141012; Mob.: 94636 81801;
Email: <vishal.khullar80@rediffmail.com>
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