GbIT60T1E FI&H61T

Winged Reason






€meud MG &6

Tamil Translation of Winged Reason
Poems by Dr. K. V. Dominic

(LOEMETTEUIT &. 6). GlL_mLDl6vilé

Translation
Dr. Barathi Srinivasan

QLOMBILIT&SLD:
(LoemesteuiT LM &) Fevlleuma-6om

AUTHORSP R E S S



Worldwide Circulation through Authorspress Global Network
First Published in 2019
by
Authorspress
Q-2A Hauz Khas Enclave, New Delhi-110 016 (India)
Phone: (0) 9818049852
E-mail: authorspressgroup@gmail.com
Website: www.authorspressbooks.com

Grrenéd S s6r
Winged Reason
(A Bilingual Translated Anthology of Poems)
ISBN 978-93-89110-84-5

Copyright © 2019 Barathi Srinivasan

Disclaimer
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise
without the prior consent of the authors.

Printed in India at Krishna Offset, Shahdara



Contents

SIRISHMMIGET
Acknowledgments

G L)

Foreword
QLMAQLWITILITENT 2_6mI)
Translator’s Note

MM Cna et Heneoeunsd
In Memoriam George Joson
DO 6umps i G& HTul6oT
Long Live E. K. Nayanar
GuIMeBTLILI LILLI6ToILO

A Blissful Voyage

& (h S QFMILIEILD

A Nightmare

€2 (h Q&LOLMIUNETT 6p6VLD
A Sheep’s Wail

pepSetn o

Anand’s Lot

SLG

Beauty

SmomletiuiLn

Connubial Bliss

17
19

11
13
15
20

24
26
28
29
30
32
34
36
38
40
42
44
46
47



10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

ST601HGUT60

Cuckoo Singing
&SMUSMUN6 HevilemLn
Gayatri’s Solitude

G601 MG &lq UN([HLILIG 6T
Tsunami Camps

SimieusmL eflbbs)

Harvest Feast

2 _enGenmii LAMMILD QeLeoNGH I
Haves and Have-nots
QamQeLEILD 66T 2 V@)L
Helen and her World

[hIT60T €2 (Th LOM LOMJLO

I am Just a Mango Tree
2_eLLILIMeN(Ih& @& 6UbhSH6uILO
Lal Salaam to Labourers
euL_&rLhluNest Geusior (b GCamen
Laxmi’s Plea

616018 LGHl6TTLaULIGIL QUM SHICLTSHS
My Teenage Hobby
Auimensuien CUFLG
Nature’s Bounties

LOGIemLO
Old Age

48
49
50
52
54
56
58
59
60
62
64
66
68
70
72
74
76
78
80
81
82
84
86
88



21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

28.

29.

30.

31.

32.

€6001L0

Onam

JTG6VI63T 2_6V5L0
Rahul’s World
@NéHLMM Q66N
Sleepless Nights
@b he

Vrinda

61631631 62 (1 LNMLILY!
What a Birth!

LO6BTS eLa6meN
Human Brain
AhIHII £260THTUISHLO
Indian Democracy
SineseNuNest eprium
Ammini’s Lament
SinLheuNuNest Lnemme]
Ammini’s Demise
el

Om

&ML S &HewuiLn
Solar Eclipse
@\6v1LI(LALD Gl6BTLI(LALD

Pleasures and Pains

90
92
94
95
96
97
98
99
100
101
102
103
104
106
108
110
112
114
116
117
118
119
120
121



33.

34.

35.

36.

&L_6yeMedt QuIFTeL

In the Name of God
b&J(LOLD Il

City Versus Village

616018 & LWHEMSHUI6TT (Y6 S
Cry of my Child

&SNS QY AMwMe6a LOsDMEY

Kaumudi Teacher is no More

122
124
126
128
130
131
132
134



N6

“HeENG” 61601LIG) LO6BNG 2 _6vuigHeNent QeueNuuT®. LD
QeLHAILD FamIld  PUISHNELSHET MILGHP  bT6d Hleviled
“GHEIENG”IL|LD 61T LUISHEMEVLIMGLA.

&NEb1&H6  QemMevstiledl  6tTLSH GWHMNGH 6T, LASELD
QBRSNS 61HS QLMAUTNID Hallmd 2 V&L’ ([
Qamissn  Md  @ILONILSDES QemmeussT  i(heN
QeTOIIEDLOWLITSHG].  6UTT  (HeT D),  SHEN(Eh6sINS
LNeiTeug| QIS 6R631M).

AQmGCsH @Quen® &SeNEdHen 63 g HPOULQUDHD
ussNihlemmey Q&g CUITHINWIT & eu CLMLOENS 6(1h 2 6u&L0
MHY &NEH. (Lenesieun. LUMIS Feolleunsstt  FmervGnm
HSHMHENEVL  LILSHMLHHYHSHHL Y hHeLSH  GHlenmuTed
2 el CuTONWPTeSL LeummHM eu@bUeut. e (b
&elehlm LMHMID  QUMAQALIIMUTeN(HLD  euml Qhd Qb
&N @& EHL0 H6N6MS 2 MEUTED &L (H6TUIL 6L 6.

wasmsell  umgdh  sgamieun:  “NOBILEG  bHELEVMIEIT
&MHHNMISeN LAY QLomPued QUG SeL Geuetur(hHLD” 6T63TM)I.
AQmGCs (pemeutedll UM Phbled &Halemd H[ImELS
SLYMGSL  Houunsdd  Qawgeneni. I hidHeoddHed
CupmraMwim & ey GLmAeNd. QLMITGHSLD  6T6TLIG)
QumALuLLULY QG bhS oODUND Y hiHeVsH
&MenddHen LG LLTSGCe HMLUSHLONS CILOMALITSSLD
Q&L (perereot.

Anaé selmd HIdleT SLRHOUAULIT SWGD SLAE
“enesid Hm@denr elem  CQMPWITGHSID QUi G,
“MY CRME6vl Heneuiauns” 616311 (LNGH6L &H6XlenGHUNCO(h b



“GASH PHMUMET DMME” 6163IM (NULSS DU
selendeusmny  eelCleumemMIGL M IWEGLICILL L HLOMS-
&6Nlendd CoHel Fal e SlemLnhGlenend HOLL) <6l
“«pglemn”  CHAWID  upMil  SemevLideNed 2 6iten
&0 &6 Lilg LIGLIMT Cibeh Hled) (b Hrismeenew.

al1%s)) HIeMELLILIG LILISM S &L 68 eumiILiemLUL
QuU(HEMLOWITS  6T6tvI60T QeDMEUDIHES b FnMIHCM6D.
Q) hI&NI6VS & EhIT QLmAleoN & 3UNMSEhHGLD,
Qumpwresn  Qauwly  sHegmuiefl (Lpemesteum LTS
SlQUNSHEHHGSLD 616318 LOEST(LAGMUDHS CUTLAS G| &6,

Q& 6tTement (LoemeuteuIT 61681, &) SLILIPMLO6HT
1774/2019.



Foreword

“Poetry” is an expression of human emotion. Tamil
Literature talks about sixty four arts of which poetry is also
an art among them. Poets are God’s favourite children. They
are indeed very much closer to Him! Be it in any language,
“poetry world” is a heaven. God’s blessings are vital to enjoy
this. Without His grace it is impossible to be glorified as a
poet.

Here, there are two poets: one is, the world renowned sixty-
three year old retired professor, Dr K.V. Dominic and the
other is Dr Barathi Srinivasan, who is working as an Assistant
Professor in the Department of English, at Srinivasa
Ramanujan Centre, SASTRA Deemed to be University. She is
a poet and a translator. These two poets are enticed by the
relation of poetry.

A famous Tamil poet Mahakavi Bharathi says: “One should
translate the works of the great scholars of other nations in
Tamil language.” Here, Dr. Barathi has translated the poems
of Dr. K. V. Dominic from source language English to Tamil
language in a beautiful manner.

Translation is a trans-creation. In this regard, the English
poems are trans-created in an enchanted way. The anthology’s
title in English is wonderfully translated in Tamil as “Gyanach
Chiragugal.”

Right from the first poem “In Memoriam George Joson” to
“Kaumudi Teacher is No more”, all the 36 poems — each and
every one of them remains in the mind of the readers. These
poems are also a compendium of a beauty kita honey comb,
and there lies it specialty!



Poems titled “Om”, “Old Age” and poems about nation
would never leave the mind of the readers. I feel proud and
thank God Almighty, who provided me an opportunity to
read this anthology. I convey my hearty wishes to the poet
Dr. K.V. Dominic and the translator Dr. Barathi.

Chennai, Dr. N. V. Subbaraman
17/4/2019.



QLOMAQLIITLILITENIT 2_6MI)

@nenéd aMGde clstieniln QébsHeNendd CQBHMGLIL bITL Iq60
BLOHGD ULGeum Lp&&emeuidsnen  UDOM  1(HHEHS
FaMIHMGI. H6NEbIT QL MLAl6NS 62 (I La6vNS Gl 6T(19SHSTeNIL
Q&G  STESHeried Qeung selemnd  euMseriled
o eudleyleen  LLUNTHGL @Qrésn  STL(GL  ChTHG
BEIONS  QeueNUULIg(BLULHS  UTESHTHET  SMIUIEVMLO.
GLogyiLn, QMg naeL (oL Sleur QameuGiL
IHNTUMTSHS M. 21| (pLiest, QI [EMETT
&N (HHG QUIMEn&HMIL QTHHGL SHettenLn @\(HLILIGHTEL
3iG @miGenen H61endH6lenhi@GLd LFaNuIl([hSHm)I.
Qéaalmsdd Qan@ullear  ApUUngln  esienCleustiled
@dlevienen cL6mI €RLILIMML LITL6V&H6. €631MI SH60165)IL 631
Geusmev UMMSHS &8 2afUI(H&HHMS 61(QHIUIGI, LOMHCMTEITMI
L0&&a6a HesTLaGILenLIL QUMM LMMHS CahJen (LNGEV6UIT FF.
C&. BMUEN(h&HHMS. CLOIMTeUG| ULl &sLadl S AMwIT
c160T6MILD  HMHAHUICUTHUTNGT  LNMDEHBHTSH. Y SHCIMGHSHLD
Quenan sellmsaEpn GCofbd (LNHGISGeMTE Qb
QBTG LML SLMISBINSSHME).

“heoihPlest  aNH”, <N@BHHT, CUTEID  HONMG 6N
GUHMGHHeT LG GHUIghidmeT belG HHSMHEHMDE).
603G LILTN6L GLOGYILD LIGV &(1h&HaH6mer CSHTETIL HaT60d &6l
2 66N 2 SIS, “aeuMil GlUubLLSeN, “2_enGenmit
MHOILD @eLeLNCHN”, “COMEVIN a6 2 OGN &L
&HE6NS &6 &elebMedt &S h6VL 3 16USHMS



LsmMETHMIHMI). SiGIL (Bt “@uUIMen &N 6T
GUeNENEIIEnLN”  LOMMILD  “bM6dT  6(h  LOMOPLY”  GUITeNM
&G &6 HaNEhMesT QIINENSHENIL QIHGHGLD &60T16ML0SHE
EMEIMIGLD. QUIDMSBMI QUHENSG 6T(WRHI MO &HIn
&56)lenG & EnLd QSHCHMGLINL QL LDQLMMIETENG)] 6UME SHIT&H6N
J8&@GLOUIG LTS @) (h&H@GLD 6T63TLISHIL QUILAICLEMEV.

AéseNendsailstt HMLIL 6T6tT601CUTIMITEL 6T6MILI HEDLLUIT6L
3166 6)(IHLO LM bH&ICSMen@pLO 6UMSLUT6L
OSWITOMUILL G (hHGLD  HNEbM6TT  6UMTHENS  QMEVIRISS.
Gugith &eghiMen Hiimen @GesuiaLn, eNeLMIGSHAIL LD Sieur
s @uésold <@  Qawmuflel  gpevln”,
“gjLnLleweNufed epLmM” WMOMID “HOLM6TNUT6T LOeDMmE]”
2,AI H66MS &H6rll6L 61HQTTEOHHAMSG).

AhHVHHL Ligshd e16Mdnsd CoHmemMisnneyn  Qend
SO QALMACQUILITSHGLICLIT(RS] LIV &FaUTEL&HED6 &hSlHs
ChHMLL Gl &eNEh[HemnLLL 2 6uIT6dHenen &I LNFSHMLN6D
SOPL  wmoHmieus  HMg  AyuwonesGes Qb
A@LUNeyILD 6160163160 @uwietimevemI &6 (gbIM 6ot
QumiipsmnLemiCGl  Netumm  SLAHL  SiemLnSEIGered.
gL (BLiley), YhiHevd  HallmdaHeilet  SlemLoLienL
LG  SlAL  salmdeHemel LSS Gernen.
QUMESHMSHEN e  Compilmest  Yhidlevddleviln  LOMHMILD
SLANIEL G601 QLOMPQUITLIEHULD eUT&HIGHG| LOKILDEUTITSH6N
1601MI 6THMTUIMT SHSHCM60T.

mevrh

(Lemevieult LM &) Fevileuma 6ot



Translator’s Note

The anthology titled Winged Reason in English is the first
anthology of Dr K. V. Dominic to be translated in Tamil.
The title, when translated in Tamil as “Gyanach Chiragugal”
details various issues faced by the country. The poet, being a
humanist, has reverberated his thoughts throughout the
collection. Not only this, his compassion towards even the
lowest forms of life is well wrought through his poems and
he expects the same from the readers. Moreover, the poet
possesses aesthetic sense and love for Nature, that is reflected
throughout his poetry.

The specialty of this anthology is that it has three elegies, one
on the death of the poet’s colleague, the second is an elegy on
the death of the former chief minister of Kerala, Mr. E. K.
Nayanar who had served for the welfare of his people and
loved by everyone. The third elegy, which is the final poem in
this anthology, is on a Gandhian, Kaumudi Teacher, and all
these three are the invaluable pearls that decorate this
anthology. The poet details the woes and pathetic condition
of children in poems like “Anand’s Lot”, “Vrinda” and so on.
Besides, there are poems on various other themes in this
anthology. For instance, poems like “Tsunami Camps”,
“Haves and Have-nots” etc. And “Helen’s World” proclaims
the writet’s social awareness, whereas, “Nature’s Bounties”, a
collection of Haiku and “I am Just a Mango Tree” are filled
with images of Nature. There is no doubt that readers would
definitely enjoy the Haiku on Nature.

The simplicity of the language and the choice of words stand
at its forte in this anthology. The poet’s compassion towards
animals echoes through the poems such as “A Sheep’s Wail”,



“Ammini’s Lament” and “Ammini’s Demise”. All these poems
are sure to touch the heart of the readers. Though the
English version of the poems appears to be easy to
understand, while translating it posed certain challenges. It is
majorly due to my wish to exactly translate not just the words
and thoughts but the emotion of the poet. I thoroughly
enjoyed reading the original English version while translating
into Tamil. I tried to follow the same structure in my
translation and I sincerely hope the readers will enjoy both
the original and the translated version equally well.

Thank youl

Dr Barathi Srinivasan



SIRISSHTPRISEN

@neng Hm@Gaen 616510 Qhd HeMNendHSH QPHNGLIL 2 (HeUTH
(1601HG 2 MIGIMEWILITS Qb b 6T6L6VNN  EUCLED
Qenmeusmnest  (NHlL  euehS  BHeoil QG MeNHGIé
QamenHGmedt.

Qs Mmredlsst AL eTeesICleussIMTL @QGHCeu & 6u
QLmAleN& &6 (LNGHeL SLAIWY QLOMAQLILITLIL BHeon@GL. Qbhd
mredlesr  YHAMWLIBLD, 616018  S@HDBISHGLOMET  SHNEHIT,
(WSS, LMMILD STNLSMNE LBQ6udh, (LemeuteUll &. 6.
QL mLAleoN&, 3UNSEHHS 616018 mHedTIEmLL
2 MHPN&HGHCMe.

Ahd BHIVSHS SHEDLLITS (NSHEUHT 1RSI HeTlEb
(LAEMETIGUIT. 61681 631 SILILITITLOETT 6T @M &S 616318 6T,
AhsL UsdsHaLn CQeueileur 2 dallil Sy aiTerv Ligery, Lg) $leveV,
o_MemLowinent H(b. &d18601 5§ CMN&HE 616518 Hesi).

Cueild, GRIMHPH breueon&Mwgmen S QQUIHAH 61D
SHLMVIHGLD, HNEhT MM HMIGHEMS 61(YSHB 6N ([HLOM6s
S &hSIT N6 EUMTSHEHHGLN 616018 hevT ).

616018 BHEWILIM&GET LMMIN  Heolne(hLoN&emest  H(HLod
GamLom gall, LuMHMILD BIQ6US 2 MILILTNEUTTSHET 6M6BT6U(HSHEGLD
616013 hea1).

Cueild, SHHG USNRT QIRISTT OMMILD  (LOEEsTEUINT
&mhIHprd  sLOLIUMSWIMUT  SeUTHEHHGLD  616316HG)
21 &&H(LOLD, HLOLNGHEMSID 26111 UISMSHTS 616018 SHeEvTILILILL
besilemiLl QG MeNS &b STenSHCmeor.
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gletemenT  Lew  eufiseflenn  2a6SLLMRSIHIL  6T68IG)

& (HLOUSHSH6D1 (1hHG 616013 mHesTIEmIL
QoM gIHCaTenHGmed.

QPTG eT6enlenlul Q6oL GiesTLMIGeNEL 2 L 6vil(hbhd
U606 H G| HEUILITEEh HGSLD 616518 6T,

unp& Fevleuma ot
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1. ey GC& 6t Henewreun s

(14.05.2004 siet1m)l @@ &M NUSbHleL LOJEwILANL H
& SLIGTNILIT6N (1h 6@ @UhsmLu)

Sl6t1L Cegrastr, i 67601 @)6)6L6N6Y OTNEMIEUMS CTMISHEM6N
L &6d1mmil?

(6ThS SMIETOI(LALD SIOWUI(LOLGULIETEVLEMEL ETMRISHENIT6D.)
2_enMHCHMO HHIMTEEUNCL- BHITHISENTEM60T6U(HLD.
2 IS [HENL HEHDSHHMGSLD HLL&EGLD

318 Geudeneutuiledt HIL&.

L hSH60G MU 2651 @Q6M6NLLI LOSHET

2 601 (LA&HSHSH6L

Wewo(BLo WssnBLo (LS G,

LOGLITEHEMEN 6UENILIGHEON([HhG) LIS G,
&FMILIPLD §CaMSHMN &6t GLacL a8,
6T1601601ClOUM (I QNEMENMLIML (B SI6UDIHS!

&IMeV6T H601 CHEMTE Q& VIGHH) U (HLICLIMT(LYG)]
WIT@GL0 Q& meLEV(LALLIMG) - “Hl6D” 6T6aT M.

Ggang e,

bTMIGHET QUICLIT(L S

2_6t1 GeudhddHlest Lidlen LMb&IClemesuGLLD;
GeusLd- 2_6v1g) C1&meLE0I6L

GeusLd- 2 631 HemL_LT6L

Geusld- 2 618 C1&1LI6016L

Geusld, Geusln, #m@Loeusn GeudLn!
eUEIIGWIM(H&@GLD 6TeMGUWIM ([ &H@GL0

QUMP&H6MS HSHTEIILOMM G-

3616V SHEUMSH6T6E 2 6MLOLIL]

2SDG HomsnefbHmg).
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2_611G) LOEMMDE

L QuUIrmILINevienGenm (b &G o
alpflenm LSS

&H6LeNE &(LNSHMLGSGIHCHT

&eN166 (LGNS QualiL
ComHsCHMIL

6TRIS @ SHCHIT

LN& & Slq 6vTL0.

HTCILGLEVLITLD eUBIEML LI X (HLILILAGLITEL
ARIGCs &L B QheHHGCHLD
3I6L6VG)

3IMIGCs QgeLAHCMMLN.

SlhGLI QLRGN EH68T LIMgLLIg) GLImeL
bTCILO6LEVITLD

316Ut UM (h6@& (B0 6MSLILITEN UG
@esrmILD, 6T61CIMEBTMILD

21660 (LN1g 685G

SIMEISHMBILILD eN(H6G)
&MeL&SMHSHI).
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1. In Memoriam George Joson

(Elegy written on a colleagne who died in a car accident on 14. 05. 2004)

Why did you leave us so soon, dear Joson?
(We are unable to find any reason.)

It stunned and benumbed us.

How unbearable the grief and pain

For your beloved family and friends

The most painful was the sight

When your youngest kid,

not knowing what has happened,

kissed your face often

and plucked flowers

from your wreath;

tossed them to her sisters weeping and screaming
What a game He plays!

When He comes with His chariot,

none can say — “wait”.

Joson

Now we understand the mystery of your ever being fast —
fast in your words;

fast in your walk;

fast in your action,

and FAST UNTO DEATH.

Life is uncertain

for the mighty and the meek

grants it certainty

Also to those

who are our charge

And deny them the risk of fall —

22



Great is the loss

to academia too.

Your absence, everywhere is haunting
We find it hard

to console and reconcile

with the eniveitable!

We are all

bound by His will

to be here

to be away.

As the great poet sang:

We are all puppets in His hands,
dancing to His various tunes.
The best is to resign

to what He ordains

in time and out of time.

23



2. K@ eumps ir G& mITIEOTTIT

(15.05.2004 & 2.1 $68 . C&. BHMLEIT(HEHSG @JhISHUT)

‘GO eumps i Ga Hruleotm”
6TRIGSHMIGLD (LOWRIEGLD

LeLELMUNILD L0&&66HT SIS LAhEHJLO.
BhI&6T 16MsHs “LNMwimelsnL_uied”
bTHI&6NT Q6TT6NILN “LOUISHSHSH L

bLOLI (LOIgLLITNELEm6V

6TMISEN 1601 (LNSHevenLns&Mett HNhILULNMemeL.
21DV &HL_Cl6V6BISH HJ6TIIL &)
L0&&H6MFal L L0.

S10MISSIgHG! SNYGI CBHMLTHSH)I

o 10g| Qmid) eaieuevHSlev.

Sl LOEMLPUIMTEYILD

3laU&emen HiMISS (LAl ULIOTNELEM6V;

2 M&HHHSHMEL LN6TIEUMMISHTLACD
AuIMen &L 631 QenmEhaHHCMMLD.

2 0G| L0&H&6N 2 L0GIL 6m6L GMHMIS & QLS S
“6UIT6L &6VITLN, 6VITEL FEVITLA”.

DRIS6N €2(I, 2_63016MLOLLIMEDT LIML_L_merf)
SlgMLNSHSEHSI60 (M CHMN

ung (oL Gme (Ll QS meoIL

LO1& It @ewiLn.

GCan&edlasH 6o 2 &ij6uviLi.
2_migafler GeumiLl GLmenyujLn
LgSi!

2 MmN GUEHL QmidHealsnn

€ (Th FFTLIL.

SMISHTSLOML (LOLQHIS

1HMBn NG &L,
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0&SHEMeN 2 MEMSLILIEHSSILN

2 hiGen 2 F&MUL&@LD

3ihd BLEILAGLD HTHGSHGL, 2L (H&H@GLD

(B0 Snl_L LD,

2_hi&6 GhIITSHEmeN SL_IqLLIG)

3lhd feneumest GUEET?

@6L6meL, 318 QBHUISHSHI6T QUMITEENS SH6TT.

2_hiGH6N G&mev

L0& &6t HLOLN&60 &

L&D S CuE & meneni) Hleneut emIGbGIL;

Shi&H6NG| @M SLILIlG.

BhI&6N 2_ctienLowimes CHEIeUTH

615M &6 @6Lsmo6V,

hesuILIM &6 Lo (hGLo.

6J60L86M60T 865016001

2_MIGHET QSWISHEL Q& hHB

JemLCILIONGILITT 68T Gl6aTLI(L6N.

2 10§ QBUISHMS

3l &3lq GSHIIG|

NOULCL (681U GUITHTIG.6ofT.

2_10G)| M &HEG SremeUlL|6vuTGeur SlenULMug)

61RIG6MNemL G 2_hi&6NG LO6DMDE)

L &SNS G 2 Hhisend CHTHMLO

sTmhIGemen @\, 6eMed(bhhd) HMéHGLD

6211 §l([H6YU bL_&SHSJLD-HRigHeN.

bLOG60TL| C&HE QNI SHLILIEH6V

Lome LML @\([bbhd)

QBTLiibg) UPBL S8

A AMUSHHSLILLL HeHHDE SiMWPH G C&F6LEVIMISEN.
o

+ . GC& HIWEIN el (Lnemm Capen (NGevenlnéanns Ganea| Qumme.
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2. Long Live E. K. Nayanar

(elegy written on E. K. Nayanarwho passed away on 15. 05. 2004)

“Long live E. K. Nayanar!”

This mantra is being muttered

by millions of your comrades.

We are in a trance

since you bade us “Good bye.”

It is impossible to believe

our dearest CM is no more.

A vast surging

sea of humanity

followed wailing and weeping

on your last journey.

No rain could stop them;

no sleep could retreat them.

Thus mourning with the Nature,
your people swarmed round your body,
bidding “L.al Salaam, Lal Salaam.
You were a true Communist;

a comrade to the core of your being,
a rare species,

compassion and love

an epitome of Socialism.

Yet did give due respect and valued
those even who differed from you.
Your rhetoric left a lasting spell!
your utterances dance

on the tongues and lips of your sheep.
Deep sounding like a bassoon,

it stirred and the public cheered.
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Was it mere rhetoric

that enchanted your audience?

Nay, the words came from your heart;
you meant what you spoke.

people believed

what you said.

Such was your charisma;

It reminds us of the rare species

of rhetoricians and statesmen.

You were truly a patriot;

had no foes, only friends.

Your heart bled at the sight of

the tears of the poor,

the miseries of the wretched,

the sufferings of the downtrodden,
pricked your heart often.

You championed the cause of the denied
and the deprived.

your sense of humour was inimitable
very few leaders sparkled in that.
Your absence from amidst us

shows your presence among the stars.
You are our polestar

who saves us from the Darkness.
You will continue to steer

the ship of our dear nation

to the land of the blessings and bounties.

oo

* E. K. Nayanar: Thrice Chief Minister of Kerala, India
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3. A Blissful Voyage

Let my mind soar high

on the wings of the Muses
and visit the places
inaccessible.

Had I the wings of a mallard

I could fly to the States,

shake the hand of Obama,

and thank my American sisters and brothers.

I wish I had the claws of a vulture
to fetch the skeletons from Iraq
and build a bone-palace

to imprison Bush in it.

If T could fly like an angel,

would plead all prophets

to inspire and instill humanism

in millions’ communal minds.

I would meet Gandhi too

who is weeping at his shattered dreams.

I wish I were a bullet

and shoot into the chest of that terrorist
who compels that teen age boy

to explode and kill that innocent mob.
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4. A Nightmare

I had a nightmare the overnight;
I was a hawk hovering in the sky.

I could view the cry of an obese boy

whose mother was beating him to eat more.

A cry of a different note was heard from the next door,
where a bony child was crying for a crump.

A lavish wedding feast was served in the town hall,
rich delicacies heaped on the plates,

were relished by the pompous guests

I could see two ragged gitls outside

struggling with the dogs in the garbage bin.

My wings took me to a public school;
A boy in tears stood on the verandah:
A punishment for not wearing his tie!
In the humid weather of forty degree
a slavish mimic, a legacy of the West.

Whats that long queue I find before that shop?

Like a line of ants before their hole.

God! It’s a liquor shop run by the government!

That leper who begged at my door is also in the line!
A similar queue is found on the other side,

where poor women wait for their rations.

Then I found a public water tap

that made the road a black river.
Elsewhere I noticed a waterless tap
laughing at the hopeless wait

of all the pots of the neighbourhood.
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See, what a mansion that double-storeyed edifice!
Luxury rooms, lawn and swimming pool;

An old man and his wife resided there;

sitting at the phone with sighs and moans,
longed for the calls from their sons abroad.

Not far away were the slums of the city;

three generations lived in each hut;

grandpa, grandma, their sons and their wives,
and their little kids sleep in a room!

Tears streamed down my cheeks
I could see nothing more;

nor did I wish for it;

The siren sounded as usual

to disturb my nightmare.
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5. A Sheep’s Wail

Hark, you Man
to my wail,
your enslaved sheep’s.

You are possessed with
some special powers
that we do not have.

With your brain
and with your tongue
you conquered us.

superior you boast,
but inferior you become
to the microbes that kill you.

The fur God gave me,
mercilessly you shear
to make you cosy.

The milk for my lamb
you suck and drain
and grow fat and cruel.

I have seen with my eyes
and heard with my ears
the last cries of my parents.

When they became old

you cut their heads
and ate their flesh.
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Man, you are the cruelest,
you are the most ungrateful
of all God’s creations.

Yet you find justification
and bring false philosophies
to make you His choicest.

Nothing can be more absurd!
Aren’t we His children?
How can He forgive you?

If a heaven is there

we will reach there first
and pray to God to shut you out.
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6. Anand’s Lot

Anand’s eyes were immersed

on the pupils in tempting uniforms;
compared with his shabby ragged dress.
Longed to be one of them again.

How happy were those days!

Mummy gave me kiss and ta-ta;

like butterflies flew to the school

with Rajesh, Praveen and Smitha
chattering, singing, dancing, running.
Alas! Like a vulture came the car then;
picked me in and dashed away.

A bearded-man with a black towel
hushed my helpless wail for help;
brought into a house and shut in a room.
I was fed with cold dry bread

and slept on the floor dead tired.

The car picked me again in the morning
and brought me to this strange city.
They changed my dress

and dressed me in rags.

They threatened to kill me

if I disobeyed their orders.

I have to sleep in their hut,

eat dry bread which I hate;

always wear this stinky rags.

They scold me and beat me

for not earning much as they dreamed.
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Many months have passed

since I left my mummy, dad and Smitha?
Are they still crying at my loss?

Tears streamed down from Anand’s cheeks.
“Bloody dog, why are you standing still?”
The bearded-man slapped helpless Anand.
“Go to the shops and beg or I'll kill you.”
Crying, Anand stretched his hand

went begging

shop after shop.
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7. Beauty

Why do you murmur lass looking at the mirror?
Ma, why didn’t God create me a little more beautiful?
Who told you dear that you are not beautiful?
Bodily beauty is only one among the beauties;

It fades and decays as a flower does.

Who thinks of a flower when it is decayed?

The sun is beautiful but can you enjoy it at noon?
The objects of nature reveal its radiance and beauty.
Eternal beauty is in achievements eternal.
Handsome is he who handsome does.

So it is said.

look and think of

Gandhi, Lincoln, Shakespeare, Shaw;,

Mother Teresa, Navratilova, Venus, Sereena...
Who is more popular, Venus or Aiswarya?

What makes Kalam our dearest President?
Bodily beauty is all subjective and relative;

Some like white, some like black.

No child is ugly to its mother;

Nothing can be ugly, for God created it.

Didn’t you feel the snake’s beauty

when Lawrence sang in praise of it?

Keats has taught you “beauty is truth”

and “a thing of beauty is a joy forever.”
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Only spiritual beauty gives eternal joy.
My dear lass, be like the sun,
brightening this dark world with your inner beauty.

o
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8. Connubial Bliss

Proton, electron; positive, negative;
male, female; made for each other.
Pains and pleasures: God’s own gifts.
None can reject them.

Divine sex, divine organs;
instincts divine, divine pleasures;
who can abstain them?

The dancing of the plant;

the smiling of the flower;

the chirping of the bird,;

and all merry cries of other beings,
herald Life’s march here.

Connubial bliss,
heavenly happiness;
merging of two souls;
fulfilment of His plans.
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9. Cuckoo Singing

4.30 a.m.

Cuckoos’ songs echo:
waking call

for dreaming day.
Sweetest song in Nature;
sweeter than any
man-made music;
Orpheus, Beethovan,
none before it.

Ku, ku, khu, khhu, khhoo;
the note goes

up and up and up and up.
What do the sounds mean?
“Wake up mate,

let’s start love” or

“Wake up man and

sweat for your bread”?
Yes, cuckoo lives

singing and loving,

while man exists
sweating and moaning,
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10. Gayatri’s Solitude

Gayatri aged eighty two,
widowed at thirty five,
mother of five children:
three sons and two daughters;
all in the States.

Old-age home her haven.
The palatial house

her children built

remains empty at town.

Her room in old-age home
modern with AC.

She will get any food;

all left to her choice.

Her children under illusion:
their mother is cozy.

Poor, miserable mother,

she has no hunger,

she has no sleep.

An old lily flower

pale and faded.

Dawn to dusk,

sitting in an armchair,
looking at the far West,
longing for her children’s calls,
she remains in solitude.
How lucky were her parents!
Lived happy, died happy;
always with their children:
sons, daughters,
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daughters-in-law,
sons-in-law,

a dozen grandchildren,

a house full of mirth.

The depth of maternal love,
and the pangs of separation
no child can gauge.
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11. Tsunami Camps

How dreadful the life in Tsunami camps!
People burnt in man-made hells;

gods crazy seeing their sufferings.

Months have passed

since Tsunami tossed them from their houses.
Nothing left but mind and body;

counting days for their salvation.

Lost their dear ones

and fight against destiny.

Camps built of GI sheet

melt inmates trapped in the cells.

A furnace inside, a furnace outside;

mind and body burn with agony.

Each family has a cell in the camp;

they cook and dine and sleep at night;
grown-ups sleep outside, risking nightly rains.
Government gave kits and boxes;

kits don’t contain essential things;

hearth produces smoke than flames.

None hears their cries and complaints:
“Where have gone the crores

collected for our relief?”

Money is hoarded in the government exchequer,
or diverted for some other purposes.

“It’s better to kill us than torture like this.”
“We don’t have sufficient food,

we don’t have pure water.”

“The filthy atmosphere of the camp

will bring several epidemics.”
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“Give us boats and nets,

and we will earn our livelihood.”

“We don’t get any help

cither from the Right or from the Left.
Unending wails and unending sobs;

2»

not even gods listen to their cries.
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12. Harvest Feast

That photograph in the newspaper

flashes to my mind very often;

Those little pupils from Kozhikode,

avidly feasting rice and payasam;

The harvest banquet of their sweated labour.
Nothing can be tastier than this.

Those nimble, soft feet,

which ran after butterflies;

Those little velvety hands

which caressed plants and flowers,
moved through the rough fields;
ploughed the land; sowed the seed;
plucked the weed; reaped the corn;

cartied sheaves on their tender heads;
threshed, husked, cooked.

Their teachers taught them the great lessons:
how education can be vocational;

and the beauty and dignity of labour;

a lesson too to the adult world:

the way to solve the food crisis,

and save the world from poverty.

59



13. 2 6nGenmiT LOMMILD @eLeOnGHITIT

o enGenmii LuHmILD @eLevTGCHTIT;
2_MUSHIITeTTean Hevralley(LAleLsmev
LesNsLo UGS H CusLn.

3IUMNLAG QUIMEnS -

o_cuieuefHAMEG) HTeUThISHEDLHGSLD ([ SHHISEHHSLO.
GUymem&- &6V LO6sTIG 601

Slsv1enent L LA Si6tTesILAl(Heusndd &(HSbHMMes.

VL& &656001HSM6N LANhISHEM6NE GMULISHS)

LeveLMUINPLO LA, S MISHE0I6M Q6LEVMLAED Gl LISIMMTET.
3I6U6UG)| LILIMISI] U |ShI&eN

aumpemGa

LA&LQUML LWMISILD,

Lo6aNG 60T €(h Sil&uiamest GCevsmeoILIm(h;
SHOLIENEII &G 6TL_LTG| 6UCTIG)] &S 60I631SH6N;
316 &EHHGE FLOLOMIL

Sl6)6uG) #MGHen6viHerlett LiLIesTLM(D
MesidH gl 6H@ L (HGLO.

VL& 58601560 LIFILITL QM&Hé
SyuNgLomugn Guim (&ML 2_6uu1& 60T MEDTI.
oM HHMHCH &HCUMTSHLO

CuMes1d et CHEMEUBEM6NE 8r(Th &
SMEUJhISEHLD OT6VMIGSHEDHLD 62 (HGUMGILD
6UGLILS6LEMEL

L LO6MLLI 161618 (EMh6NT.

60



L06WT & 60| &S 61601601 2_M6MLO
SifieNeveor L LAlemwt LNM&&?
3IMIGsH CuMeaISHEng LIL Ig.601l GUITL
Ml HHMC 61601 2 MemLa?

SUIGSIT! 6T6)6U6NEY LITEULD,
GleaLMILD LseumUNjeu&H@
L0GMIGENEL BHLOLNGHEMSILAELEMED eMLOSHILL{LAIGLEm6L!

@eveunGymMest Qg miaLD
Gan&ledla (oL sLoueoilaLoLn.

&HerNg Q&MHSHeL6mEV

Sl GHEOL6MLOITLD Q& TSHEG)SH&6N
&CLN&HGH 6L Get1euTeLLAICLEVT GFWILLIT(H
L6016V LIGMNGLOMS(LAGTEN H6BI606LITSH6N
QBTBIMSHeNTd,

UDILG SdleLD.

&Lndglalln (b &Hes1Gel.

SMUINL 601810 QesTmIln 4L HuTev;

B6LELMCHITIT 616801608T&H60)E CILI(H SHHLD
Slendhgl 2 ML hoPHS )
SleUn&eiler 4 CrmeHSILILD.

LOMMILD @6TTLISHE6016 G611

61



13. Haves and Have-nots

Haves and Have-nots:
man-made categories;
never in creator’s dream.

Abundant Nature

feeds plants and animals.

Greedy selfish man disrupts
Mother Nature’s feeding;

uproots millions of trees,
exterminates thousands of animals.
His deadly weapons

pose great threat

to life itself.

Man is a2 wonderful work;
Unimaginable his achievements;
Equally heart-rending his destructions.
Achievements prove beneficial

only to Haves a minority.

When millions die of hunger,
thousands compete for delicacies.
Minority always luxuriates

at the cost of

majorities’ necessities.

Plants and animals never divide
the earth among themselves;
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What right has the mortal man

to divide and own this immortal planet?
What justice is there for the minority

to starve the majority to death?

How pitiable
that religions give no solace and hope
to the miserable multitudes.

The Have-nots found a haven
in socialism and communism;
no private property;
state-owned wealth;

selfless work for the society.
But power corrupted;

leaders turned tyrants;
philosophy failed.

Equality to man utopian.
Capitalism rules the day;
Have-nots numbers swell.
Shattered and smashed

are their dreams

of health and happiness.
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14. Helen and her World

Helen, her restless eyes
pierce my heart very often;
Those lovely eyes of hers,
searching for a ray of light
from the very first day

she came to this world:

a wotld without

the sun and the moon;
prick my heart and

it bleeds in the class.

The analogy of the lamp and the pot
I lectured for the Rasa theory;

how the lamp reveals the pot;
sparkled the eyes of others,

while her eyes were still

searching for the lamp and its light.

When she takes down notes,
faster than any typewriter,
ticked, ticked moves her hand
line after line on the Braille;

as I speed to her ticks

others struggle to keep her pace.

She is the brightest in the class;

reads books after books
through her brother’s eyes.
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Had her scribe known
spelling of all her words,
she could have won a rank
in her degree examinations.

She is the light of the class,

light of the family,

light of the village,

but alas the light never sees itself,
and of course

light shows all

their path and ways

and can’t see itself!

What is challenge to the challenged!
Light fighting against darkness,
Eternally! Hopefully! Surely!
Helen is comfortable in life.
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15. I am Just a Mango Tree

I am just a Mango Tree;

still an accomplished life;

I've fulfilled my Creator’s plan.
Standing like a Himalayan umbrella,

I shelter my student-friends

waiting for the buses.

The Sun can’t wither them,

nor Rain wets them.

Their innocent smiles and laughter;

the lovers sighs and sobs,

tickle me or weep me.

When my friend the Wind comes,

I welcome him with myriad hands.

My saviour Sun fosters me;

his rays cook food for me;

I grow and bear fruits for others.

When I blossom, flies kiss me.

My branches are the beds for birds;
cuckoos, crows and mynahs come;
when my fruits are ripe, a feast to them.
Their chirps and songs lull me often;
when night comes they sleep on my lap;
I too sleep standing on my feet.
Nightly breeze and dews caress me;

I drop mellow yellow fruits

to my beggar friend who sleeps beneath.
My God, how happy I feel —

The fruit of service!

Hark! What’s that boy telling the girl?
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“Darling, where shall we wait

when they cut this tree?”

“Dear, why do they cut this tree,

a harbour to hundreds of us?”

“They plan to build a waiting shed here.”
God, what do I hear? Is it true?

“True, my daughter, I am helpless.’

Can’t they spare me and

build it somewhere else?

Don’t I do them good as to all?

Don’t I have feelings and pains

though I endure in silence?

Haven’t I the right to live?

God, why is your Man so selfish and cruel?
Did you create him,

to disturb this earth’s balance?

This planet would be a paradise

if you kindly withdraw him.

‘My child, I created him

in My own image

but he’s gone astray;

My agony is endless.

That’s the fate

of the father everywhere.

I shouldn’t have created this human species;
But how can a father kill his sons?’
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16. Lal Salaam to Labourers

Lal Salaam to Labourers,
the backbone of the country!

They sow the seed;
reap the corn;
and we eat and sleep.

They spin and weave;
make beautiful clothes;
and we wear and ‘shine’

They build houses
where they never rest,
and there we live and snore.

They sweat in factories;
produce numberless goods;
and we use and enjoy.

They tar the road;
melt in the furnace;
and we ride and drive.

They clean roads and markets;
are shunned by us very often;
and we make them filthier and filthier.

They envy our lives;

nurse bubbles of dreams;

but reality pricks them of,

and many find haven in tavern.
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Lal Salaam to Laboutrers,
for without them we have no life.

Let us not be stingy
when we pay them wages,
for we can’t do what they do.

Give them at least their due;

the more we give, the more we get;
Put charity in humanity

a spiritual bliss that never dies.
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17. Laxmi’s Plea

Rekha’s wedding today;

my youngest colleague

junior by ten years.

To be or not to be;

present or absent;

a terrible trancel!

Auspicious occasion;

jocund jolly hall;

a fish out of water;

I can’t slither there.

“Laxmi, when is your wedding?”
“Laxmi, you alone remain.”
Can’t bear these arrows;

heart full of such arrows;
bleeding day after day.

It’s none my fault

single at thirty three.

“Laxmi looks very handsome.”
“She is a lamp to any house.”
A lamp destined to burn out
under a hot pot.

Plenty of proposals;

appeared with tea

before many young men.
None complained my looks.
“What’s the dowry?”

A stumbling block to all proposals.
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Father died when I was ten;

mother bed-ridden with cancer;

a thatched house in five cents;

an elder sister married off.

My meagre salary two thousand
hardly meets our food and medicine.
I have pricked my bubble of dreams;
let none dream for me.

Leave me alone;

leave me single.
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18. My Teenage Hobby

Angling, my teenage hobby;
evenings at river bank

with Joseph till early night.
Long wait for the catch;
amidst mosquitoes.

Each fish a great thrill;

pulling the fish out of water:

a heavenly experiencel
The death struggle

of the innocent fish.
Sadistic pleasurel!

Once when I pulled a fish,
flashed a horrible vision:
I am pulled from the sky;
death struggle on the line.
Awestruck and repentant,
I unhooked the fish

and dropped in the water.
No more did I angle;
Reflections on life
became my pastime.
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19. Nature’s Bounties
(Haikn)

The song of cuckoo
Night’s dirge
Day’s trumpet

The birth of morn
Temples and mosques chanting hymns
Heaven on earth

The sun kisses
The eye opens
Lotus blooms

Fragrance of the rose
Intoxication to the fly
Dancing round the plant

Jasmine’s hand
Caressing touch on my neck
Utter dilemma

Mellow yellow papaya
Longing violent kisses
Feasting to crows and mynahs
Lightening and thunder
God’s fire works

Frightened man quirks!
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Torrential summer rains

A shed of corrugated sheets

God’s drum beats!

Parched fields
Rain in summer

Honey to the lips

Refreshing downpour
A child in ecstacy
Drenched dancing

Road a river of rainwater
A child on bicycle
Splashing roaring

Snow-capped mountain
Multi-coloured sky
God with the brush.
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20. Ol1d Age

Human life is a cycle:

born to the earth

with a shrieking cry;

life’s first breath.
Bed-ridden first year,
dependent childhood,
independent youth;

gives birth to children;
health wanes;

dependent old age;

body week;

but mind strong;
bed-ridden at last;

lies back to the earth

with a painful breath.
Childhood is memorable —
carefree and dynamic

no sorrow dares

but happiness glares.

one with Nature;

an angel on earth;

daring to all.

Old age begins to play its colours —
The monarch of yesterday,
feels humbled today.
Imprisoned amidst unripe ripeness;
utterly helpless.

unyielding mind.
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The dearest children

to whom he looked and loved
turn ungrateful.

They hate and curse

And never care.

Ageism is contemptible;
unpardonable too.

Today’s torturer

tomotrow’s victim;

we live with ironies.
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21. Onam

Onam, a national festival;
Keralites celebrate
wherever they are.

Ten days celebrations
starting with Atham:

a harvest festival.

Feasting with new rice
after three months of
continuous monsoon.
Clear sky and bright sunlight;
fragrance and colours

of flowers everywhere.
Early mornings

children run for flowers,
make pookalams

at the front yards.
Pookalams with

myriads of flowers

in circular pattern:

a fantastic sight!

People in new dress;

full of gaiety and spirits;
relishing ceremonial food;
delight in Onam songs,
Onam plays and Onam dances.
Spirited competitions:
sports, games and arts;

a familiar sight.
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Boat races with

dozens of rowers

in bright uniforms,

rowing in perfect rhythm,
singing boat songs,

a pageant rare beauty in the world.
Onam has a legend:

a remembrance of

the golden rule of Maveli

an icon of the just king.
Equality prevailed in society;
no lies, no crimes, no deceits;
and no cheat;

no poverty, no child death.
All were happy;

heaven cannot be different!
Envious of Maveli

Vishnu in disguise

stamped on his head

to be thrown in the underworld.
But granted him a boon

to visit his people

once in a year.

Maveli visits on Onam;

Fed up, he returns in tears.

93



22. [MG6VI63T 260810

“TNGe6v, CleueNGu Gum,”
QL AMuwMest 2_miLev,
HERISILG| UGLIL.
JG6L SI(PSHevl
QeueCul HestmIGSTesn (h.

(L& 6L [HIT6NT LIMLLO
LG 68 (LO1gLLIaTeL60I6V
W @mmLn?

©3.8MS SHE0S
SILDLOMEM 6N ilq.&G)
JMT@G6EMEVILILD Sllq &)
Qe 2 wimel 2 MBS
WImbGLO GhISETNELEMEV.

QSTE] Hhend
Qan@y L AMw

QMBI 2_6v&L0
LmeULD [JIT@G6V
SI6TLI&HSMS 6JMRIGSHMM6DT.

(@

94



22. Rahul’s World

“Rahul, get out,”
teacher roared,
class shuddered.
Rahul wept,
stood outside.

Couldn’t study

yesterday’s portion.
Whose fault?

Drunken father
beat mothet,

beat Rahul;

kicked away supper,
none could sleep.

Cruel father,
Cruel teacher,
Cruel world,
Poor Rahul
longs for love.
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23. Sleepless Nights

The Cuckoo’s flute

woke me up at every dawn;

but lately having little sleep,

I lie restless for hours and hours,
longing vainly to wake him up.

The Cuckoo lies on his God-given bed,;
the gentle breeze always caresses him;

the nocturnal music lulls him throughout,
and his sleep is sound

free from cares and worries.

I lie in my concrete house,

fighting against the man-made heat,

and the dreary sound of the hot-wave fan.
The late and heavy supper in stomach,
and all such unnatural ways of life

take away that God’s own gift.

Ah, the Cuckoo finally calls me out;

let me get up, get out of my cell,
and have a bath in the pool of morning beauty.
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24. Vrinda

Vrinda, twelve or thirteen
on the TV yesterday.
angelic her appearance,
dancing like a peacock

to Hindi film tunes.

Ha! Dancing just on one leg.
The other leg?

Folded under skirt?

Eyes searched for it.

God, only one leg!
Skipping like kangaroo.
Pricked my heart;

started aching;

Why is destiny so cruel?
She illumines this world;
entertains millions.

Who can console her?
Who will please her?

Her life only begun;

has suffered much.
Thousands of miles ahead
to tread with lone leg,

She turned her challenge
to strength and success.

A loud message for the world!
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25. What a Birth!

Just returned

from the furnace
after the tarring work.
Burning body
longing cooling haven
but a frozen house.

A thatched hut
cardboard walls
boltless doot.

Bed-ridden mother
hungry mouth
beckoning me.
Daughter from school
empty stomach
longing for food.

Rice in the pot

lunch for ma and daughter

stray dogs feasted.

Drunkard husband
will come at night

to resume beats and kicks.

Dawn for doom
Dusk to damn
What a birth!
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26. Human Brain

Human brain;

the centre of

pleasures and pains;
that which makes man
distinct from other beings;
a boon or bane?

Birds of the sky;

all beings of the land;
fishes in watet;

past never haunts,

nor their future.

No worties;

no dreams;

content always.

If heaven is happiness,
and happiness heaven,
they are in

and we are out.
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27. Indian Democracy

Indian democracy:

the largest on the planet;

a wonder to the world.
Parliament elections:

several billions business;

stage of heinous means.
Secularism butchered;

caste and religion

raise their hood;

regionalism and parochialism
devour

nationalism and patriotism.
National parties play

trump cards with communalism;
bow their heads before priests.
The real issues of the country
never discussed among people.
Election campaigns:

fire works of lies and abuses.
Terrorists try to sabotage,
killing civilians, police, soldiers.
Thus democracy reigns
drinking tears of thousands!
Criminal MPs,

brought from jails

to prove majority on floor;
horse-trade of billions!
Corrupt governments,
draining the blood of people.
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Gratitude to the voters!
Gullible people,

they vote them again and again;
no other options.

Still democracy shall prevail

or tyranny will

sit on the Chait.
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28. Ammini’s Lament

How to expiate

the merciless sin

committed to my cat?
Ammini’s heart-broken wails,
her unnatural reverberating cry,
shooting like arrows

through my heart,

and then to my wife.
Ammini can’t forget

even after ten days

the loss of her darlings.

Day in and day out

she wanders on all sides
seeking the twins of her triplet.
When troubles increased,

in a weak moment

I had to sell them.

Ammini’s incessant cry,

like Gandhari’s wails,

echoes my premises.

The pangs of my heart,

a laughingstock to my guests;
Inhumane to animals,

they do believe,

all creations are for men,
since they are born

in God’s own image.
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Ammini’s changed a lot;

no greed for food;

no frolic with her son.

How long will she go on wailing?
Will she curse me as Gandhari did?
Destined like the ‘Ancient Marinet’
I'm desperate for the purging amends.
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29. Ammini’s Demise

My Ammini cat’s demise
steals my sleep.

Day in day out,

her snow white figure,
her emerald eyes,
black bushy tail,

her gentle demeanour,
her sleep on my lap,
throng my heart,

and hangs me down.
Let me add to Keats’
A thing of beauty

is a joy forever;

and its loss

is sorrow forever.
Poisoned to death
Ammini’s struggle

for breath and water;
our effort in vain

to keep her alive;

and her final adieu
without even a sound;
wife’s moans and wails,
haunt me and

my mind bleeds,
pricked by thorns around.
God, why did you

call her back?
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Lived only one year;

gave only happiness.

She was a friend

to my lonely mother;
gave solace to her

when gasping for breath.
How could that fiend
poison this angel?

What harm had it

done to him?

When he was sleeping sound
my darling was

struggling for breath.
Thousands of fiends
inhabit this planet,
turning the earth

to a big slaughter house,
as if man alone has

the right to live here.
God, make them humane
and turn them into angels.
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30. Om

Om, the birth-cry of this world;

the very first sound echoing everywhere;
the rhythm of all creations;

from atoms to stars

Om goes on ringing.

Combination of three letters,
representing Vishnu, Shiva, Brahma,
and meaning Brahman.

Father of all mantras;

past and future live in this sound.
Once monopoly of the high caste;
low-caste people were denied

it’s listening and muttering;

destined to recite ‘On.

Worm-like man challenges the Creator;
Om, the holiest mantra of mantras;
key to all problems of the world,;
Om is our breath;

a tonic to mind and body.

It’s a celestial music

showering manna on the earth;

it gives us peace and happiness;

Om shanty, Om shanty, Om shanty.
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31. Solar Eclipse

The moon tried hard

to hide the sun;

but the radiant brilliance
spilled over the moon.
Humiliated and frightened
she slid from his presence.

The sun of knowledge
can never be concealed
by the moon of ignorance.

Moons of the world here
seduce suns of virtue.
Corrupt governments devour
suns of innocence.

Fair is foul here

and foul is fair.
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32. Pleasures and Pains

Pleasures and pains:

two sides of a coin.

We toss it early morning;
majority gets the pains side.
Pleasures come like sprinkle,
while pains fall like deluge

and continue like monsoon.
Happiness is a mist

while sorrows shower like snow.
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33. In the Name of God

Criminal actions done

in the name of God
outnumber

philanthropic services done
in the name of God.
Millions were killed in crusades
in the name of God.

Tens of millions died in World Wars
in the name of God.
Clergies thrive and dictate

in the name of God.
Laymen frightened surrender
in the name of God.
Religions rival each other

in the name of God.
Democracy is devalued

in the name of God.
Nepotism is supported

in the name of God.
Superstitions survive

in the name of God.
Communalism poisons

in the name of God.
Communism is strangled

in the name of God.
Terrorists butcher thousands
in the name of God.

Teens become terrorists

in the name of God.
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Sexism prevails

in the name of God.
Higher castes exploit

in the name of God.
Secularism is nullified

in the name of God.
Corruption is promoted
in the name of God.
God is dethroned

in the name of God.
And human gods are crowned
in the name of God

125



34. [HSJ(LOLD HPMoaLn

“31681GL, HLD iTIEDL I (HHaHTIT @DheHON L HM&Hd
QaM&HME)."

‘Qplh, Sih LLTM SABEVIETeN afl1g. 0, bS] IBAMDS).
Q&MEh&Ln GUITLLILI UM, MI&,” 61601 LOstI6BT6X) G1&TedT6aTm6NT.
3lhG LI

@b QUML 60 il 1q.60(HH3)| UbHSS).

oo oy AL LT QsnemevaliGev 2_6en Hd el 1gME&
bTRI&6N 6TLIRAUITRSHIGLO Q& 601D SHELEMEV,

316861 el 19 MG C&601MSI0Em6V.

MG YLUGUMIHIHIL GefliTug el QUL igufev

& HLDUSHSHEMEVEUIT F6ULNMTEHS SHL_HSTIT.

2_UN(HL 681 @(hSGSLDELIT(L G

&eutelevILn 6T65016TNIU (T SSHLAML LT

@ GefenLigll L[HEHmS SeMMEMILI.

ICHT, eLn&HE GLOEL &L_68T 6]

Sl6UTG 2 L6V Si(hhIHI ol M6

BDIHS 61(IH 61601601 (I S6ULOMEDILN!

Wi ([ &@&GL0 6163160601 C1G MILIONLCELEILIETIMMTEYILD
3ihd S1He&SSVIeNe &BLILSSIL 60T

bIT6s Gl&HoHHHEL Lhi@GLICLMHGH6d

61611626116)| &1q.60TLD G-

BHHMLULMSSH6L eumpGeunit —

&I &MILILITL SrLLIThEVLOTLL

L063N1GHCBIILOMM)

€6UQEUM(HEU(HLD QSHTEMEVHSEBIIT

ShiG6Ng) CQ&MheHd SaNCev.

@ (b SMHLD H6v1G)| Q6MSHSMT([HL 68T HL_LIMLL

126



61T BT LOMM HTLLISEHL68T HL_LITS

1616616y QeveenbHILIML QGHTELEMEVUIMM CUTLLEHNS
&g HGev!

AMIGCs 6160CEVM(HLO EUMLREUIT

€M MIEHLOLLIML S63TLL 63T

SIUMS6N 616MSHEV 6]LOMM &&0lq UI6LUITSH6NT —

SISH6BIM6eL JLOMMMULL (B (AL LmenmésLUuL (b
Q&MeemeniLIg &HSLILIHSETM6UTT HSJeUTEISHENTED.

127



34. City Versus Village

“Dear, it seems some neighbour is dead.”
“Yea, the dirge is from a close house.
Just go and seek,” my wife said.
The mournful song

came from a rented house.
Though near by a hundred metres,
we never went there,

nor they visited our house.

The head of the house lay dead

in a flower covered freezer.

While alive might have dreamed
of an AC bed room.

Alas, he got it with high interest;
his body shrunken to the bones.
an insult to the dead!

I join the mourning with

the bereaved family,

though none is known to me.
How hard it is —

the city dwellers —

Busy and selfish.

devoid of humanity

Each one lost

in his own island.

A crow, friendly to community;

A dog there is

friendly to other dogs.
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How innocent and malice-free
is village life

where all live

in harmony and love.

They are gullible —

so fooled and cheated

and looted by the townsmen.
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35. Cty of my Child

God, can’t bear that
heart-rending cry,

piercing like an arrow
through my heart.

She is hungry

and needs feeding;

breasts are swelling with milk.
How will I complete the exam?
Two more hours left;

easy questions;

know all answers;

but can’t concentrate;

the pen isn’t moving,
Graduate and unemployed;
took my BA five years back;
applied for many jobs;

wrote tests after tests.
Husband daily labourer;

sole earner of the family;

has to feed seven members;
his aged parents

and his younger sisters.

Oh, my child is still crying;
sister-in-law is helpless.
Should I quit and feed my child?
God, don’t you hear my cry?
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36. Kaumudi Teacher is no More

Kaumudi Teacher is no more with us;

that light has gone out on fourth August.
The beacon which guided many women
was destroyed by the wave of Time.

A lone fighter, a role model;

A single woman to fulfill her mission.
Driven by her father’s vision,

joined Congtress in her teen age.

Gandhi’s charisma drew her like a magnet;
attended Gandhi’s address at Vadakara;

A meeting to raise fund for Harijan.
Exhorted men and women to be generous;
women might donate their ornaments.
Kaumudi, only sixteen, mounted the stage;
gave her golden bangles first;

then gave the chain on her neck;

and finally the jewel studs.

Gandhi, moved and pleased,

concealed his wonder.

Asked if she sought her parents’ consent.
Her father there nodded.

Kaumudi pledged to wear no ornament;
she led a simple humb]e life;

taught Hindi in Malabar schools;

closely followed Gandhi’s footsteps;
taught national language

till her death at ninety two.

Kaumudi’s dazzle dimmed

the dazzle of all other women in jewels and ornaments.
Let’s bow our head to this rarest gem.
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