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Dr. Krishna Kumar

Dir. Krishna Kumar was born in Indiain 1941 and has
lived in Birmingham since 1980, He is an engineer by
profession but poetry is his passion. He has taught in
many countries and has published more than 40
technical papers and a technical book. He took an
carly retirement in August 2004,

Dr. Kumar's poems have been published in many
anthologies and magarines in the UK. He has
published three anthologies in Hindi and also edited
three anthologies on multilingual poems with their
translation in English. He has recited poems on a
number of occasions inthe UK, USAand also in India.

[, Kumar established, in 1995 a multilingual poetry
group, "Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle”, to
promete harmony  and understanding between
cultures through languages. The group strives to
encourage the children as well as adults to express
their emotions in writing and also on the platform.

Dr. Kumar was the Chairman of the Organising
Committee for the V1 World Hindi Conference held in
1999 in London. He also participated in Jubilee 2000,
along with other members of the group and
contributed poems on "World Debe". Dr. Kutriar,
through BBC Asian Network has promoted poetry
and story writing and has created an audience of
poetry lovers.

During the 10th anniversary year of Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle, in 2005 Dr, Kumar was
instrumental in succesfully organising an "
International Multilingual Symposium” in
Birmingham UK. Dr Kumar is the recipient of many
honours and awards in the UK and India,
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Foreword

Prof. Indra Nath Choudhuri

Wherever Indians have gone and settled, they have created a mim
India in that country. Britainis also not an exception. Here inevery
major city where Indians live. many of them write poetry relating it
to two homes and two cultures simultaneously -the culture of origin
and the culture of adoption. Here in Britain also they write and
speak in different Indian languages and do emphasize that
multilingualismis an all pervading element of the Indian psyche. 1
am happy that under the editorship of Dr. Krnishna Kumar, Mrs.
Chitra Kumar and Mrs. Rama Joshi the 'Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle' has brought out this anthology of multilingual
poetry with their translation/gist in English of poets living in
different parts of England. One can see bi-cultural pull in these
poems and the creation of a new culture which finally emerges in

their writings.

All these poets, while writing on different themes, have shown the
propensity to keep the ties with one's native land and at the same
time romanticize it and develop new bonds within one's adopted
homeland. Theirtexts themselves are journeys between source and
target cultures, between homelands and the current place of abode

or in other word des/pardes or imaginary homelands'.



In this diasporic poetry written in different Indian languages,
sometimes the poets feel homeless in their new home or
nostalgically think of their homeland which they have left or create
an imaginary homeland where they live and articulate many issues
emotional or otherwise which they confront in this imaginary
homeland. These poets in their narrative carry the inscriptions of
their complex perspectives perspectives that are simultaneously
shaped by their ethnicity, gender, migrancy and post coloniality.

During my sojourn in different countries England, Europe and
America what | have realised that these writers of Indian languages
both young and middle aged bring out literary journals, publish
books of poetry or fiction of distinction and arrange literary
gatherings and struggle hard to remain at the centre of literary
attention and feel extremely disappointed by seeing almost total
apathy towards their writings in the homeland historiography. The
division between writings produced from within India and Indian
diasporic writings is quite sharp in India. Let us not forget that
diasporic writings are invariably concerned with the individual's or
community's attachment to the centrifugal homeland, It 1s in this
context | suggest that Indian literary world should with open arms
create an organic connection among the diasponic subjective self
and Indian creative world and follow the objectivised policy of
welcoming one and all into its literary fold which will not denote
hegemony but solidarity for creating a self fulfilling integrative
world. I congratulate the editors for bringing out a multilingual
collection of poetry of different Indian languages with their

translation in English of high merit and magnitude.



Dedication

Kavya Tarang is dedicated to all, past and present,
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle members who
have contributed to the progress of the group. It is also
dedicated to all those who believe in the concept of

lingual harmony for unity and peace.



Dr. Ajay Tripathi

Dr. Ajay Tripathi was born in New Delhi where he had his early
education. He completed his MBBS and MS (Ophthalmology)
degrees from Medical College Rohtak, India. Thereafter he
completed his double FRCS (Ophthalmology) from the Royal
College of Surgeons in Edinburgh and Glasgow m 1998. Since
April 1999 he is working in Birmingham as an Eye surgeon. He
has presented and published many papers in international meetings
and journals. Ajay started writing poems in Hindi during his
college days about fifteen years ago. Some of his poems have been
published in reputed magazines in India. Since joining Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle his creative writing has got a new lease
of life. Ajay has recited his thought provoking poems on a number

of public platforms.
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I have come

| have come

to the city of oppressed and depressed

to sell some dreams and to entertain those
who, though living, look like dead.

[ have brought some glitter of hope
for the eyes deprived of all light,

I have brought some clothes

for naked and fragile skeletons.

I have come to provide

a happy ending,

to the life story depicted by
wrinkled and worried faces.

I have come from my home

as a dew drop,

to destroy myself and give some respite

to burning and deserted unsuccessful lives.

Where religion has sown hatred
and rivers are full of blood,

| have come to such a place

to plant some flowers.

Today, 1 will lift

the mountain of Govardhan on my finger
and give a message of liberation from
oppression and sufferings.

Make me Sheshanaga

and churn the ocean of life

keep the nectar to yourself

I have come only to remove the poison from lives.

Translation -3- Ajay Tripathi



Until you resist

the oppressor will continue his tyranny,
arise together and revolt

| have come to encourage vou.

You vourself are Partha,"and also Gudakesha®
it is you who has to fight the battle

this life is the battle field like Kurukshetras#
and I am here only to guide you.

Think what is right

Think what is good

You are Chandragupta’ ™" and | am Chanakya""’
This is what I have come to tell you.

*Mythological reference, when Lord Krishna lifted the mountain of
Govardhana on his finger so as to protect his people

**Mythological reference, when Gods and Devils churned the ocean,
while Lord Vishnu slept on thousand headed snake-Sheshnaga.

" The names for Arjuna

## The battle field of Mahabharata

" The famous historical student- teacher relation

Translation -4- Ajay Tripathi
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I still remember...

I still remember

Those streets

That courtyard

That joyous, lowing river
That intoxicating wind
And that lovely forest.

The trees were rather tall

Almost hiding sky from the view

And they were pierced by sun rays
Whereafier, pieces of brightness and shades
Used to play together on that soil,

In that courtyard, oh grandma

You used to feed me well

And used to teach me lessons of morality

And humanity

Passing on valuable teachings

Through simply told stories

Teaching me to respect all humans and religions.

I used to live a simple life there
Filling my childhood with innocence
Those swings on the trees

How can | forget

I used to get immense happiness
From the smallest things in life.

Then a day came

When | had to leave you

To go to get educated

And achieve something in life

The wrinkles of your face were restless
Those kind eyes had tears

1 left you and since then

This life has become an endless journey.

Translation -7- Ajay Tripathi



When did | leave behind

Those toys and games of childhood
When did | come so far away from vou
1 don't remember

Do you still remember me

When I am not close to me

[ don't know.

The place where I reached
Was strange indeed

There was no truth to be seen
Vices were prevalent there
At that time

The teachings you gave me
In childhood

Stood me in good stead

And somehow | survived

In this cruel world,

Now that | have achieved few things
The village seems to be calling me
When | reached here

Everything seems to have changed
No one can tell me

Where they put you to rest

Where are you oh my grandma
Where are you oh my teacher
Where are you oh my precious possession
Where are you

| repent the day 1 left you.

It is better

To stay in your own courtyard
To play in your own streets
To play in the river

And enjoy the winds

The time once gone

Never returns

And we keep on searching
Our roots

Chur courtyard

Our streets.

Translation -2

Ajay Tripathi



Dr. Anuradha Rakhit

Dr. Anuradha Rakhit was born in Kolkota (India) and has lived in
the U.K. for the last three decades. A retired teacher who likes to
write poetry to express feelings of loss and sadness, joy and
happiness. She writes in English as well as Bengali (Native
Language). She is very active member of Gitanjali Multilingual

Literary Circle, Birmingham since the beginning.
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Fulfillment

IF you want to finish counting all the stars in the sky in one night
You will be disappointed.

11 you want 1o run as fast as the gust of wind

You will be exhausted.

If you want to imitate the melancholic chirping of a nightingale
It will be of no avail.

If you want to earn an accolade by counting the waves of the sea all day long
You will be despondent,

If vou want me to lose the serenity of my heart and soul

You will be dispirited.

IF you want to fathom the depth of my love

You will lose yourself completely,

Instead

You fieel the calmness of the sky and the stars,

You accept the power of the wind,

You mesmerize yourself with the tune of the nightingale,

You realize the inundating nature of the waves,

You be drenched in the nectar of my affection and forgiveness,
And have faith in the intensity of my love.

Omnly then

You will find happiness and peace

And be able to become mine forever.

Bengali & Translation - 10- Anuradha Rakhit
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Gift

When you came to me

I remained silent without asking you anything,

Or expressing my deep feelings for you.

[ noticed the sad expressions of your eves

But still | turned my face around from your gaze,

My empty heart was unable to offer you anything

But

Did vou not realize my unexpressed. unuttered pangs of agony?
I know now that you came to offer me

Your unbounded love without expecting anything in return.
If I have offended you unknowingly

Please, please do not judge me harshly.

Just fill my heart to the brim with your love

To make sure that my heart 1s just for you, for you only.

Bengali & Translation =11 - Anuradha Rakhit



Go and Open the Door

Go and open the door

Look at the shadow of the moon

Hanging pale over the water

And celebrate that darkness

Like a butterfly of flame in the mirrors of your mind.

(o and open the door

Look at the glowing sky

Taking on light from the sun

Embrace that light at daybreak

Like a woman who once danced at ebbing tide.

Gio and open the door

Step out onto the unknown

Through the cold stethoscope of fear
Listen to your inner voice

And translate that fear into Love.

Go and open the door

Whisper the words of Love and Hope

To the hollow wind

And let it carry them through the shimmering leaves
Like an imaginary sweepstake.

Go and open the door

Love, the empty silence within,

The great absence in our lives,

Comes unexpectedly

And welcome those eternal footprints of Hope and Love.

English -12- Anuradha Rakhit



It's good to be Alive

The air was soft but tense

At the consulting room the doctor gave me the news
Like a matter of fact way.

All my hopes and aspirations

Vanished in a moment

Like a slow, suspended skeins of smoke.

Life seemed meaner

My mind filled with unimaginable grief

The burden of sorrow began to slide sideways down.

Fear came but faith lingered on

Moments swept by me like the wind

[ had no idea what was closed in Fortune's fingers
Time will be the best judge of that.

English -13 - Anuradha Rakhit



Mrs Aravinda Rao

Mrs. Aravinda Rao is a scientist with deep interest in the Arts and a
flair for poetry. She has been writing poems in both English and
Telugu (Native language) for some years. She is an enthusiastic
member of Gitanjali. She writes about a wide variety of subjects,
and takes many examples from daily life. Many of her poems are
reflective of nature, concerned with guestioning the nature of life
and the self, and learming to love nature and realising the

omnipotence of God.
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God and Man

Oh! God! You have created me
With such patience
With such perseverance
With such kindness
With such fondness

When you placed me
On this earth
So full of colours
So full of others.

With fears in my heart
And tears in my eyes
| looked at you and said,
“What do | do here?
Where do | go from here?”

God smiled and said,
“Move with these moving people,

Run along with the changing seasons,

Walk along those tedious paths,
Learn to love Nature's wonders!™

“But if my journey
Takes me to unknown lands
How do | see You?
When can [ talk to You?”

God smiled and said,
“You might forget me but
My child, | do not forget you!
| can see you night and day,
I will come for you one day.”

Translafion - 16-

Aravinda Rao
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A Unique Picture

I painted a picture!
Yes! | painted a picture!
A picture full of excellence,
A picture full of power,
A picture full of love,

A picture so very graceful,

A picture so full of nectar.

It has no green trees,
It has no red tulips,
It has no dark clouds,

It has no haunting eyes,

It has no waterfalls,

It has no heavy storms.
In this enchanting picture,
There are only two shapes,

Two lovely hearts,
One mine and one thine!

Translation - 18-

Aravinda Rao



WHO AM 17?

Whoam| ?
| asked myself !

You are our daughter
My parents said,

You are our sister
My sisters and brothers said,

You are my wife
My husband said,

Your are my mother
My son said,

You are our friend
My friends said,

If that is my only identity,
Thenlamnotl !

Whoam 17
I ask myself !!

English - 19 - Aravinda Rao



English

Blank Page

My life was a blank page
Before I met you
As [ have never met
Anyone so exciting !

My life has been a blank page
Since | have met you
As I have been too busy
To write anything on it !

My life remains a blank page
Now that you have left me
As | cannot think of
Writing anything on it !

220 -

Aravinda Rao



Dr. Bimal Pal

Dr. Bimal Pal was born in 1949 in Purulia, West Bengal (India) and
had his early education in a boarding school and then studied
medicine in Kolkota. He is now settled with his family in Walsall. A
general practitioner by profession, he has keen interest in poetry,
gardening and music. After joining Gitanjali Multilingual Literary
Circle, Birmingham, Dr. Pal has recited his poems in Bengali at a

number of places within the U.K.



God which is one.undivided & eternal truth becomes evident
through various forms & in various aspects of personality under
different names. However they all represent the same eternal
truth.They exist only to promote positive philosophy in life. The
eternal truth is apparent when evil is destroyed & goodness shines
through.Hence there needs to be dedication towards the divine
path.

Bengali & Gist -22- Bimal Pal



PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE- Life is a journey and this poem describes the
philosophical aspirations of the human mind as it progresses through this
odyssey. At first there is a constant yearning to be righteous. This is then
surpassed by a desire to be selfless and helpful just like the full moon so
generously gives us light in the darkness of night and the tree contributes
to our welfare. This sense is followed by endless universal questions & a
craving for enlightenment. Finally one realises that this world 1s nothing
but a stage & one's role in this play may end at any time, but the end can
lead to the goal only with total surrender to God.

I
tud

Bengali & Gist Bimal Pal
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Physical manifestation or realm that we see in the cosmic nature
is merely an echo of the infinite truth often called God.

Bengali & Gist 24 Bimal Pal
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This poem looks at the gross corruption & deceit that occur in
politics. It focuses on a congregation where to start with, there
seems to be a feeling of unity & warmth. However as the meeting
proceeds quite a negative picture emerges when arguments,
conflicts & bickering become apparent. The situation becomes
worse when even a most dishonest leader with his supporters
mesmerises the masses. It is shocking & impossible to accept when
the masses applaud these so called leaders disregarding their
shameful acts. Finally the poem focuses away from the gathering to
the river bank where another beautiful world of peace & bliss
CXIStS.

Bengali & Gist -25- Bimal Pal



Mrs Chanchal Jain

Mrs. Chanchal Jain was born and brought up in the Punjab State of
India where she completed most of her education. She came to
Birmingham m 1966 and gained further qualifications from
Birmingham University in 1978, A teacher by profession but has
also worked in many other sectors in the U.K. She has been writing
and reciting poems from her school days. After joining Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle, Birmingham in 2001 her writing has
taken a new turn. She is the current President of Indian Ladies Club
Birmingham.
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The Waves of the Ocean

The moon is shining in the sky
The waves of the ocean

Are glittering like silver
Under the bright moonlight

Cool breeze i1s blowing
The waves of the ocean
Are rising and falling
Coming and going
Touching my feet

As | stand all alone

On the sandy beach

| feel inner joy and happiness
To see the tranquil ocean
And the waves shining like
The clusters of diamonds
Under the magical moonlight

I am spellbound

| feel as if

The moonlight is

Trying to pierce through
The surface of the ocean
Trying to measure

The depth of the ocean
Or trying to find out
Whether there's a storm
Brewing!

Translation -25- Chanchal Jain



The storm!

Will it rise above the surface of the ocean?

Will it disrupt the tranquillity of the universe?
Will it cross the boundaries of the nations?
Create havoc and destroy the peace of the world?
Who knows?

The moon is waning

The moonlight is getting fainter

The sky is enveloping a canopy of clouds
Waves glittering like diamonds

Are getting darker and stronger

Coming faster and faster

To embrace and take me

To the depths of the ocean

Sitting still on the wet sand

Lost in a world of my own

I'm counting the encountering waves
Asking countless questions

But in vain

No one can answer me
Neither the waves of the ocean
Nor the depth of the ocean
Neither the sky

Nor the earth

Or the beach

Where I'm sitting alone
Counting countless waves

Translation -20. Chanchal Jain
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The City of Mumbai

The poem 'Mumbai Ki Ek Jhalak' is about this well-known City
which has the rich splendour of high-rising buildings. Foot-paths
along those buildings are used by many poor residents who run
their meagre businesses to ¢arn their livelihood.

The noise of the high-pitched salesmen and the traffic is over-
powering. The over-crowded roads with cars, taxis, scooters,
rickshaws and wheel-barrows convert three lanes into five or six,
and the people are eager to get outof the traffic-jam.

According to our highly-educated and enlightened taxi-driver,
the rich use most of the quota of the electricity whereas some of
the neighbouring village have no electricity.

It seems Mumbai is a city of contrasts where the rich are getting

richer and the poverty-stricken footpath residents are starving to
death.

Translation -31- Chanchal Jain



Mrs. Jai Verma

Mrs. Jar Verma was born in Iiwana and educated at Ragunath Girls'
College Meerut, receiving a B.A. in English Literature, Economics
and Drawing & Painting. She has been resident in the U K. for more
than thirty years and has worked as a Hindi teacher for fifteen years
before becoming a qualified manager for the health&ervice in
Nottingham. She is extremely active in promoting Asian art and
poeiry in the UK, acting as the chairperson of Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle. Trent. Jai is a correspondent for
Pravasi Times whose poems have been published in various
magazines in the UK. and India. She has organised a number of
Asian poetry events, including a Kavi Sammelan in aid of the Asian
Tsunami appeal.
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A Moment

Let me live this moment
Let me feel this moment
This moment is only mine

A shooting star came across the sky
[ts journey covered millions of miles
Its moments glimpse will I cherish
To be then lost in infinity

The river is flowing in union
It winds and entwines
Only 0 merge with the ocean
It's unaware that it loses its entity

Raindrops escape from the dark clouds
To create new hope
The forgotten memories are flooding back
All anguish and pain are behind me

As life's ups and downs are lost in silence and then
That moment's happiness embraces me

Translation - 34- Jai Verma
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Footsteps

[ have walked on sand and the ground
The path was as soft as the carpet of flowers
On the first step I realised at once
Life is not just a bed of roses without thorns
Why would we complain of pain
From thorns, that much we expect
It was when 1 saw flowers change colours
That [ didn't know where to turn
The gardens glowed with scent of flowers
The sky was shining with the moon and stars
My heart could see some rays of hope
But 1 still remember the pain of that thorn
Time passed like it had wings
Our mind has enlightened
But still I wonder where next to go
On land, carpet or sand

Translation -36 - Jai Verma
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The Journey

The wind whispered
Gently in my ear

Where are you going

What is yvour desire

[ have seen the circle of life
Darkness leads to the light
If I had an eternal wish

From God or human
Without hesitation
It will only be you

Kings came and emperors followed
They all have to cross difficult paths
They became history in the memory of mankind
Life is a beginning of an endless journey
At the horizon earth meets the sky
Glories of seven colours merge in a rainbow
With this thought we go to sleep
Morning will be a ray of hope
Hearts will be filled with love and friendship
Scents of the garden will bring springtime hope

Translation -38- Jai Verma
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Why?

Why do the colours of the sky change
And why is happiness so out of range

The earth revolves around the sun
And the moon then paces the earth

The stars shine brighter in the dark sky
To spread glow to the galaxy

My love will bring you closer
Like the earth's magnet keeps it together

Let the moon lose itself in the night
Let the day scatter the golden light

The shadows are getting longer
For a zenith now I have lingered

You do not know I am waiting

And that this is the beginning
Of love

Translation - 40 - Jai Verma



Dr. Jugnu Mahajan

Dr. Jugnu Mahajan writes poetry in Hindi, Urdu and English. She
writes on all aspects of life and her poetry reflects her vast
experience in dealing with people across the continents. She 1s a
Paediatrician by profession and writing poetry is her hobby. She is
anactive member of Gitanjah Multilingual Literary Circle, Trent
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Memories

[ heard someone call a forgotten name
Old memories came rushing in my mind frame
| heard the sounds of the ankle bells
And saw the sights of hot roads & wells
I pictured that laughter filled youthful face
My heart started beating out of pace
I remembered the difficult days of yvouth
Memories of times of careless sleuth
Times when there was no worry or bother
Times when we were for each other
I dream of your face lit like the guiding star
Beautiful serene like the morning flower
And then I wake up to life mundane
Again your name is lost down memory lane

hajan Translation -43 - Jugnu Mahajan
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Bring back for me....

To my country when you go this year
Bring me back a few things my dear

Bring me a ray of that golden sunshine
Along with the colours of the evening sky
Fill your breath with scent of Har Singar flowering
Bring me the sounds of Arti in the morning
Come with unconditional eternal love filled in your
heart
Bring me the look in her eyes as you part
Bring me the cool light of the full moon
& promise the mother that you'll be back soon

To my country when you go this year
Bring me back a few things my dear

Transtation - 45 - Jugnu Mahajan



Mrs. Kalpana Ganguly

Mrs. Kalpana Ganguly was born and brought up in East Africa
where she was a teacher for a number of years. She came to the UK.
over thirty years ago. Apart from being a Civil Servant, she is
involved in various community projects. Her love for poetry reigns
supreme. She is a founding member of Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Cirele, Birmingham and has recited poems on the stage on
anumber of occasions,
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Enghish

DREAM

Congregation
Integration
Globalization
A dream
A noble dream at that

Congregation
Compassion
Meditation
Self- realisation

No parameters
No linguistics
No multi linguistics
Just love linguistics

Benevolance
Silence
Tolerance
Make the noble dream of
“Vasundhare Kutumbukam™

The integration
as real as
the five elements:
Air, Earth, Fire, Water, the Sun

-47 - Kalpana Ganguly



FRIENDS IN THE GARDEN

She was an only child
They always made allowances
For this lonely child-----
When she talked about fairies
They nodded and humoured her

She knew what she saw-
They couldn't see
In her secret garden
Multicoloured geraniums
Brightened up her lonely days

Creeping jasmine took her to childhood days
She used to talk to the fairy
At the bottom of her garden
Memories are now like hazy negatives
Subject in the picture gets distorted
Like an out of focus print

English - 48 - Kalpana Ganguly



NEVER ALONE

She always sat as she sat by the pond
Reflecting and pondering
How transient everything was
Goldfish there just swimming round
As though searching for soul-mate
Who was no more there
Leaves on the trees were changing colours
As they always did
Squirrels searching for nuts
That they always hid
Songs that birds are singing
At times lamenting
Surely frogs in the pond will be droning

When she will be sleeping

Doctors had diagnosed her suffering
And that was big 'C'---
Macmilan Nurse will be here to see
How she was coping
She never feels alone or lonely

Her laughter now is tinged with tears

Loss of all that gives her joy
Will be the only cause of her sorrow

English - 44 . Kalpana Ganguly



TAINTED DREAM

| painted me a dream
Taking colours from Nature
From Nature [ took colours
Took orange from the Sun
And painted friendship's warmth
Took red from the sun-set
For the glow of love
From the fields, with green
| painted eternal relationships
Took silver-white from the clouds
To paint serenity and calm
Never did 1 take the grey
From the clouds
And yet my dream was splashed with dul l-grey
But then
It was a dream that was painted

English - 50 - Kalpana Ganguly
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Dr. Krishna Kumar

Dr. Krishna Kumar was born and educated in India and the U.K.
He 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. Dr. Kumar has published three anthologies of
Hindi poetry and edited three anthologies of multilingual poems,
including their translation/gist in English, of Gitanjali members.
Dr. Kumar initiated many novel programmes to promote Indian
culture and languages in the U.K. He is the recipient of many
honours and awards in the UK and India. In 2005 he conceived and
implemented “International Multilingual Symposium IMS 2005™.,

=] =



ferey &

wm don w faufaw
s fafem @ @
T T =
gerd: ' qofemt

FEEE AT
fava 3 = fa

Hind: e

Krishna Kumar



| =T |

fF ArE =

9 @9 dra i
7 Wi W
WeH w9 Ha @
T ¥& %

=4 F T W |
fer 3wt o =i
wE Afw

s fose ad 4
faya =1 waq
WET A A
3t AT e #
il

T F OB = A |
HEH HH

#a31 g

w HAfed #
yHfT & e o
F L TE
et e G
Hiferat o% I =N
=
TE AR

® TgEm,

I oA
wE W s A
HAY F OAEE W
famt faerm o @&

Hindi -53-

wEid w1 FHA
FE F YR
AE W F A
iar # anft

TEE % H 3
W oEmET g
wan grgr &

a9 ¢ e H
g ¥

'Y ue @ wEm |

wHfa ® o T

Krishna Kumar



Two and Six (Tsunami 1)

The union of two and six

Results in twenty-six.

For years it has b een

destroying peoples sleep,

And intensifying their anxieties.

It continues to point out

‘Align with the Nature.

Stop conflict with it, and

Extinguish the fire which has been set'.
Otherwise. dissolution of the world.

Is certain.

Lord Vishnu will sleep (*1)", and

The entire creation of “Manu (*2)"
Will stand defeated.

The world did well by

Welcoming the emergence of the

New millennium, but

Was totally oblivious of

Nature’s new plans.

[t started to demonstrate its resentment -
And on twenty-sixth January

Arrived the earth-quake in *Bhujj”, which
Resulted in massive destruction all around.
Thousands of people died.

What a dreadful year

Two thousand and one was?

Which Initiated a series of destruction.
Again on the same date,

In September (2001)

The same earth-quake

Destroyed the city of Chennai.

And brought terrible destruction in
China, Japan, New Zealand

And Iran,

But human beings

Learnt nothing from these.

And continued their atrocities

On the mother Nature, and

Translation -54 - Krishna Kumar



Ohbstinate humanbeings continued
To deceive themselves.

Then again, on the same date in
December two thousand and four
The deadliest earth-quake ever
Struck the Humanity.

The *Tsunami” engulfed, almost
Each and every person of the world.
Almost everyone is, now, frightened
With the anger of Nature, and

Know not what needs done.

Rules, logic and weapons

Are of no use, as

This destructor 15 neither

Saddam nor Bin Ladden,

Iraq or Afgan

Which could be eliminated

On the pretext of injustice to mankind.
We will have to surrender

To Mature

We will have to respect

The Mature.

We have seen the awesome impact
Of water as vet,

The fire combined with the wind

ls quiet at the moment.

To put things night

Only a little time 15
Available at hand, otherwise
We will be left,

Wringing our hands.

(*1) Name of a thousand headed snake, regarded as the symbol of
eternity, on which Vishnu sleeps throughout periods of dissolution of
the world.

{*2) Name of the man regarded as the progenitor of the world and its
inhabitants, seen as a son or personification of Brahma.

Translation -55- Krishna Kumar
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Tsunami 2

Why digits like

Two and six are full of anger,

Why digits like

Two and six are full of explosive.
Determined they appear

To destroy the universe.

First it did the destruction in Bhujj

As an earth-quake, and

Within no time

Like a python, it swallowed

Millions of people, and

The TIME, just kept on watching

Like a terrified child.

Oh God! How could you do it

So many deaths at one time

Oh Creator! How could you let it happen.
Please do say something,

As the equati

Life and death

Appears false.

People were trying to come to terms with
The “Tandava(*)” of two and six

And on the misty curtains of their memory,
They were trying to sketch

A new painting ~* "%

The Nature AZd 0 v ncu vy, dig

By the end of the year two thousand and four

It wore a long-gown of “Tsunami”
To destry human sleep.

Translation - 58 -

Krishna Kumar



Oh Sea ! patient, placid and dignified.
Why did you give up your noble custom?
Why did you start to compete with the earth?
Which abandoned the principles of the world
In perpetrating wrong.

How long will it continue? and

How long this futality will last?

With this union of two and six

Humans are terrified, and

Uncertain what to do?

Afraid, what will happen tomorrow?
Thinking about it

The heart silently cries.

But by mere thinking nothing will happen
What ever will happen

Will happen for a good

This 1s Nature, and

Destiny too.

We will have to surrender.

The old history of India.

Has been repeating itself for centuries.
Sometimes, after a little fall,

It really knows how to rise again.

(*) Mythical dance of destruction by Lord Shiva.

Translation - 50 - Knshna Kumar



Mr. Narender Grover

Mr. Narender Grover was born in Lahore (now in Pakistan) and
moved to India during partition of the country. He was educated in
India and the UK. He started writing poetry in Hindustani at the
age of seventeen. His poems have been published in India and also
in the UK. After becoming a member of Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle, Birmingham, he again started writing poetry aftera
gap of many years. Narender is equally keen in theatre and vocal
and Indian instrumental music.

- 60~
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Virah

Love enriches life and yet it loses all meaning, depth and dimension when
the lover goes away leaving behind his beloved to face the heartaches and
pain of separation. Suddenly life becomes very dull and dreary and loses
all its charm. The fragrance parts away from the flowers, the lttle
rainbows disappear from the delicate dew drops nestling on the soft rose
petals. The rhythm, sound and beat turn into sighs, pain and grief. Her
forlorn lover has no body to return and share pangs of separation. In
desperation he turns to the cloud in the sky to share his pangs of love
which the separation of love has brought upon him.

Hindi & Gist =H] - MNarender Grover
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Deep Shikha

From the first moment when human heart felt the stir of emotion it
it, there came along the sense of deep longing to be with the lovec
one. The soft cuddly arms around vou, the warmth and smell o
vour lover's body and breath sparks such human dreams anc
emotions which know no bounds. Deep Shikha is the expression o
such a fantasy which is real pulsating and throbbing for a pining
heart.

Hindi & Gist - 62 - MNarender Grow
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Adhoori Mulakat

In this poem the poet depicts the scene when two lovers meet after a
long separation forced upon them by the circumstances. They are
overwhelmed with emotions and just stare into each others eyes
without saying anything. Those precious moments fly away very
quickly and once again their eyes are full of tears and thus long
goodbye lingers on.

Urdu & Gist -f3- Narender Grover
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Blessings

This poem depicts feelings of the parents of the bride, when their
daughter is getting married. Here the parents wish that may God
shower on their daughter with his blessings. They pray for her well
being and prosperity and wish the Almighty to save her from all ills
and misfortunes and grant her a blissful married life.

Urdy & CGist - B - Warender Grover



Mr. Peter Isacke

Mr, Peter Isacke was born in 1952 and lives in Birmingham. He
was educated at Bournville Arts College, Birmingham College of
Dramatic Art and Birmingham University. He founded Sutton
Coldfield Poetry Group in 1970 and the Apple and Mirror Poetry
Group in 1984, Peter is a full time professional poet. So far he has
published eight anthologies of poems in English. The most recent
of his anthologies include “The Turkey Hall in 2004 and Angel of
The Lost and Found in 2005
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Hills Above Bucknell

Those jets that cut into the Shropshire hillside peace

are like demons teeth,

They disturb my quiet!

Roaring across birdsong and cock call

destroying the natural settled calm of the countryside here.
They carry destruction mindlessly

and are flown by clown-like American soldiers

who feel, no doubt, that they are doing what is necessary;
smart, tough soldiers of hard grins and habits

but as shallow and disturbing as the jets they fly!

Why must such severe sound tear the landscape

and raw beauty of rural Shropshire?

Why must terror shock our hearing, taste and smell with
thoughts of

death and absolute destruction!

There are people and innocent animals living here,

below their thunderous pollution!

English - b - Peter [sacke
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Those jets that cut into the Shropshire hillside peace

are like demons teeth.

They disturb my quiet!

Roaring across birdsong and cock call

destroying the natural settled calm of the countryside here.
They carry destruction mindlessly

and are flown by clown-like American soldiers

who feel, no doubt, that they are doing what 1s necessary;
smart, tough soldiers of hard grins and habits

but as shallow and disturbing as the jets they fly!

Why must such severe sound tear the landscape

and raw beauty of rural Shropshire?

Why must terror shock our hearing, taste and smell with
thoughts of

death and absolute destruction!

There are people and innocent animals living here,

below their thunderous pollution!
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The Church

Was dedicated to St Julian in twelfth century.

It is grinning with gargoyles.

Shadows creep around wilderness of graveyard

as thick thick white frost clings to wet

thin fingers of green grass.

The church is lying in state,

dark in silhouette against skyline

smelling of musty centuries-

reverent damp, cold stone odours.

The church stands gaunt through November rain,
strong through ferocious winds like an iron factory,

it rises stark in cold night air,

the Moon ... a white mouth behind it,

silence and hundreds of ghosts are there,

Spiders scuttle, ancient pews creak, stain glass windows
display exquisite lights when kissed by sun.
Kneeling people sometimes pray; outside headstones
hold deep sentiments and death dates.

The church is turreted with rutted stone

and stands for England with huge 'E".

A large black bible lies open at the Book Daniel.

The warden holds in high regard

anything that lies down with lions!

The church is without vicar

but choir-boys will come on Sunday

from scant of village beyond scant of wood

and aged Mrs Spiers will cough into her prayer book,
as a visiting priest asks God to “deliver us from Evil.”

English - b8 - Peter Isacke



Church houses rare tombs

held through four centuries as if ageless - de Morrison
memorials!

Ten carved children kneel at their feet,

hands held in stone prayer;

and 'very charitable in life' read Latin words on tomb.
Americans will, come Summer, take brass rubbings
from the neighbouring vault,

and their little children will skate up the aisle.

The church has four walls surrounding,

and four angels fly above the tower,

while beyond, in sodden meadows a cold grey horse,
tosses his mane.

English - 69 -

Peter Isacke



Mr. Rajni Roy

Mr. Rajmi Roy was born in Tanzania and studied at Hull University
and Lincoln’s Inn London to get a First in the degree of Barrister-at-
Law, He retired from UCE in Birmingham in 1993, Rajni has
written and published widely in Law but his passion lies in Bridge
and Poetry. He 1s an active member of Cannon Poets andGitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle, Birmingham.
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I FEEL

When I am with vou
I FEEL

able, balmy

calm, daring
ecstatic, fine

glad, and ready

for go

happy, idolised
jolly, kind, loving
Yes, loving and loved.
Young, half my age
and zippy too

I FEEL BAD

When I am not with you
When

I keep you late
suffocate you

get you mad

get you stressed

I ALWAYS FEEL

| care

| love you
and I do not
ever want to
part from you

English Tt

Rajni Roy



LOVE

Love 1s like the Moon
waxes and wanes

has tides and ebbs.
Love 1s like sea

some times stormy

at times calm.

Love is like air
present everywhere
necessary for all.

Love is like the Sun
lighting up life
everyone loved or loving.
Love is cerebral
restless like our mind
always ticking,

Love is a roller-coaster
of emotions up and down
with a jaunty ride.
Love is experience

we all want

even if it does not last.
Love is sine qua non
without it

life would be dull.
Love is music

always welcome

listen with your heart.
Love is a rainbow
capture its glorious colours
before it fades.

Love 1s happiness
enjoy it- do not

let it pass you by.
Love is like life

yvou will

never know it all.

English el

Rajni Roy



MOTHER

'Ma', Mum, Mamma,
Mom, Mater, Mother
You will never be gone.
You lived and you died
for your nine children
giving each one

all of your love
always, all of your life.

When you loved, you divided

your life into nine whole ones

and when you left us suddenly

still loving us all

you divided your eternal soul

into nine loving clones, your children:
each one your good image and yet
individually different and unique.

Mum vou are immortal

you always will be :

your eternal love

will rise again and again

through your children, grand children
always loving always keeping

the torch of love alight.

| see love alive in my grandchildren.

Mum, and all mothers every where
we respect and remember you all;
this and every other Mothers' Day
till the end of mankind.

One can have love from many

but only, one mum each

there never will be two for the price
of one 'delivery' !!

English - 13-

Rajni Roy



WALK

Walk

Walk on
Through each
Day of life

Life 1s for
Living one
Minute, one hour
One day, at a time

You can't live

Two of any at one time
Nor can you live
To-morrow to-day

Yesterday is history

To-morrow is unborn
So WALK and LIVE
Each moment to-day

WALK on

LIVE at a pace
Live each day

As 1f it was your last

Then you

Would have lived
All moments, whole
Of your life

At its best,

English 7

Rajni Roy



Mrs.Rama Joshi

Mrs.Rama Joshi was born and educated to postgraduate level n
India and worked as a lecturer in English before coming to the UK
in 1968. In the UL.K. she gained a further postgraduate degree in
Social Sciences. She has worked as a teacher, a community
relations officer and a senior lecturer in the education department.
She has been actively involved in various community projects.
Rama was appointed as the first Asian Justice of Peace in
Birmingham in 1973, She has been writing short stories and poems
in Hindi since her college days. Her creative writing was revived
after having joined Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle. Some of
her poems have been published in various literary magazines in
India and the U.K.



ferae (erecht) #f

q 9t sy =72

W A= & oo — g @
RRUR: L R e

o YT 9 "I 9

FEd e T4 11

74 & fom & ==
uq & fero st

1 B @l 999 1 981 FH13 aGret
i qae vt
il =m i Tt — S
T = |

w4 i T A
T g9 F F e
UHl \HEFE ST arE
1 A fe=l § wy
S W W F @

54T Y9 T & §

fepat el T8 — aifean e
E H T A — T @i e
i &

o e e T # o
qrl FEdl 3

T o fad

o4 Al F8 F

it St A

o a1 T o et &

T ™ — FER 93 0% TE e ©
S 5 FEHl H TR g

q o Fayfa T
oY = o5 gl
T B TR A R

Alien Mother Earth

The poet says this land is not my motherland but my children's
motherland, so she feels a deep connection with it. This land had
fulfilled her mental and physical needs and she feels it has bestowed
its riches on her. She relishes its beautiful seasons as they all seem to
have a special message. The beautiful rain, the greenery, the fresh
sparkling sunshine, and the dark nights- she has come to appreciate
them all. Its uneven ground now seems to recognise her footsteps. It

seems to have adopted her,

Hindi & Gist
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Childhood home

Bricks and mortar of this house
Are the same

But the people

Who cemented it together

Are no longer here

This place now is not a home
But a dilapidated house

Feeling annoyed and upset
I want its imperfections
Remedied

Then I realise

This house may be rebuilt
As new

It will never again
Become my home

Translation =78 -

Rama Joshi
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Nature and myself

The poet observes how nature rejuvenates itself everyday-how it
appears new and fresh and the bird-life is one with it. Observing all
this, the poet resolves to learn from nature, to get adorned, to be
mentally and physically fit to face the world- and enjoy life- God's
greatest gift.

Hindi & Gist - 79 - Rama Joshi
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The passing of time

Time flows as days and nights and tomorrow is assured. People
come and go but time stays on. We all know-time always looks
good with hindsight.

The future generations will always look at times past as backward
and undeveloped and the people who were living then as old
fashioned and quaint.

Living in the present- we take pride in our achievements and feel
even ahead of our time.

Hindi & Gist - 8l - Rama Joshi



Mr. R. K. Mahan

Mr. R.K. Mahan, Hind Ratna and Justice of Peace, was born and
educated in India. After having worked for seven years in India, he
emigrated to the U.K. in 1967 and made West Midland as his home.
Until late 1980s he was very active in Indian Overseas Congress,
U.K. He is actively involved in various Indian community
programmes and generously supports them. He has been writing
poetry in Urdu since his school days. Mr. Mahan is an ardent
supporter of Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle and its
programmes.
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Impact of love

This time spring has different shades

The marvels at greener glades

What a wine in glass has the Saqee girl

Served to this client ?

For the man swings in each himb

To the tune of the serving maid !

Without vou | feel like a kite in the wind !

Even the Nargis blossom said" your style is unique" !
For long we have pampered the coquette disloyal
Now Mahan , the battle is only for the playful fun !!

Urdu & Translation - K2 - Raj Kumar Mahan
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Ilusion

Watch out ! - in the garb of religion what profit you raise,

Even God is in danger from your songs of praise !
You are turning " dawn " into " dark ",

And your " anoint" into blood"

People s plea into curse |

Clear vision into mud !!!

Hark , mend your ways,

Lest your breath turns into craze !'!!

Urdu & Translation - B3 - Raj Kumar Mahan
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Limitations

Could spring , autumn day or noon .
Seasons order , or the sun and the moon .
Loyalty , love freedom or hate

Happen without an order of restraint ?
Mother , sister or relations in - laws
Fame or name or power in paws !

Could they happen without limit or tact .
Could religion , deed or a caring act ,
Work without Almighty s limit of fact ?

Urdu & Translation -84

Raj Kumar Mahan



I ey £Wpd ol e sl
g o B> o ot e

Ble o= kb, §n8y syl e juka

e e B omn o 4 Gl gy e

Gapadejpolbiaod fo sl
ST P JPRES 3 M PURTS P

2 b5 ple 5K pasmma s SIS
abSh el Jbl S e poa

Slenlyh enm

Verse

One who seeks light in the dark is a real being ,

One who sorts truth in fancy s trap is a seemly brim.

One who fights with destiny while with time unconcerned ,
He recognise such an act , love s miraculous trim !

Sher

My dear, love was bashful, O what a sight
It appears as though she conveyed her love

Urdu & Gist - 85 - Raj Kumar Mahan



Mr.Sarvesh Saini

Mr.Sarvesh Saini, an Indian civil servant of 1985 batch, has been
associated with the activities of Gitanjali ever since he came to the
UK in 2002, He writes in Hindustani, except an occasional dab in
English. His other interest lies in painting and he has held a few
successful exhibitions of paintings both in India and the UK. His
"Tarukathaa' series of paintings on trees in Indian Mythology has
been well received in India and the UK. The subject of his ongoing
contemplation and painting is "Navgrahahs'- nine planets in Indian
Mythology.
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Thaila

This poem uses the imagery of an ordinary carrier bag to convey
a host of societal images back home.

The opening lines convey the extraordinary mobility, use,
importance and relevance of an ordinary commonplace item like
a bag. This gives a flavour of the society that provides the setting
for the poem.

The poem then moves on to capture the ethos and sensitivity of
the families caught in the cycle of mobility and immigration,
both in country and overseas. The reluctant move away from the
dear ones is seen as a sort of rationalization that gets better of the
emotions.

The closing lines are a contrast to the opening opulence and
flamboyance and reflect the utter neglect and callousness to
which the childhood is subjected to and the contempt shown to
millions of poor and needy.

Ciise -89 . Sarvesh Sani
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Galeecha

This poem in Hindustani mirrors human relationships. The poem
opens in a modern setting portraying the vivid colours of life.
‘Galeecha' a carpet or a rug is used as a symbol to reflect a
contrasting view of relationships.

In the modern context the relationships are shown as fragile
without being grounded in culture and devoid of any rooted value
pattern. The gender neutral fracture in relationships and ensuing
emotional distress is conveyed through the carpet imagery.

Contrasted to this are the trust, emotional bond, security and
relative permanence of relationships rooted in tradition based on
mutual understanding, sacrifice, sharing and caring . Through the
imagery of a rug a tapestry of warmth of home and hearth and, in
turn, of lasing relationships is woven.

(rist -02 - Sarvesh Sam



Dr. 5.N. Basu

Dr. Sekhar Nath Basu was born in Kolkota (India) and has hived in
the UK. for the last three decades. He is a Physician by profession
but poet by obsession. He has published two anthologies
(collection of poems in Bengali) and also produced an audio
cassette.  Dr. Basu is an active member of Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle, Birmingham.
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Genesis of a poem

Ina poetry

Words can only come from the depth of silence

Theme can only emerge from being a silent companion of many minds
Colour can only be painted from the agonising pain of broken dreams

Depth can only be felt from being a fellow sufferer in the sufferings of many
And all these will only become poetry if you are there

with me from the beginning to the end.

Bengali & Gist -04- Sekhar Math Ba
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Mother

Many a times |
Looked upto the sky to sense its vastiness
Ran upto the mountain to acquire its stability
Ran upto the sea to feel its depth
Ran upto the tree to enjoy its shade
FPrayed to earth for its forgiveness.
After all my efforts | am tired now.
But | attained everything

As soon as my head touched your lap.

Bengali & Translation -95- Sekhar Math Basu
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Don't put me on such a high pedestal, I will blaze like the
sun. Don't paint me with so many colours, I will
disappear like a rainbow. Don't shower me with so much
love, I will melt like a candle. If you can just fill our
hearts with soft feathery dreams, only then we will
remain forever like the sky.

Bengah & Gist - B - Sekhar Math Basu
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Bengali & Translation -97 -

If you love me....

If you love me
be my sky
not rainbow,
be my silence
not echo,
be my path
not address,
be my sun
not shadow.
Let's be "us"
not you and me

If you love me......

Sekhar Nath Basu



Mrs. Swaran Talwar

Mrs. Swaran Talwar was born and brought up in India, obtained a
B.Ed degree from Delhi University and further academic
qualification from Birmingham University. She is a retired teacher
by profession and has had many prestigious positions in various
social and cultural groups. Swaran has worked as a freelance artist
for B.B.C. Television. As an amateur poetess she has enjoyed
participating in literary activities of Gitanjali Multilingual Literary
Circle and Kriti UK. Her poems and stories have been published in
various literary books and magazines in the U.K.and India.
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LINES

Bright lines and Faint lines
Developing and Disappearing lines.
Vertical, Horizontal, Converging,
Diverging and Parallel lines,
Lakshaman Rekha
{Boundry Line Of Protection)
Sindoor Rekha
(Symbolic Line of marriage)
Mayavi Rekha
(Mystical horizon)

Time lines of Memory Lane,
Dot by Dot all lines Are formed,
The journey of our life,
Follows the line of KARMA
Fate and Destiny

Translation = 10 -

Swaran Talw
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Definition

Earthquake, Flood or suicide Bomber,
Whatever the reason,
Calamity of nature
Or
Violence by man
Story of bloodshed----
Tears, pain, sorrow, wounds and suffering
What script, grammar or words to choose?
To define -----------
The definition of our Twenty First Century Civilization.

Hindi & Gist =101 - Swaran Talwar
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Mirage

The silent mountain gazes at the sky.

And desires to be free,

Like the clouds which float along the horizon.

Their random metamorphosis creates infinite illusions for the
human mind.

A river is born in the bosom of this mountain.
As it glides and meanders along its course.
the river feels liberated

Like the clouds, drifting in the sky.

As the river ends its journey, it is robbed of its identity

When it merges and unites with the sea.

So like the mountain, the river also longs to be a metamorphosis
Cloud, Dancing and twirling across the horizon.

Note: Sometimes in life we wish we could go back and change
the course of events. [ have tried to express this universal
human emotion, by using the desires of a mountain and
river as examples of these aspirations.

Translation - 103 - Swaran Talwar
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MIRROR

It is truly said ----
The mirror never tells lie.
My reflection in the broken mirror
Is divided into two parts.

The mirror represents the
Fragile nature of life.
Life is a continuous process
Of Addition, Subtraction,
Multiplication and Division.

Everything reduced to half, one third,
Quarter and eventually to a naught.
Life is a mystery
May be a naught for nothingness
Leads to complete fulfilment.

Translation - 105 - Swaran Talwar
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Mr. Somdutt Sharma

Mr. Somdutt Sharma was born in 1950 in India. He hasa M. A. in
Hindi and 1s trained Yoga teacher. Mr. Sharma, who is a priest by
profession, has taught Hindi and Yoga in many countries including
Singapore. Mr. Sharma is an author of many books dealing with
Indian heritage and culture. He is an active member of Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle, Trent.
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Contended

Like fish is contented in the deep sea

The cobra is proud of its “mani”

Like the nightingale is singing happily around the moon
The maiden's jewellery is her boon.

As subjects adore their kind ruler

“Dayanand” is blissful of his teacher's feet

As wealth gives pleasure to the beggar

The “yogi” derives happiness from "Aum'

As religion is inseparable with seriptures

*Som” 15 merged in the Vedas.
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Hai Aasar Phir

Signs of life are near

I am going down like a sunset,

Intoxicated with wordly pleasures

I didn't envisage the end is so near.

The moonlight is beckoning to bath your soul
As the eclipse is drawing close
Even after being fully aware

Life was led in vain.

It is a pity that people are oblivious
That wealth is not here to stay

| am tired, the soul is tired

“*Som”, but the thirst is there

The longing is there.
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Man (Aadmi)

Aadmi is a small poem throwing light on everyday hypocrisy and
artificiality of man. It tries to read through the layers of made up
smiles to decipher a cold and artificial self.
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Pain (Peera)

This poem, written in Hindi, is an expression of the pain of an
immigrant. An immigrant, moving away from home for various
reasons, suffers in silence. There, however, is a consolation amidst
all this pain, that of gaining in experience and enriching through
change, an eternal truth of life. Even this truth, at times, fails to allay
fears and doubts. In the end, the poem moves towards an acceptance
of destiny.
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Life (Zindgi)
This small poem in Hindi is a reflection of self-created vicious

cycle of everyday living from where there is no escape. The more
one wants to free oneself, the more is one drawn into it,
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Sunami (Tsunami)

This poem describes the reasons behind all natural calamities, All
such occasional incidents are a pointer towards man's mindless
exploitation of nature. Man's endeavour has been to defeat nature
through science. by ripping through the mother earth or by trying
to conquer the skies. Nature expresses its wrath through
earthquakes, floods or a Tsunami,
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Garvit Prajita

It's a poem about a proud person who despite the temptations would not
compromise and accept her rights in half measurcs,

She strives to be in the company of her beloved but without requisite
emation, respect and status in society - nothing can tempt her to indulge in
momentary pleasures. So she feels defeated but lives with dignity and

integrity
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Paagal

| went mad when for the first time you called me mad (Stupid)
Coz’ I'd trust anyone.

But today- | didn’t feel flustered or angry

When after all those passionate interactions

You were so indifferent to me.

What did It feel like 1s bevond words
But 1 did not get angry or shout at you.
As | was so shocked

All I could do was just smile n then laugh

Yes! Mad men laugh no matter what

And youwere right when you said
I'm mad that | trust everyone so easily.
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The title of the poem, I've given, is 'Bachpan’ meaning Childhood. These few
lines are, in fact, a nostalgic expression. The poet sees a little girl dressing up in
her mom's saree, walking in high heels, pretending to be tall and grown up &
starts reminiscing about her own childhood days. She, in her minds eyes, sees
herself playing with her mates, niding high on swings, enjoying her success in
stealthily going out to mango-groves, yearning for the return of those carefree
days. And wonders how to tell the child that ‘the period which child can't wait to
grow out of- is this golden childhood period only'.
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Double standards
(Egotistical existence)

[ CAN
[ can argue on any topic,
can give logical explanations
I can wait till etermity
for an opportunity to show what all | can do.

I can promise to stand by my friends
Can make promises to sacrifice my life for them

In my poems, I can elevate my fiancé to the sky,
Do not look at me with distrusting eyes.

I can live my life under the cover of gentility

L can lick the dirty hands of politics in the privacy

And in the daylight I can shout slogans of piety

| can go through all this like an bystander (without involvement)

Don’t look at me as if I'm not a complete Man,
| can satisfy the physical needs as well as

can sing the lofty songs of spiritualism.

[ can live the hypocritical life of a gentleman
And can do all the acts of a rogue.

| can facilitate anyone to see the dreams of pure love
And then have the nerve to crush them with my lust.
I have the substance.

Perhaps your definitions are not right
Me, me, oh | can do a lot.

I can make promises and then have the courage to break them
I have the skills of living a life with double standards.
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HIM

There he was, When I saw him walking away.
“Hey! Hey!™, I shouted, “For a while here do stay.”
“No No™, he said *I mustn't, | can't,

For this is not doomsday.”

“Hey!", 1 said, *You must be so old and yet You look so young,
And you speak to me even though you don't have a tongue.™

I asked him, *"What is your age.

And how long have you been on this world's stage?”

And he suddenly seemed so interested,

As if in the midst of Sahara, water he had tasted.

And then he began to tell me probably a trillion year old tale,
But not in any moment did it seem stale.

“Ha! Ha!”, he said, “I've been here since the sun and the moon,
And ever since the winds began to swoon,

I've seen the craters cool,

And it was I who took Rama and Krishna to school.”

“I have seen the Himalayas rock in Earth's cradle.
And I saw Jesus take birth in a stable.

| have seen civilization take birth,

And | saw a bomb turn Hiroshima into dirt.”

He told me he had seen men live and seen men die,

And there had been some, time and again, whose memories
made him cry.

And he said to me that he had seen men dying before they ever
lived,

And a few who lived before they died.

He sounded philosophical, and I got confused,

Getting bored I tried to change the mood.

| said to him, “You've seen generations change over the years,
To see the sorry state of things now, does it not bring you tears?”
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“No, no.” he said, “It is as it should be,

For there to be a future, there must be some history.

For it is the present generation which dictates what the future
one would do,

And why should then there be much ado.”

“No, no”, | said, “how can it all be right”

You mean to say all people have genuine reasons to fight,
Do you mean to say my life is predictated,

and I cannot change things, and I should adapt to survive?”

“No, no"™, he said, “That is not what | meant,

You can change everything if you have a desire and if you are
confident,

And if you can change things, you can change me too,

But if you can't change me, | will change you.”

And then 1 asked him one last question.

I said, “Tell me truly, Do you never stop, for no one,
“No No”, he said I mustn't, | can't,

For life must go on. and this is not doomsday.”

“Ha! Ha!", I said. “What are you prophesying?
You haven't even been guessing,

For the past hour you've stopped for me.
While the clock still goes on ticking.”
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The Jungle goes to Elections

T' was the fateful December day,

When the winter Sun shivered to stay,

And when even the winds shirked from responsibility,
Then from somewhere amongst the firm trees came cries of
“Democracy. Democracy, Democracy.....”

“We have had enough,

There is no water in the trough,

We have heen tried and tested,

There are so few trees where our children can be nested.”

“Our King the Lion sleeps,

Except when for our dead ones he weeps,

And then there is no compensation to those dear,

Except for the funeral costs which he by eating the dead does bear.”

And thus amidst much uproar,

The Lion King was awakened and brought to the fore,

And all those who mattered were called,

To decide the fate of the jungle which had ever since been thus mauled,

The Lion king stood up in defence,

Frightened al% the deer hastened behind the fence,

T" was then that the Lion King cried.

“To live for the cause of the jungle my generations have sacrificed,

And to salvage our lost pride,

Day and night have [ tried,

[ have held peacelul conferences and tried to communicate,

That if he our neighbour does not from his activities refrain then we

will retaliate,

Yet to our cries he turns a deaf ear,

And then maybe the human ears are not meant to hear.
So much to him have | tried to explain,

But he seems foolish for it all goes in vain.

To him have I tnied to reason, ]
That our and his protectors the trees should not be subject to such

treason,
And to live peacefully is our right, _
And to put our heads on his wall is not the humane way to show his

might.
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And now, if you still put me to blame,

I will gladly step down from your service I claim.”
But the people appeared much moved.,

And they happily shed down a tear or two.

Just as things looked once again under control,
With nobody else having to play any other role,
T was then that the Fox, the Tiger, and the Elephant rose,
To once again bring the forgotten issues before.

And then the Fox sighed,
“Friends, Indians, and junglemen,
Our honourable the Lion king,
Has very beautifully learnt to sing,

But we cannot put the bones of our grievances to rest.
And we cannot forget that our lives have been an acid test.
So let us vote to elect,

An animal of the people, by the peaple, and for the people.

And if you do thoughtfully choose me the Fox,

I will make sure that every household will keep doors open to all,
without a lock.

| will reserve the green grass for the Deer.

And the fox community can in me their own voices hear.”

The Elephant could stay quiet no longer.

“Than the Fox™, he said, *I am stronger.

I am the leader who can give a stable government,
To meet any challenges ahead in the firmament.”

And then came the Tiger's turn,

“Vote for me and you will get your return,

For | promise drastic population reducing measures,

And to increase Life Expectancy | will personally turn vegetarian,”

And thus T" was that the jungle went to elections,
To choose their leader,

Their voice, their vision,

Of the people, by the people, and for the people.
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THE RUN

| tried hard to run away,

Beyond their reach and away,

But they were soon caiching upon me,
To hold me in their bondage.

Mile after mile | ran.
Sea after sea | swam,

I hid my face,

And washed my hands.

But they were still close,

As to run faster | choose,

But to no avail,

As they were already upon my tail.

[ closed my ears and shut my eyes,

And recited some verses to scare them away;
But they had already entered my mind,

As no freedom I could find.

They made me burn,
They used me,

They commanded me,
They thus tricked me.

Oh! How could | run away,

And what if they followed me beyond death?
I might as well stop running,

Turn and face.

And try to hold my thoughts instead.
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THE VILLAGER

He was walking down he side of the river when I first saw him,
A villager from the mountainside of course,

Evidently with no fancies and no whim,

He walked on unhazed and undisturbed,

As I rest my curious eyes upon him.

He looked poor.

And what he wore was probably his only pair of clothes to wear,
A labourer or a porter by profession,

And maybe never having heard of the invent of the television.

At first thought, I was pitiful of his state,

Oh! Why were so many men born to such a fate?
To live he fought,

On every moment of life, it seems death he sought.

For a moment he had indeed,

Disturbed my beautiful vision of nature,

Oh! Why should I choose to worry about his future,

Worry about a speck in my grand vision of Himalayas,

With the sunshine fast fading from the silvery mountain tops.

Pine trees stand over the hill,

As folded hands in homage to some divinity,

As the radiant blue sky stretches its arms to infinity.
Emerald green water in waves climbs the stubbom rocks,
But, Oh! Again the thought of the lonely small man,
Comes back to me and, at me mocks.

| take another look at him,

As he in his path has much progressed,

I fix my gaze upon him awhile,

As he walks on, In a calm, merry and tranquil style,
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Whom | see now, is a man at peace with himself,
Above him the mountains rise,

Below him the river falls,

Behind him is shadowed no past,

And future lies in his days meal,

Which he works for in his present.

I watch him place his foot,

Every step almost measured,

Ignorant to money, ignorant to worry,

A life many would have treasured.

As men seek this nature to discover a greater purpose to their
lives,

This man knows his, as to earn his days meal, he happily strives.

Oh! But how unholy this man, how unspiritual,
Perhaps he goes to no temple, reads no scripture,
Performs no rites or ritual,

But in God he believes,

For, his belief, his faith, his hope. is his God.

Oh! He is so selfish,

From God he hopes, as to be able to live he does wish,

He is so unlike us,

We who ask God to rid us of all worry. only to live a happy life.

Oh! But he dreams so little,

And little is but the purpose of his life,

So unlike us, who know not little of the big purpose of our lives,
We who know not and have not learnt to live

And give others the underprivileged an opportunity to live.

I look at the man again,

As he walks with the gushing torrent.

Under the shadow of he mountain.

He is now almost out of my view,

He walks on. into his future, unhazed and undisturbed,
As | rest my jealous eyes upon him.
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