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FOREWORD

The British Sahibs have ruled this country for a long period of time. And it was during their reign we not only learnt English but also took
initiative in creative activity in English language. And needless to say Rabindranath Tagore earned his Nobel prize for writing poems in
English language only. When the Indians write in English the very gait and garments of English language are necessarily transformed.
And Indian English literature made a niche and a lion throne for itself since the beginning of the twentieth century when Tagore was
acknowledged as a great Indo-Anglian Poet. Long before the advent of Tagore Indian English had started creating and expanding the
Eden blithe with emergent flora. The practice continues. K. V. Dominic has forged elfin leaves and flowers of strange poetic genre in this
expanding Eden of Indo-Anglian literature. The sorrows and pains, exploitations, jealousy and hatred of our time have compelled Dom-
inic to wield his pen. But to that end Dominic has not sounded any trumpet to launch any class war or class struggle.

His compassion is boundless. It embraces every particle of our existence. He bathes every groan of our society in the sacred Ganges of
compassion. He cleanses everything with his tears and puts forward in the magic/impersonal world of art. His “Write, My Son, Write” is
a triumph of Indo-Anglian literature. Here God the Father uses Dominic as his tool only to chide mankind for their follies and failures.
Every particle of the existence is dear to our Father — God the Father. Man is as dear to Him as any other atom in the existence and his
chidings of man is only impelled by his fatherly love for man. “Write My Son, Write” thus puts forward a fresh aesthetics. Poetry is a
revelation here. Dr. Sabita Chakraborty has enriched our Bengali literature through her translation of the Indo-Anglian poem “Write, My
Son, Write”. It goes without saying that the gait of English language is different from that of Bengali language. Here the source language
is Indian English and the target language is Bengali. The aim of translation is to transform the gait of the source language into that of
the target language. And of course Sabita has deftly translated “Write, My Son, Write” with such lucidity and readability that anyone
could enjoy. Her translation might be read as if the write-up in Bengali is no translation at all. The translation work of Sabita reads like a
poem originally composed in Bengali only. No Doubt, this is an illusion. But to forge such illusion is no mean achievement. For example,
Dominic writes,

Christmas is your GPTIPT (Sl
greatest festival; TZEy T
greeting each other (P I el
peace and happiness; OIS U
blackest day for I e Pl v
cattle, fowl and fish; 9, RN G NI
SRR e |

The quoted lines above are laden with irony. When we embrace each other out of love, when it is a day for merry making for us it is a cruel
night for the cattle, fowl and fishes. The joys that do not charge your environment with pleasure and happiness are no joys at all because
every neuron of our joys brings with it hemlock. If we cannot make our environment happy in our happiness our happiness is hollow
sham. Be that as it may, Dominic says Christmas is the blackest day for the cattle, fowl and fish. Sabita has translated ‘the blackest day’
literally and it is an instance of translation loan that fits in with the gait of Bengali language perfectly. Thank you Sabita.

Dr. Ramesh Chandra Mukhopadhyaya
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Write, My Son, Write

Part One

My son,

I have a mission
in your creation,
God spoke

to my ears.
Why do you
look up?

Look at the tip
of your pen.

I am the ball

of your pen;

I am the ink
that flows

on the paper.

Write my son, write.

Write till
I say stop
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Part Two

Don’t you feel

the symphony

of the universe?

It grieves me that
your species seldom
senses my rhythm.
Plants and animals
dance to my number
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Part Three

There is rhythm
and harmony

in every molecule;
every atom,

every movement;
the majestic tramp
of elephants;

dart of deer;

trot of tiger;

race of rabbit;
lope of leopard;
swoop of swine;
scud of squirrel;
canter of kangaroo,
Tear of bear;
gallop of horse;
bound of bull;
dash of dog;
flutter of dove;
dart of cormorant;

plunge of kingfisher;

flit of swift;

flap of crow;
swoop of kite;
plummet of eagle;
wing of mynah;
buzz of bees;
drone of mosquito;

motion of snake;
march of millipede;
and centipede;

and movements of
worms and inscets.
Rhythm is there
everywhere

and creates

the perpetual
harmony.
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Part Four

Write, my son,
write.

How rhythmic
is your body!
Rhythm is there
in your breath;
your heartbeats;
your eyewinks;
your walk and run;
your chew

and munch;
digestion in
your stomach;
your laughter
and your cry;
the words

you speak;

and even

your flatus.
Alas! you never
feel this wonder.
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Part Five

Write, my son,
write.

Birds and animals play
their assonant keys.
Man alone strikes
discordant notes.
You do hear

the music of birds;
Hoot of owls;

coo of doves;
twitter of sparrows;
cackle of chicken;
cuckoo of cuckoo;
crow of raven;
squawk of parrot;
pipe of skylark;
chatter of magpie;
gobble of turkey;
song of nightingale;
chirp of swallow;
quack of duck;

and crow of cock.
Equally assonant;
the cry of animals.

Bark of dogs; roar of lions;
meow of cats; howl of fox;

bleat of sheep; hiss of snake;

bray of donkeys; and neigh of horse.
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Part Six

Write, my son,

write.

Living beings and
lifeless objects

all interrelated.

Your existence
depends on others;
all my creations,
useful and beautiful.
It’s your pettiness,
viewing things

in different ways,
thinking in opposites;
good and bad,
beautiful and ugly.
snakes, worms,
pests, mosquitoes,
ants, lice, beetles,
centipede, millipede,
cockroach, spider —
all for me, good

and beautiful;

but for you,

bad and ugly.

Your selfish mind
tries to ignore
benefits rendered

by these housemates.
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Part Seven

Write, my son,
write.

Your species

can't live alone.
Cattle, sheep,
goats, donkeys,
dogs, cats,

swine, fowl,

I created

for your company;
neither can they
exist without you.
You speak to them
in strange tongue,
and they reply

in divine speech;
unintelligible,

you scourge and
even kill them
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Part Eight

Your spices

is the latest

of my creations;
evolved after
millions of years

of progressive march.

progression

or regression ?
Was my plan
wise or folly ?
Doesn't it distress
and boomerang ?
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Part Nine

I risked a test

in man’s brain.
Filled some cells
with seeds

of knowledge.
Alas! Vain glorious
he thinks

the master

of all wisdom;
tries to conquer
the universe:
landed on the moon,
sent satellite

to the Mars;

he takes it

greatest feat!

The Moon and Mars
just two drops

in the ocean of
celestial objects.
Poor creature
knows not

his handicap;
limitations of

his reason.

He defies me,
assumes my position,

haughtily claims

as the noblest

of my creations!

He gives me shape,
and boasts,
embodiment of God!

I breathed in him
celestial values;
happiness, beauty,
peace, love, mercy;
but he fosters

hate and violence;
kills his kith and kin;
shows no mercy

to animals and plants.
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Part Ten

Christmas is your
greatest festival;
greeting each other
peace and happiness;
blackest day for
cattle, fowl and fish;
billions butchered

for your pleasure;
you dine and dance,
sing hymns of peace!
preach gospel of love!
Your happy celebrations:
birthday, marriage,
ordination, jubilee,
feasts and festivals,
doomsday for animals.
Their cries resound
like death knell

and thus you try
dissonance at

my harmony.

Who gave you right
to kill my creations ?
The way you torture
fowl and cattle,
bereft of food and water,
caged and chained,
gasp in sunlight;
you cut their throat
live to their eyes.
The fish you catch
struggle for breath
and cause your glee!

IS A

§l AN GO S
I2GY T

(eI TeT T el

COIE! ACF S

g G 3] I < |
9, RN R TR
i et |

G TTF 7% G418
COINITHE SR Sl
COISIET A8 Whe T |

a1 % *(ife9 (Ba !
ABIF 9 &g TS (2T 1 !
CONNTUS SN« SHr[7ie2
RUEDAEEIE

T 220 G TG Sualo,
FACOTS AR G el
AYTF GRS SIS o] |
oind Fia efowiee 23

(@ [y Wl e

G GBOICI2 CSIEl

T AFOIS |

20

I 7R 94 A
PR (o™ (F ear ?
RN QR NS

O eI TZell wie;
[T QIR & (A0S =1 e,
{51 ! G3R ¥ T 0,
RENEIEEA RN

O SIS SIEI003 S16Tl FIC!
SITMEE (BT G
SEEIERIE]

O W (ST G ROT6 I
3R & VI (OIS ST B |




Part Eleven G ST
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Part Twelve

Write, my son,
write.

Copy my symphony;
the music

of the universe.
Show your species
their deficiencies,
you can’t catch

the musical charm
of gentle breeze;
the melody

of falling leaves
and petals,

the stroking music;
of mist and snow;
divine language

of the insect world;
the hugging tone
of flies on flowers.
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Part Thirteen

Write, my son
write

You can’t enjoy
the beauty

of lightning

and thunder;
your people think
thunder is my

sword of punishment.

Tell them, son,

their celestial Father
never hates;

will never punish;
only showers love
and looks after

His creation.
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Part Fourteen

Write, my son,
write

[ haven't given
you reason

to learn

all my plans.

I speak to you

and other beings
in diverse tones.
None else shudder
when I speak
through thunder.
The sound of air
produced in breeze.
gale, tempest,

all my diverse notes.

The sound of water
in brooks, rivers
seas, oceans,

also my own scales.
What you hear

is little;

much more lies
beyond your ears.
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Part Fifteen

Write, my son,
Write.

Your species

needs humility.
You are my own dear
as mosquito is.

The snake you fear;
the pests, insects,
rodents you hate;
virus, worms

and all you dread
are no less

dear to me

than you.

I speak to you
through cuckoo;
I'lull you

through owl
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Part Sixteen

Write, my son,

write.

Teach your folk

their position.

All other beings aware
of their humble position;
only your species
ignorant of his position
religious mafia,
political mafia,
intellectual mafia,
mislead

your innocent
humble folk
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Part Seventeen

Religious mafia

created thousands of gods.
Creator, creation, creature —

simple enough

to learn the relation.
Myriads of religions,
gods, saints, prophets;
religious mafia needs
them to exploit
innocent laymen.
Heaven and hell

they created

to frighten the masses.
Where is the heaven ?
Where is the hell ?
They have no answer;
they attribute

to their Creator

all their qualities:
Angry God !
Punishing God!

To appease me

they loot billions
from the laity!

Build palace-like

churches, mosques, temples;
decorate my fake images

with rich ornaments
and gaudy dress;
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they misguide layman,
make them believe

I am fond of flattery;
fond of hymns;

fond of money,

fond of food;

and fond of jewellry.
They never preach
Karma is the best prayer;
work is worship;
service to the poor;
service to the needy;
service to the tortured;
service to animals

and plants and trees
are services to me.
Look at the birds;

look at animals;

look at fishes;

look at plants;

they seek their food
strike the eternal

note of happiness

and never digress
from the symphony.
The religious mafia
makes layman blind;
blind in their faith;
they blind their reason;
poor folk, they dance
to their perfidious tones
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Part Eighteen

Write, my son,

write.

I have created man
herbivorous,

like his ancestors,

apes and monkeys.
The religious mafia
spreads its fake ism;
other beings and plants,
all for man’s pleasures;
he is the king

of animals and plants.

The universe bears
sufficient food

for human and
nonhuman beings.
All other beings
seek their food.

[ havn't given

man licence

to kill other beings
as carnivores do.
Being the creator

I can’t bear

the way man
rears, tortures

kills and eats

his domestic animals.
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Part Nineteen

Write, my son,

write.

The political mafia
exploits masses;
dictates, strangles

and make them slaves;
imprisons, kills

those who question
their authority.

It’s really shocking
your governments
plunder your people,
fill the exchequers
with trillions

to kill your own men
beyond the borders.
Political mafia
supports corporates,
ignores common folk,
sells land and resources
to inhumane companies.
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Part Twenty

Intellectual mafia
assumes omniscient;
exploits innocent people;
detracts them

from their Creator;
makes them pessimists;
imposes their

obsolete philosophies.

No difference at all
between religious

and intellectual mafias;
twin sides

of the same coin.
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Part Twenty One

Enough, my son,
enough;

nothing more

to tell your species.
If they heed

they will be saved;
other beings

will be saved;
plants will be saved
and the universe

as such will be saved.
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