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FOREWORD
BY
DR. L.M.SINGHVI, M.P, Senior Advocate,
LL.M.S.1.D., Honoris Causa LL.D., Litr., Nyayavachaspati;
Former High Commissioner for India in UK,

Giitanjali is a unique multi-lingual literary circle in Birmingham,
4 city known as the big heart of England with which | have had the
privilege of close association for many years.

A multi-lingual literary circle requires the liberal and larpehearted
disposition of a multicaliural perspective of society, A tribute is due
o those who founded Gitanjali and have nuriured and sostained i
through the years.

Born of compassionate commiseration and in poetic creativity,
Gritunjali has grown into a remarkable multi-lingoal literary group and
a forum of mulliculiuralism under the able. inspired and dedicated
stewardship of Dr. Krishna Kumar.

Gitanjali has built wonderful bridges of goodwill across linguistic
divides and has enriched the cultural life in Britain by means of linguistic
ﬁymhlmik and literury synergy. :

The present anthology is the fruit of many years of vibrant
and cultivated multi-lingual literary inferaction and participative endcavour
in the parden of Gitanjali. Each poet and his or ber work in this anthology
represents a shade of distinctive colour und blossoming of a fower
of special beauty and fragrance. Together, the poems and literary
expressions included in this welcome anthology make a beautiful parland
of Nowers and a veritable rainbow of colours. To behold that Ooral
bouguet in its colourful and lyrical diversity is a joy.

Ao Mgl

(L.M. Singhvi)
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Editorial

GITANJALI MULTILINGUAL LITERARY
CIRCLE, BIRMINGHAM

The word ‘Gitanjali’ conjures up images of Rabindra Nath Tagore
and his poetry. It is also the name of an Indian girl who died at the
tender age of sixteen leaving behind a legacy of deeply moving poems.

To celebrate her life and to promote her work, Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle was formed in Birmingham, U. K. The aims of this
group are enshrined in a leaflet known as “Gitanjali”. These are to
encourage young children to express their feelings, experiences, and
imagination through poetry and to open a hospital to provide
treatment to all children. It also helps to stimulate and cajole the older
generation into reviving their interest.

The multilingual nature of the group is really laudable. Poems are
written m a number of languages of the Indian sub-continent including
English. For the benefit of every one the gist of many of these poems
is also translated into English.

Gitanjali Multilingual Litarary Circle conducts a number of activities.
The group meets regularly and recites original poems, discusses
literary issues and supports each other by joining hands with other
groups ie. “Ahinsham”™ Manchester, “Hindi Samiti” London,
“Bhartia Bhasha Sargam™ York, “Sampad” Birmingham and many
more. A yearly Kavi Durbar is held wherein established international
poets are mvited.

In March 1998 the group, in collaboration with SAMPAD, organised
a unique programme called “Yuv Vam" in which children recited their
poems. In April 1998 we, in collaboration . with local Sant Nirankari



Mission and Sandwell Federation of Indians, organised a thematic
poetry programme on “‘why man who made the guided missile 1s
misguided”. In May 1998 the group also participated in Jubilee 2000
celebration on World Debt organised mainly by Christian Aid.

We have brought out a number of relevant publications from time to

time. In 1997 the group published an anthology in Hindi by
Priyamvada Devi Mishra and also in Apnl 1998 the group m
collaboration with SAMPAD published “Yuv Vani”, an anthology of
poems by young children.

Patrons of this group mclude august persons such as Dr. L. M.
Singhwvi, former High Commissioner of India in London , Mrs. Kamla
Singhvi, Mr. Ramesh Pandey, former Counsul General of India n
Birmingham and Mrs. Sudha Pandey. Dr and Mrs Singhvi have
succeeded in bridging the gap between East and West and are
singularly responsible for the birth of this group. Mr and Mrs Pandey
gave much needed initial impetus to activities of this group.
Gitanjali’s mother Mrs. Khushi Baddrudin of Mumbai has been a
distant patron,

We are indebted to valuable suggestions made by Dr. Raj Kumar of
Lucknow, a Poet and Psychiatrist. His comments and guidance have
been most helpful in improving the professional flavour of this
anthology.

In future progress will be focused on usual activities as well as
forming children’s wing of Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle.
The group also aspires to publish anthologies of individual members.

The Editorial Board



PREFACE

Rambow is a collection of poems by the members of Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle, Birmingham. Like the rainbow this
anthology is painted on the canvas of English by the silence between
the words of seven other languages of the Indian sub-continent. It
coniams orginal poems in Bengali, Gujerati, Hindi, Marathi, Punjabi,
Telugu and Urdu with their translation in English. It also contains
original poems in English.

The anthology truly cuts across the barriers of age, sex, religion, race
and political boundaries. It contains some moving poems of Rishav
Datt Agnihotri aged twelve and it also contains some thought
provoking poems of Priyamvada Devi Mishra aged seventy-seven. It
contams poems by Mubarka Mehta from Pakistan and also poems by
Kalpana Ganguly bom and brought up in East Africa , while majority
of poems are of people from India. The anthology is a cultural mix of
East and West. And as such it should appeal to people of all ages. In
most cases the poet or poetess who wrote the original poem has done
the translation in English. It is acknowledged that in some cases the
translation may not have done full justice to the original. However, it
will help readers to understand gist these poems.

A generous grant by the Arts Council of England, A4E, to support
our project PIP A POP (Poetry in Print and Poetry on Platform) has
been most helpful in publishing this anthology. The foreword by
Padmashree Dr.L. M .Singhvi, former High Commissioner for India in
London and currently Member of Parliament ( Rajya Sabha , India )
has added a further dimension to this anthology. An anthology of this
kind is truly an artwork of Gitanjali group and is dedicated to one and
all across the world in the name of Gitanjali who died at the tender
Age of sixteen.

Dr Krishna Kumar
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RAINBOW

Rishav Datt Agnihotri

Was born in 1987, plays football, hockey,
basketball and enjoys music. Takes part in all
forms of performing art but above all enjoys
writing poetry. Started writing poetry at the age
of five. On several occasions recited poetry on
stage organised by Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle. Rishav is impressed and
influenced by poems of Gitanjali.

11



RAINBOW

To My Beloved Father

With whom I share my last name.

He was gone before I came.

I do not really know him

With all my heart I vow him

When [ think about him

My feelings never doubt him

Tears stop in my eyes

My heart sinks, it does not nige

If he was alive

His love for me would jump and dive
He'd love me like any other dad

But

He was gone, Oh! My beloved dad

It makes me feel very sad

He can’t come back

It’s like getting the sack

Hz can’t express or confess any thing
He may want to do many many things
He is stuck in there where no-one would dare
He can’t say "Hr’

He can’t say ‘Bye™

He can cry but he would not know why
It is ike an arrow with no bow

Or a crow with no beak

It will be hard not to seek

I will love him with all my heart

| will make sure we will never be apart.

Rishav



RAINBOW

Just a Simple Brontosaurus

Long ago around 16 BC.

A dinosaur lived in a big teepee.

This was a big fat Brontosaurus,

Who always sang the same chorus.

She sang all night, she sang all day.

This 50 sad she had no pay,

One day her tummy was rumbling.

She felt dizzy and started tumbling.

She hated leaves and grass,

So she went to a health food class.

She heard meat and said ‘Ah’.

She went to the cliffs and shouted ‘Rah’.
She started eating and killing.

Every where blood was spilling.

She ate lots of meat.

In her mind it said eat eat eat.

She ate her children and her dad’s wife.
No one could believe she took their life.
But that was not all.

She ate every thing because she was tall
She found out all the dinosaurs were extinct
She asked herself am | the link?

Just a year later

She said, ** 1 can’t eat an alligator.

For a long time I will sleep.

That is a promise [ will keep.”

Now she has woken up in the 21" century
She looked through the trees and saw gently.
She did not know what she could eat

I will eat them! They are meat

She gobbled them all up.

She did not have water in a cup.

13



RAINBOW

She was very old as her brain went cold.

She sat down as her tummy was in pain.

It was so bad her eyes were about to rain,

But then she heard a crying sound.

She heard it all around.

She looked and saw she had babies.

They were so healthy they did not have rabbis.
When they were about nine or ten.

The whole thing happened again and again.
All us humans are a bunch of laughs.

Sad greedy desires are cutting us in half

But one day when we are in the dinosaur’s shoes.
We will know it is our tumn to choose.

Rishav

14



RAINBOW

Shifali Suenaina Saini

Started writing poetry at the age of fourteen.
The main souwce of inspiration being her
mother who used to write poetry a long time
ago. Her poems are mainly about life, love
and different types of human emotions.
Enjoys listening to music, still and video
photography. Poetry is a way in which she
expresses herself. On several nccasions read
poetry on the stage and on the BBC radio.
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RAINBOW

Translation

The World

The world has taught me to walk alone.
Even when | was hurt,
It taught me how to live alone.

What is the fault of the flowers
That grow among the thoms?
What 1s the fault of this heart,

That falls In love with hars.

Who says that the black cloud brings thunder
Who says that when the sun goes down, so do
The sailing boats.

I have seen , | have seen that when thunder
Comes, life is lost,

And [ have seen , | have seen that when the
Thunder goes a new life is bom.

Suenaina

17



RAINBOW

Titiksha Shah

Was born and educated in Maharastra State of
India. Since early 1980s lived in the U. K. and
worked hard to create awareness about
literature and culture of Indian sub-continent
Knows atleast half a dozen languages of India
and writes poems in Hindi and Gujerati
Keenly interested in music and theatre. Has
organised many programmes and actively
contributed to  activities of  Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle.
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RAINBOW

Translation

DREAMLAND

With the dawn creeping in,

The mist will disappear
World will come out of the slumber
Once again it will expand and linger.
Olord !Take me to an illustrous land

Or an illusionary land
Is there a aqualand
Where exist no roads nor streets?
Be it aqua palace or a royal palace
Angels be all around,

May lovers be on the ridges
And dreams on the ground !!
But in this dreamland,
Darkness is about to set in
With a curtain of filth and foul to slip in
Once again,

The dawn is about to creep in ...

Titiksha

21



RAINBOW

Krishna Kumar

Was born and educated in India and the
U. K. Has been writing poetry in Hindi
since 1954. In April 1995 established
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle in
Birmingham with a view to improve
harmony within the people speaking
different languages. Most of his spare
time is now used in promoting the aims
of the group and it’s members.

23
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RAINBOW

Translation

Has It Ever Been Easy ?

It is easy

To cut the mountains

And bring the stones down
It is also easy

To carve the stones

To make an idol

But -

It is’nt easy

To put life and soul

Into the idol

Having sold the contiousness
Lying in slumber

Is Mankind

Has it ever been easy

To awaken the man

Who has gone

Into such a sleep.

Krishna Kumar

25
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RAINBOW

Translation

Vishdhar

I

Drank the poison of the world
And kept on drinking

To the end.

Returned in equal measure
What ever I got

From this world.

The snake

Cast it’s skin

And slipped away
Frustrated and disappointed
As it’s venom was no match
To the poison

Of this world.

Krishna Kumar
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RAINBOW

Neel Kamal

Born and brought up in India,obtained his
degree of medicine from Patna medical
college. Practices both in India and also
in the U. K. Enjoys writing and reading
poetry in Hindi.
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RAINBOW

Translation

The Chain Of Hope

Like a smile of buds

The chain of hope

Tempts mankind

Towards it"s next moment
Like a lightning it shines

And then turns smoky

His eyes are ladden

When mankind is distressed
Always remain with you

All the time in this garden of life
Either be in dark

Or in light

It disappears in dying evening
But gives solace

To return again

It blazes in radiant rays

Of early morning sun.

K. Kumar

il



HAINBOW

Priyamvada Devi Mishra

Was born in 1924 in India, Has been
writing poetry im Hindi since her
childhood. Came to the U. K. in 1992 and
started rewriting poetry after nearly five
decades  having  joined  Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle. Recites
poems regularly on the stage. In 1977
published “Anubhootian”,a collection of
her poems in Hindi.
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RAINBOW

Translation

Looking in the mirror

You are looking in the mirror
At the faces of other people
But have you ever seen
Your own face in the mirror?
In the green pasture of other people
You are looking for a straw
But have you seen the barren spring
Of your own garden
Can you destroy the rays of sun
By rubbing them in your hands
Can you encapsulate
The fragrance of musk in your Aanchal?
Can you stop the advancing waves
By putting a wall around the sea
Can the dust of the path
Cover the brightness of the sun
Surrounded by moss and algae
Still the lotus flower looks elegant
A rose grows among the thoms
Still fills the garden with its fragrance
In the deep darkness of the night
The star and moon glitter
Similarly encircled by bad days and cruel times
Virtues will shine themselves

K.Kumar

Aanchal :That portion of saree which covers the breast of a women.
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RAINBOW

Siri Ram Sharma “Meeth”

Was born in Jullundher, India, in
1932. Having worked for nearly 33
years retired in November 1997. Has
been involved in creative writing
since 1952. Though writes mainly in
Urdu, he has written equally well in
Hindi and Punjabi. Established a
number of literary groups in India and
the U K. His poems have been
published regularly. His literary
activities have been revived after
having joined the Gitanjali group.



RAINBOW

Translation

Hindi Gazal

Thoughts of my unfaithful lover haunted me all night

When he came, | spent, all night, showing the wounds of my heart
The only companions to my lonely nights, were stars up in the sky,
Of course there was helpless darkness also standing by.

We are big hearted carefree lovers,we drink cups of poison full,
We spend days and evenings rejoicing, '

A night we sing songs of separation from lover.

Tears m my eyes have been destiny for ages,

But a momentary meeting with my lover made me hazy all night
Tears from my darkened eyes fall like ramdrops from dark clouds
They drop during the day, in the eveming and through out the night
I was sitting dressed like a bride and

My lover appeared dressed as bridegroom

“Meeth™ the poet had this dream, time and again throughout the night.

S.R.Sharma



RAINBOW

lgeal et

BT B 2 arg & T T ower JE I !
o aE FTem ey ser @ Eva fgwner wl o !

#F [Eichar Y1 @& wefi gv orver & aw & !
Fifrany &ary o off e By AN Ja !
g7 ey ¥ Reemer | [y & wer diq & !
fGar By 3evia ST T e [RasT awer s Jal
BE goir I Ry T @ e ey 21 ofjaer & !
[dey feer & ger & & @ Gyepren d T !

pod e & FRg e wE aw s & !
Rar & [nfSier wisr & Fonfsis Ay qwmen wf aa !

F & off weE geser @ Qg weaw gl !
g7 S G O & HGEn ARy @ Jew WA Ja!

T 91T T

Ehi



RAINBOW

Swaran Talwar

Teaching being the profession she
writes poetry as a hobby. Through
this medium she enjoys expressing
herself on various themes related
with human experience and emotions.
Has performed on the radio and also
on the television. On the stage took
part in poetry reading organised by
Gitanjali and other groups.
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RAINBOW

Translation

The pearl

| have lost the sense of time

And | do not know how long since”?
Deep seated at the bottom of sea,
Like a yogi in a state of trance.
Imprisoned in the dark dungeon,
Of a sea shell 1 am a beautiful pearl.

How 1 wish one day,

Some divers would search me

And bring me to the seashore

It would be to be released,

To be rebomn,rejuvenated and be free.

I would like to feel the warmth of fresh air,
| would hke to hear children’s laughter,

it would be fun to see them

running on the sand,

I would love to see the couples

walking hand in hand.

I would enjoy the beauty of golden sunrays
Falling on the blue sea.

I would love to see the silver moon rays,
Playving hide and seek with rising waves,

| do not wish to be set in a golden ring,

I do not crave for glamour and fame
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RAINBOW

Rama Joshi

Born and educated to postgraduate level in
India. Came to the U K. in 1968 and
gained some further qualifications Works
with Birmingham City Council as a Senior
Lecturer First Asian Justice of Peace (JP)
in Birmingham since [1973. Has been
writing short stories and poems in Hindi
since her college days. Her creative writing
was revived after having joined the Gitamali
group. Some of her poems have been
published in various literary magazines
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RAINBOW

Translation

All I wish is to be a part of
My lord Krishna's ankle chain,

To rejoice my freedom and
Think my life was not in vain,

Swaran Talwar
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RAINBOW

Translation

Foreign Dreams

Lofty dreams

Sweet dreams

Lost in a foreign land

Who can awaken these dreams?
Who can send for the lost dreams?
My thoughts

My wishes

How could strangers be friends
False dreams

Empty dreams

Is this how it will be

Life spent aimlessly

That 1s what will happen.

My dreams will

Follow me

My dreams

Will become me,

All beautiful dreams

Real and

My own.

Lofty dreams

Sweet dreams

Lost in a foreign land

Rama Joshi
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RAINBOW

Translation

Waiting

Far far away

My eyes

keep lookng for some one
keep waiting for the sound
Of some unknown footsteps
My being

Stays waiting

For some one at the door,

I leave open

Far far away

The doors of my heart

My fantasy

Treasures those moments
Moments

Which will brighten my soul
My ambitions

Far far away

Fly

To capture a golden future
A future

Which

1 know not when

How

And in what form

Will come

Far far away

My eyes

Keep looking,searching for some one.

Rama Josht
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Anvradha Sharma

Born in India and spent most of her hfe
in Himanchal Pradesh Arrived in the
. K. in 1966 and worked with social
services Has heen writing short stories
and poetry in Punjabi and Hindi from
the age of fifteen. Has written more
than 300 poems. Interested in
philosophy and all forms of performing
arts.
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Translation

Dew drops

For the briel delightful moment ol longings

Dew drops slecp all night long,

In a spell. unuil the morming dawns.

Completing it's hife-cy cle

Sometumes wrapped 1n a soft bed of green grass
Anaring swect dicams

As if cnfolded i her Lord's foet sheddmg tears
Shedding the tcars of haniss

Each tear wets the corc of dnv grass

Yet dinwshes 1is own existence  hope of love i imass,
Some hmcs strong m milhons. thes forunate

Single dewdrop succeeds it last.

Fullilling the mner tharst of the ovsicr

In no ume.fallmg from the shy 10 become a pearl
Which moulds into someonc’s bejewelled ring

And then shines with happiness.

Some where. adomed on tie {ace of Mowers.

With veaming for the fragrance spread upon cvon branch
With one swifi hope to shine like stars

Gets. trampled under the feet and vanishes.

It regrets in despair as the morning ascends,

So melting into moisture dishonourably

And some times. in the strange abandoned place.
Makcs oncscll cn hading it's lonchiness [rom oyver one
Existing from the sky. for mysicrious spell of odessy
Washes the earth with love,

Your life is far worse than a dew drop Oh Anu
Undesired.in loncliness. when.why and where

YOu see grieying away.

Anuradha Sharma
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Smita Najran

Born in Punjab. Brought up and
educated in Mumbai. Came to the U K
in 1964 and settled in Birmingham.
Always loved poetry and music
Involved in various community and
religious activities. ~ Started rewriting
poetry after 30 years having joined the
Gitanjali group.
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Translation

Gift

O ! beloved what could I offer you as a gift
What had been is no longer
How long will it last that which is now ?
That which didn’t exist could never be
Would this world remain for ever
Though we are different in appearance
Even so I am to be seen in you
Since 1 am not separate from you
I have lost all my identity in you
My body and mind is yours
And my life too is yours
What is there mine that remains
Which is no longer yours
Forgetting I only wish to exist for you
When [ no longer belong to myself

What then can I offer you as a gift

Vikas Najran
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Translation

Memories

Reasoning over and again
In seclusion with my restless mind
Yet it would not heed my wishes and
Continued to uproot buried memories
This mind has created a very fine web
A web in which my feelings are trapped
My dreams entangled and lost
My feeling are as delicate as petals
Unable to free from the surrounding thorns
Uncontrollable as the tides of ocean
Are my tears
Trying forcefully to hold them back
At the corner of my eyes
Sailing on the waves of these memories
I have been so long
But no shores in sight
Those close to me found cause to complain
So strangers then would remain as strangers
~ " What use is there for all this now
Better these lips remain sealed.

Vikas Najran
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Varinder Rana

Was born and brought up in Punjab in
India. Came to the U. K. some fifteen
years ago and settled in Birmingham.
Enjoys writing and reading humorous
poetry in Punjabi and also in Hindi.
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Varinder Rana

Was bomn and brought up in Punjab in
India. Came to the U. K. some fifteen
years ago and settled in Birmingham.
Enjoys writing and reading humorous
poetry in Punjabi and also in Hindi.
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Translation

Madness of Marriage

Will some one help me get married ?

How does it feel to be nagged by your wife?
Will some one help me get married 7

[ feel like arguing with my wife

Some times I will get beaten

Some times I will get food,build up my health
Please let me find out

Will some one help me get married ?
Whether 1 get food ,or I get beaten

1 will do the vacuum cleaning

Just help me get married

Will some one help me get married ?

I will wash clothes; 1 will wash dishes
Make me lucky

Please show me that day

Will some one help me get married 7

All my life 1 have listened to BBC radio
Now let me listen to my wife

Ewven if it is sarcastic comment.

Will same one help me get married ?

Varinder Rana * Tandu’
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Amrat Kumar Patel

Born, brought up and educated in
Gujarat State of India.  Worked in
contracting industries of the U K. for
nearly 30 vears. Published two novels
“Malti” and “Golden Moon™ both in
Gujarati. Has written more than 300
poems in Gujarati and English. A regular
contributor to activities of Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle
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Translation

The Broken Sitar

Oh! Don’t cry over me seeing me forlorn,
Only for other’s pleasure, 1 was born.
Oh! Don’t shed your tears, seeing me broken,
Look at me yet to be disheartened.
Oh! Don’t shut your eyes in sadness,
Don’t call its night seeing little darkness
Lonely may be; in my bleak time,
But still my ears ring with sweet rhymes,
Then why should be 1 bemoan?
Now that only strings is broken!

I played the best
Many songs with my masters,
These broken strings inpast
Danced with many magic fingers
Now it's broken;So what?

1 still enjoy,recalling my past.

Amrat Kumar Patel
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Translation

UTOPIA

Alone | was with beauty all around,
In my dream seeing a perfect world.
See the Old World that turns around,
Once violence, hate and fear abound.

Colours and races have long since passed
Peace and harmony is here at last,
See the clouds moving,

See the darkness fast fading.

The moon shining brightly,
Casting its silvery beams happily.

Across the sky which is blue,
Oh God! 1 hope it’s all-true!

Amrat Kumar Patel
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Translation
WHIRLPOOL

A whirlpool of dust forms

But today mind is a sea of whirlpool
Is this a sign of an impending storm
Or a rendering of a hurting vein 7

Perhaps a premonition of Titiksha’s heart b

Titiksha
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Translation

The Truth

In a hurricane of thoughts
Birds nest have dispersed,

The fair of trees and leaves lay scattered
Torn are the walls of this heart
Words stolen from the lips
When bushes and gardens withered away,
Alas, Truth dawned in Titiksha’s way

Titiksha

75



RAINBOW

Praful Amin

Bomn in Gujarat,India and lived in the
U K for more than three decades.
Teacher by profession but now involved in
banking services. Actively involved in all
forms of  soal activities in
Birmingham Poetry is his passion and
promotes work of other literary people
Has developed a new style of poetry
writing based on Garbha dance tunes.
Published poems in various anthologies.
Writes equally well in Gujarati and
English languages
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Translaton

Neither did I chant “ Ram,Ram * nof did I meditate

Yet while I was simply playing, 1 met him,

Yes [ met him, half way on the road

1 did not waste my time on Universal abstract:

I simply kept on moving

Across the woods and plains of the world.

While roming I realised the Universal spirit.

I met ram simply while playing in the field.

True I can’t keep the rhythm;

True I have not melodious voice

Yet like a tree, 1 kept on humming

[ met ram simply while playing in the field

And in that humming I learnt Vedas ( the sacred
book)

In that joyful humming I met lord Krishna

And the master of music and the dance Lord Shiva.
I met ram simply while playing in the field.

Praful Amin
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Malini Deshpande

Interested in reading and writing from
childhood days. Commenced publishing stories
in Marathi in children’s magazines. In later life
the interest widened to include Hindi and
Bengali languages and literature culminating in
Hindi and Bengali broadcasts. Marathi readers
were introduced to the translations of Bengali
literature in Marathi magazines. Since joining
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle restarted
writing and reading in Marathi. Have recited
poems on the stage organised by the group.
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Translation
Echo

The bells ring in the church

As they do in the temple

Allah’s name echoes in the mosque
We all say there is only one God
Then why all this discord?

Malini Deshpande
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Translation

We are alone

Mo one belongs to any one

Every one is looking after themselves
And sing their own praises

In this world we are alone!

Think one self as great and wise

Others to be imbeciles

Profiteering form the poor

With ever widening gap!

If you have kudos, take a seat

Or else take a hike!

Money spins, money talks

Imagine the place without it.

The more the wealth the more the respect
Where labour has no place

But the happiness appears to be a mirage
Still carry on demanding privileges
Under the influence of wealth!

Malini Deshpande
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Madhavi Honap

Born and educated in the Maharastra
State of India. Was encouraged by
her father and a teacher to write
poetry at a very young age. Some
work has been published in the
Indian newspapers and magazines.
After joining the group restarted
writing poetry after many years and
since then has taken part in many
programmes of the group.
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Translation

All women have to go ahead

We hanve 1o go ahead We have to go ahead .

Hold hands of the women

who are around you.

Think about the women

who worked so hard for you.

But let us have only one thought in our mind

We have to go ahead. We have fo go ahead

Give support 10 women

who need you.

Take advice from the women

who are ahead of vou.

Let us work on the basis of give and take Jbecause

We have to go ahead, We have 1o go ahead.

Hold on for a minute have a bite to cal,

Look behind how far vou have walked.

Look ahead how far vou have to walk, because
You have to forgel vesierday’s sunset,

Think about tomorrow 's sunrise because,
LADIES DON'T STOP NOW |

We have to go ahcad. We have 1o go ahead.

(This poem was written for a special Compaign on violence against women
25" May 1994)

Madhavi Honap
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Translation
Comparisons

| watched my grand child sleep
And I envy that
He 15 being fed and nurtured by his parents
Whilst | must look after myself.
When he crawls they smile
And when he falls they pick him up
When | walk slowly and painfully no one watches
And when I am tired no one cares.
When he takes his first step
The laughter and joy fills the air
But as [ totter on unsteady legs
They, laugh but not with joy
As his teeth appear one by one |
is told how clever he is
But as mine disappear they laugh in derision
When he holds the hand of his parents
He goes where he pleases
Whilst I am led.
Perhaps child when you grow up
You will help me to walk, to talk and to see.

PERHAPS

Madhavi Honap
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Translation

Punjabi Gazal

Since this mean life got used to sharp thoms of worries

The smile that the springtime brings has faded away from its memones.
Dear friend let us forget our differences and create harmony

This world is full of hatred; it knows not what love 15

Yesterday, a princess from high royalty embraced a labourer

She rejected the throne, and became the headline of newspapers

I wonder if we two can be compatible in life,

Because my worry is my hunger, and your worry is your make up
A true lover risks everything and always stays true to his word
He pays no attention to unfaithfulness of the partner

All those we come across are sweet tongued but bad at heart
They don’t know the true worth of a friend like MEETH.

Siri Ram Sharma MEETH
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Translation

True Warriors

He who gets battered by his wife, but still
He does not tire, that is the real warrior.
Even after being beaten by the rolling pin,
He does not scream, that is the real warrior.
He who get diarrhoea after being shouted at
By his wife , Like Tandu real warrior is that
He is the real warrior

Who does not say any thing

Without his wife’s permission.!

He is the great warrior

Who faints when his wife stares at him once!
He who gets battered by his wife but still
He doesnot tire , that is the real warrior
That is the real warrior.

Varinder Rana * Tandu’
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Anuradha Rakhit

Anuradha is an amateur writer,
expressing her thoughts sometimes in
Bengali and sometimes in English.
Her writings are mainly for personal,
therapeutic purposes but she wants
them to be a genuine expression of
universal human experience.
Through her writings, Anuradha tries
to communicate on a personal level
feelings of loss and sadness, joy and
happiness.
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Translation

Home

[ was searching for a way to my home
Part of me was happy-full of hopes and dreams
The other part was sad; full of dreams
I know that my home is at the end of this horizon
But where , where is the way 7
I want to go along the path
The path carpeted with wild flowers,

The path adored with thousands of fireflies’light’
The path stretching endlessly towards the mysterious and
unknown horizon.

Can I not find my home at the end of that path,
Even in my dreams ?

Anuradha Rakhit
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Sekhar Nath Basu

Born in Culcutta |, India , and resident
in the U.K. for the last three decades .
Physician by occupation but poet by
obsession. Published an anthology
of Bengali poems and produced an
audio cassette to go with it . An active
member of Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle Birmingham .
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Translation

| have never seen a tree
Changing its distance

In happiness and sorrow.

I have never seen a tree

Swollen with pride

For its fruits and flowers

I have never seen a tree
Crying for its shed leaves

I have never seen a tree

Refreshing shelter to any bird

I have never seen a tree
Forgetting its own roots

| have never seen a tree
Setting fire to another tree

Lord
You have made me human being
And seen enough of my shortcomings
Now
O lord,please

Transform me into a tree

Sekhar Nath Bose
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Mubarka Mehta

Bom in Lahore (India), now m
Pakistan, and educated in Peshawar.
Started writing short stories and
poetry at an early age. Some stories
were read on the Peshawar radio.
Lived in the U. K. since mid 1960s,
Her poetry reflects the expenence
and observations of daily life
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Translation

Helplessness

My eyes see and my soul trembles,

Thereis helplessness to be seen every where
Mmﬁﬁﬁﬁmhﬂwmdﬂﬁdﬁm

Their expectations were similar to those of a farmer.

The harvest time came, stores were filll,
T}mm“HEMMmaﬁﬂsﬂnybduged

Whatever they had thought for themselves never materialized.
All faces have the same story to tell,

Deep in their heart, they suffer from the same illness

With love and tendemess, they brought up their childrer,

How cruel the circumstances, they wese lost in darkness.
Sﬁﬂﬂemdm&gofﬂﬁrdﬂckmkﬂqnﬁmaﬁm
A!ﬂﬂﬂaﬂrﬁ‘ﬁﬁﬁd&mﬁﬁrﬂyﬁrﬁehﬁk}b&tﬁﬁﬁm@d.
Their loved one has again not come home to show his face.

S.R.Sharma “Meeth”
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Aravinda Rao

Bomn and educated in Hyderabad in the
State of Andhra Pradesh of India. Has
been writing poetry since childhood.
Inspired mainly by Padmashree Dr.C.
Narayana Reddy an eminent poet from
South India. Scientist by profession but
poetry and music is her passion. Since
the beginning contributed regularly to all
programmes of the group and recited
poems in Telugu and also in English.
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RAINBOW
Hey ! Painter

Hey!Painter! open your eves and look around!
The nature vou depend upon so much hasdisappeared
Don’t be sad and sorrowful !

That nature you seek for is me |
I am an embodiment of nature!

The darkness of night
is hiding in my hair,
And golden dust of sunsrays
15 decorating my body!

My saree has taken
the blueness of the oceans
and as its bord-r
the green of nature!

The silvery clouds have been
absorbed into my anklets
And the rustle of the breeze
entrapped in my bangles!

The brightness of lightening
IS nOW in my eyes and
the elegance of my body oozes
the essence of all emotions!

So! Hey! Painter! Open vour eyes
Don’t be surprised. . ..and look around!
I'am your nature and I am vour art!

Aravinda Rao

111



RAINBOW

Kalpana Ganguly

Born and brought up in East Africa
where she was a teacher for a number
of years. Came to U. K. over 20
years ago. Apart from being a civil
servant, involved in  various
community projects but love for
poetry reigns supreme. One of the
founding members of the group and
has recited poems on the stage on a
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RAINBOW

Undiminished Love

My love will not be frozen
In marble-monument
Nor will I have a garden
Of * forget-me—nots
Nor will I write an immortal sonnet
For memorials are for the forgotten ones.
Therefore, I will not build a sacred shrine
Nor I will I cultivate a garden
Which changes with season.
My love for you has no need of statement
As you are in every breath
That 1 take.

Kalpana Ganguly
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Mother’s Day

Mothering Sunday is here again
Says a mother at Dunblane
Alas! There won’t be my darling
For whom my heart to day is yearning

Who was this in human form ?
Was he villain or a Satan
Asks the mother at Dunblane
Why Oh Lord, why this Satan
Chose little angels innocent
Answers we have not, nor solution
All we can but mourn

With you O Mother at Dunblane.

Kalpana Ganguly

Note: This poem refers to 4 shooting incident in which on
13 th March 1996 Thomas Hamilton shot dead 16 children

teacher in Dunblanc Primary School in Scotland.
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Woman........

And |, bom from the eve of storm, cried loud.
Plagued by my own heart,
Came tumbling down with thunderous roar.
Cirching in my own beam,
I searched for places to hide,
Darkest comers revisited,
Only to burst out in a fire-ball,
Blinded by my own light.
I was the one, who took voyages,
In ships that sail n our mind,
Leaving loved ones far behind.
| was the one, who got weather-beaten.
Tossed and tumed on frothy woes.
Ship-wrecked, marooned on an island of desires.
Stubbom, relentless, unconquered,

I lay there like mother earth,
Impregnated with seeds of creation.
Bursting out on first opportunity,

In a ranbow of colours, 1 stood alone,
Cradling humanity, forever to come,
Creating, caring, supporting, sharing,
Enigmatic? Yes. Playful? May be!

But certainly not a play-thing
Mock me not as weaker sex
[ will rise again and again,

From my own ashes like a dead Phoenix.
Who gave this woe to my name?

In this man-dominated world, | am the woman,
Power absolute, Kingmaker, not mere a king

Shail Agarwal
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A Mind’s Journey ..........

Standing in the runnels by the jetty
I watch the blue- black Sea sweeping over beaches
It’s foam like colours of anger
Stroking the golden sand
It’s wave like imprisoned emotion
Breaking out in an unintelligible song.

Patches of morning mist spreading flattering veils
Over my scars of misery and loneliness.
The terrain of my own darkness unsteady with thoughts
Slip away to sea again
As | search in vain
For the freedom and the rhythmic grace.

With the quivering flame of my blow - torch
I search for an entrance
Into the past from within the present.

Anuradha Rakhit
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You Say......

You say I don’t see
What you mean!
When you say you don’t love me
Nor will you ever long for me!
You say | don’t see
What you mean!
When you say our time together was a waste
And those sweet nothings you have whispered
Were in a haste !
You say I don’t see What you mean!
When you say that you never want to see me
And those arms of yours will never reach out for me!
Then why is that .. ..
When you are in a crowded room
Those eyes which are full of gloom
Light up when they see me
And leap through the crowd to hug me!
You say I don’t see what you mean
But. you see . .. I do see what you mean!

Aravinda Rao

120



RAINBOW

Anjali Sinha

Born and educated in Delhi and the U K. Has
been writing poetry since her childhood. Her
poems are full of philosophy of hfe and
mysticism. Has performed on All India radio
and television and also on the BBC radio in
the West Midlands. Has been a regular
contributor to  activities of  Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle.



RAINBOW

Voice From Eternity

When | sat one day in silence

[ found myself secretly travelling

In the paths of my mind

To find mysteries of past memories

Amidst the silence I heard the slight whisper
I asked, where vou come from?

It said from eternity

It was a hungry call

From some one called God

On my way I met so many

Parents, brothers, sisters and friends

But all of them were illusions past and dead
When 1 was tired and thirsty

I received care from the voice of eternity
Into the person called God at last | swaged
Then 1 realised it was here from where my
Journey began.

Anjali Sinha



RAINBOW

Answer At Dawn

The king of the sky, marched with its red hunter
And drove away the gruesome dark

| awoke in that mom

And wondered where the night has gone
Have the glittering stars

Cleared their path

On seeing the prince of the universe

Or, has the sky blushed

After beholding its lord.

Truly, I received no answer

Suddenly I heard a whisper

Uttered softly in ears

This 1s the promised mom

That your lonely heart has waited all along
Do not look far, do not look beyond

When ever you are sad, depressed and forlom.
Following every nightly terror,

There is a lovely mom

Write a fresh page

In the book of your life every day

But when ever threatened by the gloomy dark
Do not tear apart

For you shall always find the answer at the dawn.

Anjali Sinha
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Vasundharaiv Kutumbakam

Vasundharaiv Kutumbakam Vasundharaiy Kutumbakam
I come from Bharatbhom
Now England is my home
The land I like and love
I'd like to be its dove
England, Wales and Scotland
Comprise this lovely island
Island home , Bharatbhom
Both are my Mabhom
Your mountains and the trees
The rivers and the seas
The Ganges and the Thames
Himalavas, Ben Nevis
Their soft and gentle brecze
And blowing icy freeze
O how long to feel |
1 want to touch your feet
[sland home . Bharatbhom
Both are my Mabhom
I ask that flowing cloud
Please wake my message round
East, West, North and South
“"cause you always wander around
And your voice is very loud
With a thunder you rain down
Please drive my message home -
This world is just one home
Island home ., Bharatbhom
This world is Global home
Island home . Bharatbhom
Both are my Mabhom

Praful Amin
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