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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	 …Ê#¢›y¢ ö“þy›yöì”îû
greatest festival;		 ›£_› vþzê¢î—
greeting each other	 ö„þyœy„%þ!œ „þîûyîû !”˜
peace and happiness;	 ö“þy›îûy ~öì„þ xöì˜Äîû
blackest day for	 Ÿy!hsþ ¢›,!kþ „þy›˜y „þîû
cattle, fowl and fish;	 †îû&– ›%îû†# ~î‚ ›yöìŠéöì”îû
 				    þ™%öìîûyþ™%!îû „þyœ !”˜Ð

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

²Ìí› vþzÍÔy¢

xy›yîû þ™%e
ö“þy›yöì„þ ¢,!ÜTîû xyvþüyöìœ
xy›yîû ~„þÝþy þ™!îû„þÒ˜y !ŠéœÐ
{Ù»îû
xy›yîû „þyöì˜ „þyöì˜ îöìœ!Šéöìœ˜
“%þ!› ö„þ˜ öîy„þyîû ›“þ 
‰þyîûþ™yŸ ö”…ŠéÚ
ö“þy›yîû „þœöì›îû vþ†yëû
ö‰þy… îûy…Ð
xy!› ö“þy›yîû „þœöì›îû !˜öìîîû šþœy
xy!› „þy!œ
„þy†öì‹îû çþ™îû
îöìëû ëy£zÐ
öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e– öœöì…yÐ
öœöì…y
ë“þÇþ’ ˜y xy!› î!œ íyöì›yÐ

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e– öœöì…y
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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

!m“þ#ëû vþzÍÔy¢

“%þ!› !„þ !îöìÙ»îû
¢%öìîûîû ú„þ“þy˜
x˜%¦þî „þöìîûy ˜yÚ
xy!› ¢!“þÄ£z îÄ!í“þ ££z ë…˜ ö”!…
ö“þy›yöì”îû ›˜%¡ìÄ ²Ì‹y!“þ „þ!‰´þê
xy›yîû Šé¨ ßþ™¨ x˜%¦þî „þöìîûÐ
xí‰þ vþz!q” ~î‚ ‹#î‹lsþ
x˜yëûyöì¢ xy›yîû Šéöì¨îû Gþ‚„þyöìîû ˜y‰þöì“þ íyöì„þÐ
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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;

“,þ“þ#ëû vþzÍÔy¢

Šé¨ îûöìëûöìŠé ¢îÅe
¢%öìîûîû ú„þ“þy˜ „þy‹ „þîûöìŠé
x!hßþöìcîû ²Ì!“þ!Ýþ x˜%öì“þ—
²Ì!“þ!Ýþ þ™îû›y’%öì“þ—
²Ì!“þ!Ýþ ßþ™¨öì˜—
£y“þ#îû
îûy‹„þ#ëû þ™”öìÇþöìþ™—
£!îûöì’îû “þ!vþüê †!“þöì“þ—
îyöì‡îû ”%œ!„þ ‰þyöìœ—
…îûöì†yöìŸîû ö”ïöìvþü—
!‰þ“þyîû œÁºy þ™”öìÇþöìþ™ G¤þyþ™—
Ööìëûyöìîûîû !Çþ²Ì †›˜
„þyàþ!îvþüyœ#îû “þîû&“þîû& „þyîû öîöìëû çàþy
„þyDyîû&îû !˜!”ÅÜT †!“þöì“þ †›˜
¦þyÍÔ%öì„þîû ö”ïvþü—
ö‡yvþüyîû Ýþ†î† Ýþ†î† „þöìîû þ™í ‰þœy
¡ì¤yöìvþüîû œyšþ—
„%þ„%þöìîûîû •yçëûy—
‡%‡%þ™y…#îû vþy˜y Gþyþ™Ýþyöì˜y—
œÁºy †œy ë%_« ¢y›%!o„þ þ™y…#îû ö”ïvþü—
›yŠéîûyDy þ™y…#îû £àþyê vþ%î ö”çëûy—
„þyÝþyŸ# þ™y…#îû o&“þ çvþüy—
„þyöì„þîû vþy˜y Gþyþ™Ýþyöì˜y—
!‰þöìœîû öŠé¤y—

{†öìœîû þvþy˜y—
›ëû˜yîû þ™y…˜y—
ö›ï›y!Šéîû =O˜
›Ÿyöì”îû ¦þ˜¦þ˜
¢yöìþ™îû ‰þœ˜ 
!þ™¥þ™öìvþü ~î‚ ö„¤þöì‰þyöì”îû
”œ öìî¤öì• †›˜–
öþ™y„þy ›y„þvþü ~î‚ „þ#Ýþþ™“þöìDîû
¢Mþéîûöì’Ð
Šé¨ îûöìëûöìŠé
¢îÅe ~î‚ ~îûy ¢î¹y£z ¢,!ÜT „þîûöìŠé
xîyîû’
ú„þ“þy˜Ð

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.

‰þ“%þíÅ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ
ö“þy›yîû Ÿîû#îûÝþy
ö„þ›˜ Šéöì¨ ßþ™!¨“þæ
Šé¨
ö“þy›yîû Ù»yöì¢ ²ÌÙ»yöì¢—
ö“þy›yîû £*êßþ™¨öì˜—
ö“þy›yîû ö‰þyöì…îû þ™y“þyîû çàþyþ™vþüyëû—
ö“þy›yîû £yÝþy ~î‚ ö”ïvþüyöì˜yëû—
ö“þy›yîû •#öìîû !‰þ!îöìëû
~î‚ †þ™†þ™ „þöìîû …yçëûyëû—
ö“þy›yîû þ™y„þßþiœ#îû þ™y‰þ˜ !e«ëûyëû—
ö“þy›yîû £y!¢
~î‚ „þy§¬yëû—
Ÿ· ‰þëû˜ „þöìîû 
ö“þy›yîû „þíy îœyëû—
~›˜!„þ ö“þy›yîû xþ™y˜ îyëû%öì“þÐ
£yëû– “%þ!› „þ…öì˜y£z
~£z !îßþ¿ëû x˜%¦þî „þöìîû ˜yÐ
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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;
meow of cats;
bleat of sheep;
bray of donkeys;

þ™Mþé› vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e– 
öœöì…yÐ
þ™y…# xyîû þ™Öîûy “þyöì”îû 
ßþºîû¢D!“þ öîûöì… îy‹yëûÐ
›y˜%¡ì£z Ÿ%•%›ye xy‡y“þ „þöìîû
öî¢%öìîûy !îîy!” ßþºöìîûÐ
“%þ!› ›˜ !”öìëû öŸy˜
þ™y…#öì”îû ¢‚†#öì“þîû ›)ŠéÅ˜y—
öþ™¤‰þyîû vþy„þ
‡%‡%îû „%þ‹˜
‰þvþY£zöìëûîû !„þ!‰þîû!›!‰þîû
›%îû†#îû „þ„þ„þ„þ
ö„þy!„þöìœîû „%þý “þy˜
”¤yvþü„þyöì„þîû „þy „þy „þ„ÅþŸ !‰þê„þyîû 
!Ýþëûyîû xy“Åþßþºîû
‰þy“þ„þ þ™y…#îû î¤yŸ#îû •¹!˜
ö”yöìëûœ þ™y…#îû !„þ!‰þîû !›!‰þîû
“%þ!„Åþ ö›yîûöì†îû †vþü†vþü
î%œî%œ þ™y…#îû †y˜
¦þîû“þ þ™y…#îû „þœîûî
£¤yöì¢îû þ„þ„þ „þ„þ
ö›yîûöì†îû ö„þyëûy„þ ö„þyëûy„þ
~„þ£z¦þyöìî ßþºîû¢‚†!“þ þ™)’Å–
þ™Ööì”îû vþy„þ

„%þ„%þöìîûîû ö‡vþzöì‡vþz—
!îvþüyöìœîû !›vþz!›vþz—
ö¦þvþüyöì”îû ¦þÄy ¦þÄy—
þ†y•yîû vþy„þ—
!¢‚öì£îû †‹Å˜—
ö…¤„þ!Ÿëûyöìœîû ýEþyýëûy—
¢yöìþ™îû !£¢ !£¢—
~î‚ xöìÙ»îû ö£É¡ìyÐ

roar of lions;
howl of fox;
hiss of snake;
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.

¡ìÛþ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ
²Ìy’# ~î‚
x²Ìy!’îy‰þ„þ ëy !„þŠ%é
¢î£z þ™îûßþ™îû ë%_«Ð
ö“þy›yîû x!hßþc
xöì˜Äîû çþ™îû !˜¦ÅþîûŸ#œ—
xy›yîû ¢›@ùÌ ¢,!ÜT–
²Ìöìëûy‹˜#ëû ~î‚ ¢%¨îûÐ
‹†“þöì„þ x˜Ä ö„þy˜ ¦þyöìî ö”…y
ö¢ öì“þy £öìî ö“þy›yîû
¢‚„þ#’Å“þyîû þ™!îû‰þëûÐ
!îþ™îû#öì“þîû ›˜˜
¦þyœ ~î‚ ›¨–
¢%¨îû ~î‚ „%þê!¢“þÐ
¢yþ™– !e«!›–
„þ#Ýþþ™“þD– ›Ÿy–
!þ™¥þ™öìvþü– vþz„%þ˜– =îöìîûöìþ™y„þy–
!îöìŠé– ö„¤þöì‰þy– ö„þöì§¬y

xyîûöìŸyœy– ›y„þvþü¢yéôééôé
¢î xy›yîû „þyöìŠé– Ö¦þ
~î‚ ¢%¨îû—
!„þlsþ ö“þy›yîû ö‰þyöì…–
xÖ¦þ ~î‚ „%þê!¢“þÐ
ö“þy›yîû ßþºyíÅyõþ ›˜
~£z þ™y!îûîy!îû„þ ¢£‰þîûöì”îû 
vþzþ™„þyîûöì„þ vþzöìþ™Çþy „þöìîûÐ
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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

¢®› vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e– 
öœöì…yÐ
ö“þy›yöì”îû ›˜%¡ìÄ ²Ì‹y!“þ
~„þy î¤y‰þöì“þ þ™yöìîû ˜yÐ
†îû&– ö¦þvþüy
Šéy†œ– †y•y–
„%þ„%þîû– öîvþüyœ
Ÿ)öìëûyîû– ö›yîû†–
xy!› ¢,!ÜT „þöìîû!Šéœy›
ö“þy›yöì”îû ¢y£‰þöìëÅîû ‹˜Ä—
“þyîûyç þ™yöìîû ˜y
íy„þöì“þ ö“þy›yöì”îû Šéyvþüy
“%þ!› “þyöì”îû îöìœy
x!‰þ˜ „þöìZþ–
~î‚ “þyîûy vþz_îû ö”ëû
ßþº†Å#ëû ¦þy¡ìyëû—
 !„þlsþ “%þ!› öîyGþ ˜y ö¢ ¦þy¡ìy
“%þ!› “þyöì”îû ‰þyî%„þ ›yöìîûy ~î‚
~›˜ !„þ î• „þöìîûyÐ
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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 ?

xÜT› vþzÍÔy¢

ö“þy›yöì”îû ²Ì‹y!“þ
xy›yîû ¢îöìŸ¡ì þ™ëÅyöìëûîû
¢,!ÜT—
œÇþ œÇþ îŠéöìîûîû
!îî“Åþöì˜îû e«› x@ùÌ†!“þöì“þÐ 
~Ýþy !„þ x@ùÌ†!“þ
˜y îe«#†!“þÚ
xy›yîû þ™!îû„þÒ˜y !„þ
!î‰þÇþ’“þy– ˜y öîy„þy!› !ŠéœÚ
~Ýþy£z !„þ ”%”ÅŸy ¢,!ÜT „þöìîû ˜y
~î‚ î%öì›îûy‚ £öìëû !šþöìîû xyöì¢ ˜yÚ
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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.

˜î› vþzÍÔy¢

›y˜%öì¡ìîû ›!hßþöìßþñ
xy!› G%¤þ!„þ !˜öìëû þ™îû#Çþy ‰þy!œöìëû !Šéœy›Ð
Kþyöì˜îû
!„þŠ%é î#‹
“þyöì”îû ²Ì!“þ!Ýþ ö„þyöì¡ì ¦þöìîû !”öìëû !Šéœy›Ð
£yëûæ x£‚„þyîû#
ö¢£z ›y˜%¡ì ö¦þöìîöìŠé
!˜öì‹öì„þ ¢î ²ÌKþyîû
x!•þ™!“þ—
!îÙ»öì„þ
„þîûöì“þ ‰þy£zöìŠé ‹ëû
‰¤þyöì” öšþöìœöìŠé þ™y
vþzþ™@ùÌ£ þ™y!àþöìëûöìŠé
›Döìœ—
~£z¢î x!¦þëy˜öì„þ ö¢ 
¢öìîÅy_› „,þ!“þc îöìœ •öìîû !˜öìëûöìŠéæ
‰þw ~î‚ ›Dœ @ùÌ£
›£y‹y†!“þ„þ oöìîÄîû ¢›%öìo
”%öìÝþy !î¨% ›yeÐ
öî‰þyîûy ›˜%¡ìÄ ²Ìy’#
‹yöì˜ ˜y
“þyîû ²Ì!“þîõþ„þ“þy
“þyîû ë%!_«îû
¢#›yîkþ“þyÐ

ç£z ›y˜%¡ì xy›yöì„þ x@ùÌy£Ä „þöìîû 
xy›yîû ‹yëû†yÝþy !˜öìëû öì˜ëû–
!˜öì‹öì„þ {Ù»îû ¦þyöìî
èkþöì“þÄîû îöìŸ ”yî# „þöìîû
 xy›yîû ¢›@ùÌ ¢,!ÜTîû ›öì•Ä
 ö¢ ¢öìîÅy_›Ð
ö¢ xy›yöì„þ xy„,þ!“þ ö”ëû
~î‚ x£‚„þyîû „þöìîû !˜öì‹öì„þ ‹y!£îû „þöìîû
 {Ù»öìîûîû ²Ì!“þ›)!“Åþ îû*öìþ™æ

xy!› “þyöì”îû ›öì•Ä x˜%²Ì!îÜT „þöìîû!Šéœy›
ëy !„Š%é ßþº†Å#ëû ›)œÄöìîy•
¢%…– ö¢ï¨ëÅ–
Ÿy!hsþ– ö²Ì›– ”ëûy—
!„þlsþ ö¢ öþ™y¡ì’ „þöìîû 
‡,’y ~î‚ !£‚¢y—
£“þÄy „þöìîû “þyîû xyd#ëû þ™!îû‹˜öì„þ—
„þ’y›ye ”ëûy ö”…yëû ˜y
²Ìy’# ~î‚ vþz!qöì”îû ²Ì!“þÐ
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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!

”Ÿ› vþzÍÔy¢

…Ê#¢›y¢ ö“þy›yöì”îû
›£_› vþzê¢î—
ö„þyœy„%þ!œ „þîûyîû !”˜
ö“þy›îûy ~öì„þ xöì˜Äîû 
Ÿy!hsþ ~î‚ ¢›,!kþ „þy›˜y „þîûÐ
†îû&– ›%îû†# ~î‚ ›yöìŠéöì”îû
„þyœ !”˜Ð
~îûy œÇþ œÇþ ‹îy£z £ëû
ö“þy›yöì”îû xy˜öì¨îû ‹˜Ä—
ö“þy›îûy …yç ”yç ˜yöì‰þyÐ
†y˜ „þîû Ÿy!hsþîû öhßþyeæ
 ²Ì‰þyîû „þîû ²Ì¦%þ ë#Öîû ö²Ìöì›îû îy˜#æ
ö“þy›yöì”îû xy˜¨ vþz”ëyþ™˜ƒ
‹§Ã!”˜– !îîy£
”#Çþy @ùÌ£’ ~î‚ ‹ëûhsþ# vþz”ëyþ™˜–
î˜öì¦þy‹˜ ~î‚ vþzê¢öìîîû !”˜ þ
™Ööì”îû ‹#îöì˜îû x!hsþ› !”˜Ð
“þyöì”îû „þy§¬y ²Ì!“þ•¹!˜“þ £ëû
öë˜ ›,“%þÄ ‡^ùÝþy îy‹öìŠé
~î‚ ~£z¦þyöìî£z ö“þy›îûy
xy›yîû ¢,!ÜTöì„þ öî¢%öìîûy „þöìîûy
öî¢%öìîûy „þîûyîû ö‰þÜTy „þöìîûy 
xy›yîû ú„þ“þy˜öì„þÐ

xy›yîû ¢,!ÜTöì„þ î• „þîûyîû
x!•„þyîû ö“þy›yëû ö„þ !”öìëûöìŠéÚ
 ›%îû†# ~î‚ †îû&öì„þ
“%þ!› öë¦þyöìî ësþf’y ”yç—
…yîyîû ~î‚ ‹œ ö…öì“þ ˜y !”öìëû– 
…¤y‰þyëû î¨# ~î‚ !Ÿ„þœ îkþ „þöìîû– 
“þyîûy öîûyj%öìîû £¤yþ™yëûÐ
“þyöì”îû ‹Äyhsþ xîßþiyöì“þ£z †œy „þyöìÝþy
“þyöì”îû£z ö‰þyöì…îû ¢y›öì˜
“%þ!› ›yŠé •öìîûy
“þyîûy Ù»y¢ ö˜çëûyîû ‹˜Ä ŠéÝþšþÝþ „þöìîû
~î‚ ú ”,ŸÄ ö“þy›yöì„þ vþzÍÔ!¢“þ „þöìîûÐ
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Part Eleven

Why don’t you
learn from Nature ?
Animals and birds
present you models.
Models of pure love,
happiness, hard work,
suffering, kindness,
patience, sharing,
fellowship, gratitude.

~„þy”Ÿ vþzÍÔy¢

²Ì„,þ!“þîû „þyŠé öíöì„þ
“%þ!› ö„þ˜ !Ÿ…Šé ˜yÚ
þ™Ö ~î‚ þ™y…#
ö“þy›yîû ¢y›öì˜ xy”ŸÅöì„þ vþzþ™ßþiyþ™˜ „þöìîûÐ
!˜…y” ö²Ì›–
¢%…– „þöìàþyîû ×›
„þÜT– ”ëûy
÷•ëÅ– ¢£›!›Å“þy 
îõ%þîyê¢œÄ– „,þ“þKþ“þyîû xy”ŸÅÐ
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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. 

my”Ÿ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ
xy›yîû îû!‰þ“þ ú„þ“þy˜—
îÊáþyöì[þîû ¢‚†#“þ
˜„þœ „þîûÐ
ö“þy›yîû ²Ì‹y!“þöì„þ
“þyöì”îû xyþ™˜ ¢#›yîkþ“þy ö”…yç—
ö›”%îû îy“þyöì¢îû
¢%öìîûîû ›y•%ëÅ—
Gþîûy þ™y“þy
~î‚ Gþîûy þ™yþ™!vþüîû
›)ŠéÅ˜y—
„)þëûyŸy ~î‚ “%þ¡ìyöìîûîû
GþBþyîû—
„þ#Ýþ þ™“þöìDîû ‹†öì“þîû
ßþº†Å#ëû ¦þy¡ìy—
š%þöìœîû çþ™îû
ö›ï›y!Šéöì”îû xy”îû „þîûyîû ßþºîû—
“%þ!› •îûöì“þ þ™yöìîûy ˜yÐ
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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.

eöìëûy”Ÿ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ
!î”%Äê xyîû
îLþ™yöì“þîû ö¢ï¨ëÅ—
ö“þy›îûy ö›yöìÝþ£z vþzþ™öì¦þy†
„þîûöì“þ þ™yîû ˜yÐ
ö“þy›yöì”îû öœyöì„þîûy ¦þyöìî
îLþ™y“þ xy›yîû
Ÿy!hßþ ö”çëûyîû “þîûîy!îûÐ
þ™%e– “þyöì”îû öîyöìœy
“þyöì”îû ßþºöì†Åîû ›Dœ›ëû !þ™“þy
„þ…öì˜y ‡,’y „þöìîû˜ ˜y—
„þ…öì˜y Ÿy!hßþ ö”öìî˜ ˜y—
!“þ!˜ Ö•% ›ye ö²Ì› î¡ìÅ’ „þöìîû˜
~î‚ “þyîû ¢,!ÜTöì„þ
îûÇþ’yöìîÇþ’ „þöìîû˜Ð
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Part Fourteen

Write, my son,
write
I 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.

‰þ“%þ”ÅŸ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ 
xy›yîû ¢î þ™!îû„þÒ˜yöì„þ 
î%öìGþ öšþœyîû vþzöìjöìŸÄ
ö“þy›yöì„þ xy!› î%!kþ›_y !”£z !˜Ð
xy!› ö“þy›yöì„þ î!œ
~î‚ x˜Äy˜Ä ¢_´yöì„þ î!œ
~öì„þ„þ îû„þ› ßþºîûöìÇþþ™öì’Ð
ë…˜ xy!› 
îöìLîû ›•Ä !”öìëû „þíy î!œ
›,”%›¨ ¢›#îûöì’
vþzêþ™§¬ îy“þyöì¢îû Ÿ·
“þ#îÊ £yçëûy– Gþvþü
xy›yîû îý!î!‰þe ¢%öìîûîû îÄî£yîû–
ö„þvþz ö„¤þöìþ™ çöìàþ ˜yÐ
‹öìœîû Ÿ·–
Gþîû’y •yîûyëû– ˜”#öì“þ–
¢y†öìîû– ›£y¢y†öìîû 
xy›yîû ßþº!˜îÅy!‰þ“þ
¢%îû þ¢®öì„þîû ÷î!‰þeÄÐ
ö“þy›îûy öëÝ%þ„%þ Ö˜öì“þ þ™yç
ö¢Ýþy xÒ£z—
xöì˜„þÝþy£z íyöì„þ
ö“þy›yîû ×&!“þ Ÿ!_«îû îy£zöìîûÐ
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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

þ™Mþé”Ÿ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e
öœöì…y
ö“þy›yöì”îû ²Ì‹y!“þîû
˜ÁË“þyîû x˜%Ÿ#œ˜ ²Ìöìëûy‹˜Ð
“%þ!› !˜öì‹ öë›˜ xy›yîû !²Ìëû
ö“þ›!˜ !²Ìëû ›ŸyÐ
öë ¢yþ™öì„þ “%þ!› ¦þëû þ™yç—
öþ™y„þy›y„þvþü– „þ#Ýþþ™“þD
ö„¤þöì‰þy ö„þöì§¬y ëyöì”îû “%þ!› ‡,’y „þîû—
‹#îy’% „þ#Ýþy’%
~î‚ xyîû ¢î
ëyöì”îû “%þ!› ¦þëû þ™yç
ö“þy›yîû öíöì„þ 
xy›yîû „þyöìŠé
“þyîûy „þ› !²Ìëû ˜ëûÐ
ö„þy!„þöìœîû vþyöì„þ
xy!› ö“þy›yîû ¢‚öì† „þíy î!œ
öþ™¤‰þyîû vþyöì„þ
xy!› ö“þy›yöì„þ ‡%› þ™yvþüy£zÐ
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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

ö¡ìyvþüŸ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ
 ö“þy›yîû öœyöì„þöì”îû
“þyöì”îû xîßþiy˜ öŸ…yçÐ
x˜Ä ¢î ¢_´y£z
“þyöì”îû ²Ì„,þ“þ xîßþiy˜ ¢Á™öì„Åþ ¢öì‰þ“þ˜—
Ÿ%•% ›ye ö“þy›yöì”îû ²Ì‹y!“þ
“þyöì”îû xîßþiy˜ ¢Á™öì„Åþ xKþÐ
•y!›Å„þ ›y!šþëûy–
îûy‹÷ì˜!“þ„þ ›y!šþëûy–
x!“þ²ÌyKþ ›y!šþëûy–
ö“þy›yöì”îû !˜îû#£
‹˜¢y•yîû’öì„þ
!îþ™öìí þ‰þy!œ“þ „þöìîûÐ



27

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;

¢®”Ÿ vþzÍÔy¢

•y!›Å„þ ›y!šþëûyîûy
¢£ßþË ¢£ßþË ö”î“þy !˜›Åy’ „þöìîû!ŠéœÐ
ßþËÜTy– ¢,!ÜT ~î‚ ¢,ÜT ‹#îéôééôé
 “þyöì”îû þ™yîûßþ™!îû„þ ¢Á™„Åþ öîyGþy
…%î öì¢y‹yÐ
x¢‚…Ä •öì›Åîû–
ö”î“þy– ¢y•% ~î‚ ²Ìî_«y—
•y!›Å„þ ›y!šþëûy “þyöì”îû ²Ìöìëûy‹˜ x˜%¦þî „þöìîû
¢îûœ ¢y•yîû’ ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ
öŸy¡ì’ „þîûyîû vþzöìjöìŸÄÐ
‹˜¢y•yîû’öì„þ ¦þëû ö”…yîyîû ‹öì˜Ä
“þyîûy ßþº†Å ~î‚ ˜îû„þ
¢,!ÜT „þöìîû!ŠéœÐ
ßþº†Å ö„þyíyëûÚ
˜îû„þ ö„þyíyëûÚ
“þyöì”îû „þyöìŠé ö„þy˜ vþz_îû ö˜£z—
“þyöì”îû !˜öì‹öì”îû ¢î =’yîœ#
“þyîûy ‰þy!þ™öìëû ö”ëû
ßþËÜTyîû çþ™îû—
öe«y•# ö”î“þyæ
Ÿy!hßþ²Ì”y˜„þyîû# ö”î“þyæ
xy›yöì„þ ¢lsþÜT „þîûyîû ‹˜Ä
“þyîûy ö„þy!Ýþ ö„þy!Ýþ Ýþy„þy
œ%àþ „þöìîû
¢y•yîû’ ›y˜%öì¡ìîû öíöì„þæ
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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

÷“þîû# „þöìîû ²Ìy¢yöì”yþ™› 
!†‹Åy– ›¢!‹ä”– ›!¨îû—
xy›yîû !›íÄy ²Ì!“þîû*þ™ ¢y‹yëû
 ›)œÄîy˜ xœBþyöìîû
 ~î‚ ‹¤y„þ‹›þ™)’Å þöìþ™yŸyöì„þ—
“þyîûy xy›‹˜“þyöì„þ !î¼yhsþ „þöìîû—
 “þyöì”îû !îÙ»y¢ „þîûöì“þ îy•Ä „þöìîû
xy!› ö“þy¡ìyöì›yöì” “%þÜT ££z—
öhßþye þ™yàþ xy!› þ™Šé¨ „þ!îû—
xöìíÅ xy›yîû xy¢!_«—
 þ™MþéîÄOöì˜ xy›yîû ßþ™,£y—
~î‚ îûbyœBþyöìîû xy›yîû ²Ì#!“þÐ
“þyîûy „þ…˜ç ²Ì‰þyîû „þöìîû ˜y
„þ›Å £œ xy›yîû ¢öìîÅy_› ²ÌyíÅ˜y—
„þy‹ £œ þ™)öì‹y—
”!îûöìoîû ö¢îy—
”%ƒöìßþiîû ‹˜Ä ×› ”y˜—
!˜þ™#!vþüöì“þîû ‹˜Ä ö¢îy—
‹#î ‹lsþîû ö¢îy
vþz!q” ~î‚ î,öìÇþîû ²Ì!“þ ö²Ì›
xy›yîû ‹˜Ä „þy‹Ð
þ™y…#öì”îû ö”öì…y—
‹#î ‹lsþöì”îû ö”öì…y—
›yöìŠéöì”îû ö”öì…y—
vþz!q”öì”îû ö”öì…y—
“þyîûy “þyöì”îû …y”Ä ö…¤yöì‹—

ŸyÙ»“þ ¢%öì…îû 
vþzöìmy•˜ „þöìîû 
~î‚ „þ…öì˜y£z ú„þ“þy˜ öíöì„þ
!î‰%þÄ“þ £ëû ˜yÐ
•y!›Å„þ ›y!šþëûyîûy
¢y•yîû’ ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ •›Åyõþ „þöìîû ö”ëû—
!îÙ»yöì¢ “þyîûy xõþ £öìëû ëyëû
›!šþëûyîûy “þyöì”îû ë%!_«öì„þ xõþ „þöìîû ö”ëûÐ
öî‰þyîûy ¢y•yîû’ ›y˜%¡ìéôéçîûy ˜yöì‰þ
“þyöì”îû !›íÄy Šéœ˜yd„þ îyöì„þÄîû 
¢%öìîû ¢%öìîûÐ
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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.
I 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.

xÜTy”Ÿ |ÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…yÐ
xy!› ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ ¢,!ÜT „þöìîû!Šéœy›
“,þ’öì¦þy‹#
“þyîû þ™)îÅþ™%îû&¡ì 
!ŸÁ™yO# îy îy˜öìîûîû ›“þÐ
•y!›Å„þ ›y!šþëûy
“þyöì”îû xœ#„þ “þ_´ Šé!vþüöìëû !”öìëûöìŠé—
x˜Äy˜Ä ²Ìy’# ~î‚ vþz!q”–
¢î£z ›y˜%öì¡ìîû xy˜öì¨îû ‹˜Ä—
¢î ²Ìy’# ~î‚ vþz!qöì”îû 
ö¢ îûy‹yÐ

›y˜%öì¡ìîû ‹˜Ä ~î‚
›y˜%¡ì Šéyvþüy xyîû ¢î ‹#öìîîû ‹˜ÄÐ
!îÙ» ‹†“þ vþzêþ™§¬ „þöìîû
þ™ëÅy® …y”ÄÐ
x˜Ä ¢î ¢_´y
“þyöì”îû …yîyîû …¤%öì‹ öîvþüyëûÐ
xy!› ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ
x!•„þyîû !”£z !˜
x˜Äy˜Ä ²Ìy’#öì„þ î• „þîûyîû 
öë›˜ ›y‚¢yŸ#îûy „þöìîû íyöì„þÐ
›y˜%¡ì öë¦þyöìî

“þyîû †,£þ™y!œ“þ þ™Ööì„þ
þ™yœ˜ „þöìîû– x“þÄy‰þyîû „þöìîû
£“þÄy „þöìîû ~î‚ ¦þÇþ’ „þöìîû
“þy xy!› ßþËÜTy !£öì¢öìî
¢£Ä „þîûöì“þ þ™y!îû ˜yÐ
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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.

|˜!î‚Ÿ!“þ vþzÍÔy¢

öœöì…y– xy›yîû þ™%e–
öœöì…y–
îûy‹÷ì˜!“þ„þ ›y!šþëûy
xy›‹˜“þyöì„þ öŸy¡ì’ „þöìîû
ý„%þ› ‹y!îû „þöìîû– Ù»y¢öìîûy• „þöìîû
~î‚ “þyöì”îû ”yöì¢ þ™!îû’“þ „þöìîû—
ëyîûy ú îûy‹˜#!“þ!î”öì”îû x!•„þyîû ¢Á™öì„Åþ
²ÌÙÀ „þöìîû
“þyöì”îû „þyîûyîû&kþ– ö›öìîû öšþöìœÐ
îyhßþ!î„þ ~Ýþy öî”˜y”yëû„þ 
öì“þy›yöì”îû ¢îû„þyîû
‹˜¢y•yîû’öì„þ œ%àþ „þöìîû
ö„þy¡ìy†yîû þ™)’Å „þöìîû
£y‹yîû £y‹yîû ö„þy!Ýþ Ýþy„þy xíÅ !”öìëû
ö“þy›y!îû ßþº‹˜ ›y˜%¡ì‹˜öì„þ £“þÄy „þîûyîû vþzöìjöìŸÄ
ö”öìŸîû ¢#›y˜yîû îy£zöìîûÐ
îûy‹÷ì˜!“þ„þ ›y!šþëûy
„þöìþ™ÅyöìîûÝþöì„þ ¢›íÅ˜ „þöìîû–
xîKþy „þöìîû ¢y•yîû’ ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ 
‹!› ~î‚ ¢Á™öì”îû vþzê¢öì„þ
!î!e« „þöìîû 
x›y˜!î„þ ö„þyÁ™y!˜îû „þyöìŠéÐ
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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.

!î‚Ÿ!“þ |ÍÔy¢

“þíy„þ!í“þ î%!kþ‹#î# ›y!šþëûy
!˜öì‹öì”îû ¢îÅKþ îöìœ ›öì˜ „þöìîû
!˜îû#£ ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ öŸy¡ì’ „þöìîû
ßþËÜTy ¢Á™öì„Åþ “þyöì”îû !î¼yhsþ „þöìîû
“þyöì”îû £“þyŸyîy”# „þöìîû ö“þyöìœ
“þyöì”îû çþ™îû x‰þœ ”ŸÅ˜=öìœy
‰þy!þ™öìëû ö”ëûÐ

•›Å#ëû ›y!šþëûy
~î‚ î%!kþ‹#î# ›y!šþëûyöì”îû ›öì•Ä
xyöì”ï ö„þy˜ ö¦þ” ö˜£z
~„þ£z ›%oyîû
”%öìÝþy !þ™àþÐ
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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.

~„þ!î‚Ÿ!“þ vþzÍÔy¢

ö‘þîû £öìëûöìŠé– xy›yîû þ™%e
ö‘þîû £öìëûöìŠé—
ö“þy›yöì”îû ²Ì‹yþ™!“þöì„þ
xyîû öìîŸ# !„þŠ%é îœîyîû ö˜£zÐ
ë!” “þyîûy öŸyöì˜
“þyîûy î¤y‰þöìî
x˜Ä ²Ìy’#îûyç 
îûÇþy þ™yöìî—
vþz!q” îûÇþy þ™yöìîÐ
~î‚ ~£z ‹†“þ
xyÇþ!îû„þ xöìíÅÅ îûÇþy þ™yöìîÐ
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