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O lord! Thou beloved of Gauri! Deign to accept this ¢ the maiden of poesy ¢
adorned with the ornaments of various figures of speech, charming by the gait of
beautiful diction, possessing the virtuous conduct of excellent meters, having the
bright complexion of sweet sound, praised by the world of good men constituted . . . . .

of holy sages, endowed with the amorous sentiment of devotion together with Q - What is this universe? From what does it arise? Into what
the virtue of loftiness, planned with the suitor of Brahman as an objective, does it go?
invested with the most auspicious marks of high literary qualities endowed with A - In freedom it rises, in freedom it rests & in freedom it
numerous brilliant decorations of the literary art, revealing the modesty of poetic
i 0OPOPUAWE] EUODOWPWDWLBOEDOWO! EODOT UOwWs wx OUUI UUPOT wli | wypUOUI woi w  Melts away
working for the good of the reader s Upanishads
Sri Sankaracarya



37,000 ft

AMABANDON
He who tells or hears this tale shall reach the same place
A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step Bhishma
Lao Tzu

Across Europa we have both progress'd,
As~planets ip their stolen orbits sway ) By foot, by boat, by tram, by bus, by train,
$OUExUUUI EwEawUl I wOUOz Uwl Ul ByQrss@ouE from a cool & pleasant plane,
So too must move the motions of the heart Sees me sailing air on a higheer quest,
& lovers from each other cleave apart The scenes by cyan skies & soft cloud blest,
& so | go, some Rama far from Seeta How seldom seen & varied the terrain

UwOTl T OWET EPOOWOEAET w( z Owa lJd7 skl pesX urbBnusprawd) erdant plain,
S Gleaming sea, wastes of sand & wylde forest.

As UUUOOzUwYIl 11 UEUDOOQWOEOI UwWEI EEa
Down Goldenacre-6 EUUBDUUOO Z Uwx EUT PEa As soon as we abandonEuropa,
(WUEPWUI | wUUOwWUDbUI wUxwOOw UUJchlld alldady thskethe eastern scent,
6wUDOI OUI U0IT wOT 1 wEDUaz UwU x b O Efheuddvidd detlihg west of Syria,
This is, I think, a hint of things to come The starry heavens singing its lament,
+ B Ol w2 Uihgesindhivd amihrm As somewhere yon the grey Arabia

My pilot wa s beginning his descent.
With poet-prospects loading up with ore

| set off south to see Savitrg UwUT OUI



MUMBAI SACHIN RAMESH TENDULKAR

It had been the cradle of two of the five world -religions; it had Ol UwOT 1T wi O0UUT wUPROWUIT 1T WUOE
given birth to poets, statesmen, warriors & kings who take rank & later that evening he told me that this boy was an
among the great men of history; its foremost rulers had made their extraordinary talent
splendor felt, not only in Asia, but in the Western world Imran Khan

Sir Edward Grigg

_ Some worship Christianity,
Our plane approaches as the ghostly wraith Somepray five times to Mecca
Through nights black regions steadily she falls Kali. Laxsmi. Saraswathi ’

Into this lab'rynthe of a billion souls, The Buddha, Krishna, Siva,

Vast myriad of language, race & faith. Yet to theselndians one god ties all ¢

_ Tendulkar, like a tiger, towering tall
So | am come, come to this sultry shore,

First diamond of the crown Victorian
$EUUT zUwl empyeearO 0 UT wOl
A melting pot of empires to explore .

This was no movie shooting moment
All eyes knew them wa tching hi story
As with a flash the century was sent

_ o Like a rocket, hurtling to the boundary 6
By Eastern flair was Western thought inspired

_ | am recently led to unglerstand, They said you could hear the roar in Pune
With me | have fetched a mind of England 371 AWUEPEW! UEEOEOWPOUOBE,

& all the love of beauty there acquired. But this Mumbaiker, brighter than the moon,

| | | (UwOi i wYi OVi woi woii Ui w
Swooning beneath an infant urchins, "Please!"

How many times would | see sights like these? This is the only test century Sachin scored in his native MumbaB

runs off 244 balls v Sri Lanka at the Wankheded stadiuniion 3
December 1997



DHARAVI BOLLYWOODER

(1T wOawddUI 1 Uz Uwl EET whEUWEUDIT ICibems © indiadg likebrashipoyeut¢eth & thaumparnind. £ £ w

nothing for the next day. God will take care of us You can't escape it
Nizamuddi Auluga Shahrukh Khan
| stand at the gateway to India, Some say Bollywood is monotonous
Grand sentinel arch of Britannia's stream 51 UEPEUwWOl wOT pUulawll OC
About us the swirl of Bon Bohia, But life, | think, best led monogamous,
Thou sevenrislanded mercantile dream; Too many genres& too many pies;
UUwUI OUI UwEUOPOZE & now a lucky extra was | made
In native hue & cry, Full power fancy dress & thousand rupees paid.
Cut swathes thro sights & sound
Sweat-streaming, lips parch'd dry. | met her in a dressing room -
Fair actress of the Deccan
Squallid, one-room'd, tarpaulin lives Both hearts beating a little boom
Smile at me thro' the glass, As though we duelled at Tekken
Human beehives, men, spawn & wives The jewels of romancing bloom
E'er buzzing as we pass 61 OOOwWUT EVUzUwbT EQw( u
Identical dim -lit shanty streets
" O U U withthe é&nderclass. ...From this pretty princess of the Raj

An invitation to dine at the Taj!



26/11 VICTORIA STATION

The overwhelming public sentiment in India was that no Man washeth his body with water,

meaningful dialogue can be held with Pakistan until it But in his heart there is evil of every description
abandons the use of terrorism as an instrument of its foreign Ravi Das
policy

Atal Bihari Vajpayee Still dripping in her British Empire bling

Chatrapati Shivaji Terminus,
With a whimper they rode to the seaside To wages, temple, village & wedding ,
With the bang in the bags on their backs, "EUUDPI Uwl EOI upadsendets U wE O
60T WEWEOEOT wUT 1 awUOEOOZ EwbOU O wilek fie@-tvéra UPDE
Like a poker shark playing his jacks, Buy their one-way singles,
OQOWOOEWOEQwWUT Ui I 6z EwOI E U wU lydma comes with a roar,
6 WEUOI Ea@lOwE0wunaoly»
To hear, nat in Mharati, but fluent Urd u
?, DOE wa OU U &ith thie difitheyflenr

& random murder mingles.

As the coppers leapt into battle
31T awUUOx Negfauh) wUT 1 O
311 AawEOEUxZ Ewl Ebladed U1 1 UUwWUT Bdgdhdt pidibls, jamming rifles
& there did pray awhile ,
Ten young, outrageous renegades
Into five pairs now file ,
Now flagging down five hackney cabs
To fly the final mile.

Were never in the bout,
Where should be floods of bravery
37T OUT wOEDP Odrébgh@i 1 T Uz E



THE GOLDEN DRAGON DEATH OF A BELL -BOY

AN o~ LN -

universe, those form the earlier times made a canvas of their Chinese proverb
surroundings

Ravinder Sharma

Inside the Trident Oberoi hotel
The boy stuck to his joyless, strict routine
Of guest & bag & lift & room & bell

Sparkling in his di d sh Same, same ground at since he was severteen,;
parkling in his diamond shoes What was that sound.

My soul sensed Durgaz UWE Y EUE U Like cars caught in a crash?
& there began to muse . .
o A A e N He fearing spins around
. OwUl DBUwOOOI OUzUuwl BxO0O0OUDYI HIJEEUEﬁgaUU
Ath d thouahts too terrible to list e sees the front'doors smash,
ousan oughts too terribie to st He caught a bullet in the gut
y LL—Jllls vision deliquescent
I—% Slowly let s his eyelids shut
His heart grew hesitant
Then beat itslast & as his limbs relax
His brain shuts down like wick -flame doused in
wax.

| felt a famous movie star
Soaking up the superb views
Some Maharajah at the bar

(ZEwOl YT Uwi Tl OUWEODYI wET i
Our streets now the front line
As more & more the art of war
Moves through this life of mine
First nervousness on undergrounds
Now gun-sounds as we dine!



MODERN BATTLES REACTIONS

At this supremely dangerous moment in history, the only way of
salvationfor mankind is the Indian Way
Dr Arnold Toynbee

We must conquer the world through our spirituality &
philosophy
Swami Vivekananda

Mumbaikers bolted every door

Their streets were mostly empty
311 azEwOI YI Uwi 1l OUwWwUUE
Thoughi T EUwWUT 1 az Ewl EEwo

A shot ripped through my upper arm
& | fell down death pretending
No pagan psalm, no magus charm
60 U.O Eux Ul Y “r@mﬁgl EUl zUw Through them incredulity tore
Holding my breath | waited for As down at CST
caws OUUET U UUZz wET UEI OEPh(e)irIbodiesUC")Dz FEWEPEAwOOwx OU
AAAAAA o s .. A city under siege & under stars!
IOOETT1 Uz EwPOWEWEOOOEa wEE AT 9
Up to the rooftop high,
Watching theseblazing fingers raise
Hot angers to the sky,
& waiting for my rescuers

Satdown & wondered why?

2U00POwUOI UET zEwOUUWE
Then made a hunch of calls
From actresses to researches
Before the camera rolls
231 PUwUUOUI | wbUwUIT UDO
s (UwOi PUWOI | w( OEPEWOT E0w( wi PELPFUESFQY P! I woOYD
| thought as palls of black smoke made me cough.



AFTER THE BULLETS

Where dost thou seek me?
Lo! | am beside thee!
| am not in outer rites & ceremonies

| am by thee, with thee, within thee
Kabir

As infants love alullaby
When fearing stormy weather
A soothing motion calms Mumbai
Place of peerlessendeavor
All thinking wildfire swings to why
Our lives are changed forever
No more the former normalcy parades

A city haunted by those tortured shades.

She was a happy citizen
& now she has no legs
Another slumdog denizen
To join the gutter-dregs
Like blind & tuneful eunuchs
Or the waddling leper -pegs.

LEAVING MUMBAI

He who is desirous of the greatest attainment should right
from the start adhere to virtue
The Mahabharata

While standing in the CST
| closed my eyes a moment
Imagining the liberty
Of murderous militant
& the extreme agony
Of a screaming innocent
& felt my heart begin to palpitate
For each of them who faced thatfriendless fate.

| found my way to sleeper class
Upon the Margau train
Right slowly pass that mighty mass
Of skyscraper & crane
Soft fingering my bullet wound
& wincing at the pain .



GOAKARNA

After reaching India | spent some time on
going about the country
Ghandi

VAGATOR

We trace the outline of the Western Ghats,
Dawn stirs the steaming jungle from her sleep,
Goa gleams! Golden garden of expats,
Dream shores Iberian...& still quite cheap;
Love life by night,

Days spent in solar beams
Or motorbikes alight
To tour the temple scenes.

We revv'd En masse to the Nine Bar,
My mount a twin -wheel'd steed,
Thro' sunset SHA to Shangri-La
Twirl'd with the Techno C reed,

On LSD, blues, ecstasy,
Weed, dexys, zanex,speed.



THE EAR CLEANER OLD GOA

Stepping out one golden Goan morning, They were the first white faces to arrive
#UO0PUawbbUOT wUOT T wUUOOIT OwU U O z&the k Addiél 24eésO depart
Contentwas Itobe inOEUUUIT z Uwl E OE O Whence inbetween a race envangelized
SouHi UT UT 1 Oz EWEVUWEEUIT wi 11 U woukénGiil Eaddd i wrdezeoktker Tagus
By Mandovi, in spacious Spanish rooms
%UOOWOUUWOT wOOPT T Ul wUUI x U utheuskesavheDavdt padsin@iPanjim
P2ET PEnwWEOI EOPOT wadUUwi 1 E Uthd pooket Pddidyueseue o dum »
Shows Western praises in his little book,
Black blocks of wax from both my ears he took The stuff of fallen empires lingers near
Array'd as if an eastern Nuremburg
| shook the handthat UEUUEE z EwOa wi | E &l Gpeen ih€pirel, these barrelvaulted rooves
2EDEwi OOEwI EUI P1 OOU wb6 wb E U BSb cealyicénéend, et fadel &cehes,
Round red & rugged hill flank'd by the view Like Shivapurams on a temple wall,
Of Konkan coast careering into blue, Paint papal hagiographies, spread proud,
& round us in the old Latino style!
When first finding the profits of his fee
| never knew how sweetly sounds the sea.



&. #z72w. 6-w ! . #$

A little further down the Konkan tide
| found a beach & bay of perfect pitch,
Curvacious coconut groves ridged its side
As out to sea the dolphins please the rich-
Dance wave to wave
As deft as nymph on lyre -
Last lingering enclave
Of Lisboan empire.

Cocktails at the Cafe del Mar,
Shark meat at Palolem
The beach, the bar, the Greek guitar,
The sweet peace of Patnem,
The cosmpolotania,
Life's cool creme de la creme.

SILENT NOISE

| rock'd into businesswith a swagger
& tinky disco on an MP3
Where, being born a beautiful blagger,
| found myself dispensing energy
All thro t he Alpha Bar, where after ten
Crisp crickets complement the sing-a-longs
& stamping feet, as in a Goan zen
| play'd my personal penchant for songs
Where blinging with the kudos of the decks
| found myself in a flash romancing
For music elevates the fairer sex
Invigorating vixens in their dancing
& so, skinny dipping to day's dawning
She led me to the milk of the morning



CREATION

Parking my scooter in Canacona

A great prostrate cow seem'd to be dying
Guts on the pavement where she was lying
But no... close by lay her hour-old daughter

| watch'd the wee one make her falt'ring first
Steps in the world, like an ambitious teen,
Thro her mother's dung, slippery & green
Then in the hot noon felt an earthly thirst

Went looking for something, nuzzling half -blind
She suckles on her mother's rough larynx

Who stood up, stands motionless as asphinx,

& with a lick acknowledges her kind,

Who now creeps forward to the golden teat
& clamps down hard as angels swoop the street

FINDING GOKARNA

The beatnik & his blues guitar
Stumbl'd on a perfect place,
Serendipitous Sandabar,

Sand, oceansun & solace,

But secrets are soon scatter'd far,

The Western tourists race
To plant their towel standards on the beach
Where restaurants limpet & hotels leech.

& so, needing a quiet place to play
He stumbled on another nirvana
Only an hour or so from C anacona
For him the best place he would ever stay
This cow-eared naval of the universe
Whose beaches gleam like ingotsn a purse.



DIWALI PARADISE BEACH

Ever since an eager mentioning Writing in silver light

| have dream'd of Diwali Enough for x o1l U Z UwxETI U
Not knowing what its festival entail'd Eull Moon over Paradise

Until today This vi h
When a rocket rushing past my cheek IS vista my heaven

Wamnsmeof ( OEDEz UwUOx Ul EpE 0 eRapmsdringe soft beaches
Fisher boats have gone
Awoken by vietcong firecrackers Home through foaming waters
Echoing the brutal death of Ravana Under hoary jungle cliffs
The city night ablaze in light & magic High waves lap restaurants

From hotel rooves = black | ) K
Watch the wide smiles of fathers on motorbikes rom black, volcanic rocks

Carrying Catherine wheels to the bambini Sounds of drummers rise
Dancing rainbows sprinkle sand
& for once, the arms-width, one room'd shanty shacks Hippie sin their element

Are more affable than the harbours of Saint Tropez Music, nudity, magic , stars



GANJA

Between Om Beach & Half Moon | was startl'd on the path

By a native in his 'office’ selling charas to the tourists
| thought awhile then bought some to aid my morning
musings

There is a Westerner wasting in a desperate jail
They'd found a tolahs worth in his hotel hidey -hole
& four years down the li ne he is still awaiting trial

The Saddus areallow'd to stack their chillums to the hilt
The exhaled smoketheir primevil gesture to the divine
That is their Lord God Siva, pre-eminent among deism

He had discovered its narcotic properties one night
Injesting natural posions & injecting quicksilver
Would dye his skin psychadelic hues of electric blue

~ ~ sox A

feet

QUANTUM LEAPS

Lapsing on a ledge over Paradise
Among my beads now glows a silver rose
The first one | had found, Italia
Makes sound as India, & as those pees
Pisa, Portovenere, mark'd that find
Me playing music nel strada a Pisa
& sleeping open air... here, up Pathem

(ZzOwEUUODOT wdmOl a
&, as Portovenere swept my peace
This Paradise has too relaxed my muse
Enough to think of sticking too one's path
When all its little wonders still surround
Composing songsthro bitter British snows ,
But far away, where sun & sky fair meet

wE UL



KARNATAKAN COAST

Beachhut crowning Paradise Bay
Dolphins, ferrymen, swimmers

Swimitation round rocky outcrops
Mellow Half -moon Beach

Serpentine forest trails arise
Guarding sepia seashore
. Ow! 1 EET -gvay bulfight 1 1
Remarkable mammary bays

Across black volcanic plateaux
-1 RUWET EET wUI EEI z E

MAGIC INDIA

sTis better to call it an oasis
Amidst we wealthy patrons of the W est
Far from the hustle -hassle of the road
& the politics o f familiar relationships
That plaguing the imperfect Paradise Beach
One settlesby the sands of Half Moon Bay
As have a handful of deep tanned survivors
Of Goa's halyconic gplaceto-be
& there, stacking a mighty chillum,
| met a Belgian 'baba’ on the beach
& tell him of my meager miles thus far

?, a wE Oasaid, ?this whole land should ye togr?

& with a hint of F lemish arrogance
Went on to list the laws that work the land

*UEOI ZUWEUUYIT wEl EOOI Uw&OOEUOE

Hiking through cricketers

Cliff -top over miles-long surf
Imagining circling pterodactyls



THE INCREDIBLE INDIA CODE SOUTH IN DIA

1 Book your tickets in advance

2 Expect the unexpected

3 Rub turmeric in your cuts

4 Keep tabs on yer tabs

5(T wOT T awUEawUTti0az Ek
6 Murder mosquito es before bed

7 Never trust touts or farts

8 Anything is possible in India

9 Check your room thoroughly before leaving
10Be prepared for a train strike

11 Eat with your non -wiping hand

~

w

12?7 ( WPEUWEOwW( OEPEOWDOWEOOUT T UwobIi |1 n-2
13 Plenty of change for journeys
14 Ask five different people for directions

Hamlet & village saw the fate -vanpass
Homes of a life bent to the soil it ploughs
For sustenance of its short & passing days

That, transient, keep their old repeated course
Unchanging in the circle of a sky
Which alters not above our mortal tolil
Sri Aurobindo



HAMPI FINDING SARASWATHI

If | were asked under what sky the human mind hag fobg India has two million gods, and worships them alll. In

developed some of its choicest gifts, has most deeply pondered ?Bligion all other countries are paupers; India is the only
the greatest problems of life, and has foundtsahs, | should millionaire

point to India

Max Mueller Mark Twain

Before first footfall in this India
( WEOOYI UUzZzEwWbPDUT wWwEw6 BC
Who said, ?Son when you reach that rath realm
Beware ohothing but your lack of soul
6 wET OOUIT wEwl OEOWEOUT OUI

As Ghats give way to wide Deccan plateau
Hard is the journey - dusty, hot & dry -
As into view wyrd mounds of boulders grow
Ruin'd pillars that yore -since bouy'd the sky;
An Eastern Rome

Once soar'd amidst the stone, _ _ _ _
* DOl w* UDUihdBE w#1 YDz U So with that wise advice | took the field

Where in a moment of the truth sublime
| found a goddess, or did she find me
Chief escort & courtesan of the Raj
Vedic apolless, lyre & art entwined
With us in all we muse, her temple found
Innocuous in Vijiyanagar
Wehere she was shining as a silver star,
2 b O1T EIagaiSargswathi Matidaz

Now rubble, husk & bone.

Gliding by graceful coracle,
Serene as English spa,
[ Brief ramble, robust scramble,
Claim summit... from afar
Pastel lustr'd sunsets muster'd oer Vijiyanagar.

SARASWATHI



Who can be insensible to that warm welcome that is worth a
thousand cead mille failtha of the Irish tongue
William Howard Russell

| fixt mine inner eye upon a star,
In darshan disturbing this diety,
Lull'd by the tantric strains of her sitar
A pure white flowing goddess flew to me

Upon a swan of hue ambrosial,
Her fertile smile still'd time, her luted look
My hearts consort - sublimely cordial
She read from the Pustaka's sacred book

"Wand'rer, thou art welcom'd to India,
This sari | have sewn know as thy guide,
Where e'er she willows theestay close behind!

She closed the page, sail'd high skies to Brahma,

Perform'd the blissful duties of a bride,
Rare have | seen such beauties in my mind.

MONKEY TEMPLES

+PDUUI OOw. w' EOUOEDOO WET wOOU WET x|
to as dear to meas Laksmana
The Ramaayana

My goddess led me back across the seam

That is the Tunghabadra, in a dream

| pass'd thro boulders piled up demon st rewn

& fell upon a temple asthe moon

Rose up oer Rehimukaz Uwi EAOUU wI b

A baba there burnt branches from the chill

& in a flash of hands we were well met

& read all night until the moon did set

Of wi OpwlEOEwWI Eththi®gbed wUOE O
& praised Sugriva of the monkey race

Whose minister, the holy Hanu man

I OUOWUUOOT UwlT UOPwWGINEUOWO

With dawn | left that dear one -legged man
My muses 00zing to the Ramayana

KARANCI



Scratch a rock
& a legend springs
Arun Kolatkar

| took a breath or two of night time air
My heart not knowing why, my le gs not where
The starry skies obscured by gremlin cloud
| headed for the hilltop temple loud
Where rattled such a throng of Saivite
Songs echoing thro Niligrisian night
Seeming another Tuscany to me
For India oft feels like Italy
& all was silver as a Silver Oak
For searing thro the deep & astral smoke
| found there was a full moon pulling clear
Are these the moments poets hold so dear

MATERIALS NOT ALLOWED DURING DARSHAN

Camera / Video Camera / Calculator
Big Bag / Battery / Binocular
Tobacco /Time piece / Toffeebags / Umbrella
Mobile / plate / Time Piece / Needles
Blades / Water Bottle /Eatables
Scissors / Cassettes / CDs Calculator
Knife / Book / Lighter / Ciggarettes/ Pen
Flowers /Footwear / Flashlight / Walkman

Indian & international descends on Puttupathi
Form the swarming cult of the new Sai Baba swami,
A mark'd contrast to the monstrosity park'd outside
That cathedral of consumerism, devotion's grotesque bride
But safe behind those guarded gates one meditates quite freely
& joins in Dharsan with, oft -times, Sai Abba,though him eighty
Being the second avatar of a word-wide, tutelary spirit
That three times only this green planet will grace with a visit

Upon his death the first foresaw his rebirth after eight years
In obscure Puttupathi, where many years after the prophecy
The teenager toss'd flour on the floor in the middle of a thrashing

31 UOwUIT Ol Ol wUET Ol UwUl lAJUE)(B&soon hewo?:ébeifg%ﬁlargﬁgfﬁﬁtj‘q@ﬁWCourse

When “"morrow morns may pass these ways once

more.

AUM SRI SAIRAM

Springs up, a shaft of light providing free health care for all

NANDI HILLS



We're living in a time when the world has suddenly discovered
India because it's run out of raw material for its imagination. The
raw materials for imagination are inexhaustible here.
Deepak Chopra

Chicaning up this Karnatakan steep
Tzavhere Tipoo Sultan rode the summer heat
The Deccan phteaux rises from my mind
The bus-stops & the longhops & the grind .

As this chorus of hypnotic crickets
Soothes away that clamouring for tickets
For here, above the views, up in the clouds,
The poet in us blends with nursery crowds
[ wi 1 UE wénidst Bidaning tdams
He like a lion keeps his stray harem,
Butch dog barking praises to the divine

"This is my realm, these tredisis peak is mine,
Mine ancestors here camdéunting
With dear Lord Cubbon, Nandigigan kingd

NANDIDURGA

Make the merchants of distant foreign countries who import elephants &
good horses be attached to yourself by providing them with daily
audience & presents & by allowing decent profits. Then these articles
will never go to your enemies

Krishna Devi

India! India! thy charka spinning ceaselessly

Reflected in the flags lifted oer Nandidurgan walls

Built by the bearded chiefs of Chikballapur, who nearby
Preffer'd this mile -high safety to avoid war's sorry squalls
Until power bow'd to the Maratha's of Shivaji

This hill of pleasure, Siva's sacred vehicle, chang'd wheel
s 3D Ow, a U O sultans aidngd tHis Kashmandagiri
& won its wondrous watchtowers with  cool persistent steel
& would have haunted hunting grounds with hordes of happy children
But Britons reckon'd otherwise, better blood presuming

& under Lord Cornwallis this fortress won for London

Until they quit the Rajship, when native rule resuming

O India! Wild India! see how thy charka spins
When battle banners surface like the rise of dolphin fins

KERALA



| have to say that the most surprising aspect has been the
speed at which the folks in India adapt to Western practices.

Following a casual track in our hunt for artistic discoveries,
They learn fast, really, really fast.

we had come out into that lost place in the jungle of South

Malabar
Alice Boner

My soul's boatman cuts thro Karnataka
To burst once more atop these feisty Ghats
Thro groves of coconut boles we venture,
Stand where the epic Lusiad lay ceased,
Fisher village where Vasco de Gama
First sank renaissance gaze upon the East;

They palanquin'd ambassadors
Through crowds wide -eyed & gawping,
Decadent Zamorin glitters,
What did these envoys bring?
Strange instruments of medicine & war,
The winds of trade blown to his spicy shore

A space in some young side | fill amid the toddies tall,
& slink'd past six defenders (two were trees) to score a goal!

SUPERPOWER

Sanjay Kumar

This cityscape best replicates the verve of a world emerging
From the dour economics of obscure orientalia
To fiscal calisthenics crafted by master Gopitua
On the stage where global markets push to sponsor the special seats

For some years now the money has been seeping steadily downward

To the laps of middle -class aspirants whose sheer weight of numbers

Drives the consumer boom, pressures pushing the rush for real estate
Like these HG Wellsian phantasma marching on Bangalore

Explosions of energy are releas'd from opening borders
This land link'd by jangling ring -tones to the tune of seventy crore
Tho somewhere, still, a wizen'd shudra sits employ'd as a scarecrow
For this is phoenix India, fabl'd land of milk & honey

Freight flying about the country in a furious pharoe fashion
To clog her timber arteries on highways like the MG Road

BANGALORE



Sunset or sunrise you ride into hell
India Today

A whirl of British companies,
Thought it better to offload
Its highly taxed dependencies
Sending cyber jobs abroad
Computerised communities
Spread down the KH road
Eye of the vortex that is man's progress -

Xerox, sports complexes& western dress.

As | tried to reach the city
The streets were cramm'd gridlock,
Grimy, gritty, slimy, shitty,
Til well past eight o clock
A vision of commuter hell,
Confusing Ragnaraok.

SRIRINGAPATANAM

When the missionaries came, they had their bible & we had
our land. They taught us to pray with our eyes closed,&
when we opened our eyes we found that we had their bible
& they had our land
Jomo Kenyata

Beside the rushes of the Kaveri,
Yon the silicon crush of Bangalore,
Lies the capital, lost to history,
Of Tipoo Sultan, Tyger of Mysore;
An elfin town
Its ruin'd fortress wall,

This keystone to a crown,
Testament to it's fall.

We skirt the spot where wailers found
The Maharaja spread
On crimson ground 'neath mangl'd mound
Of proud & loyal dead -
"Drive on," by pony carriage
On to other beauties sped.

INDIAN RAILWAYS



Never did | behold out of Calcutta such heaps of despatch boxes,
such mounds of record boxes, such vast fabrics of pigeon holes,
such abandorof red tape WHR

| found myself waiting at this train station
Not for a train, it was just to buy a ticket
Not even for that day, but eleven in the future
The next one available from Ooty to Calicut
So I'm waiting & waiting & I'm waiting nit  -pick longer
& the guy behind the desk’s on his third guy in an hour
& | was fourth, but the seventh guy’s hand starts waving
His reservation form as the third guy was about to finish
So | warned fifth, sixth, & seventh they’d be a foolish to try
OpOI EUUUDOZ
after all, 1d been walking in the sun all day like a mad English dog
& my legs felt like lead & | was definitely, definitely, going next...

So the third guy finishes & just as | thrust my form through the window
The guy behind the desk decides its time he went to the toilet
& then, when he gets back, the bounder closes the window for

lunch!

FORT COCHIN

Apart he stalked in joyless reverie,
And from his native land resolved to go,
And visit scorching climes beyond the sea;
Lord Byron

Come share a second with serenity
Up in this lake of European rooves,
This crescent lamp'd oer U Amabian sea
Lulls me thither, | hear the sound of hooves...

At once a sacred chime grows on the breeze,
Some teller of a thousand ancyent tayles,
Some from thevorld's cropfellers overseas,
Some cross the Karakoram's lofty trails,
Some were seekers of immortal glory,
Some content to be husbandsh¢owives...

Though the vision all clutter'd & hoary,
With me a single memory survives,
Being extras in the global story
We are stars in the movies of our lives.



Everybody knows that the great reversed triangle of land,
T H E with its base in the north and its apex in the south, which is
called India, embraces fourteen hundred thousand square
miles

TAM I L IAD Jules Verne

At last the Ghats have peter'd to their end,
Sole, savagewitch -peaks all which now remain,
Then nothing but the grand Cormarin bend
Where ends Amritsar's forty -eight hour train;
Join'd eclectic
In one wylde, chopping squall
Waves from the Antarctic,

Araby & Bengal.

Ghandi guides a blood red bindi
To rest upon the line
Slipping slowly into sea,
The sky an evening wine,
| turn & face Dhruva-Lok,
TasteHimalayan pine.

Photo by TP Kiernan

| wanted to learn Tamil, only to enable me to study
5EOOUYEUzZUwW3i PUUOOUUEOWUT UOUT T wi PUwOOUT 1 UwUOOT Ul wbOUI O1 686 w
is a treasure of wisdom
Ghandi

K ANAYAKAMARI SWAMI VIVEKANANDA



The Hindus make little distinction between the gods & their

great men
Jayant panda

Narenda left sleepy Simulia
To realise deep faith, this mortal quest
Brought him to kiss Sri Ramakrishna’s feet
Recipient of pure Sansayan force
O lotus bliss, bliss indescribable

Now changing names he roams thro all Tibet
Mastering secret Buddhist principles
& stepping south he put them to th e test
On Kannayakamari'sacred rock
Meditating for all his countrymen.

He saw man’s lot just had to be improved
By way of modern practices, & saw

Each creature’s soul seam’d by the quartz of god

& Ramakrishna beckoning him West

THIRUVALLUVAR

The outstanding greatness of Tamil Nadu was that it gave
Valluvar to the world
Shudhannanda Bharati

As | rested on a fine, empty beach, by the Bay of Bengal
In a soft second of existence | was alerted to a flutter of birds
A mile or so along the coast | saw adistant figure approaching.
An old man swathed in white robes, sporting a thick, black beard,
| expected him to pass, but as he came to within a few metres
"TwYT TUZEWUOOPOAWUOPEUEUWOT OQwol |
"6 1 E0wD Uwa O Uhewurtly &3kedl, D Y EOWE wUOOOI
His magnificent eyes burrowed into the heartlands of my soul
2! awEOCawETl EOCOEI OwWEUI waOUwWEEU
U0OODPUT ZEOw( wUIT Oikerfditye Fotn® oy hetkwi O
After humming an Upanishad he said, ?Iz ébeen expecting you,

Knowing this numbers nuances through the Tibetan Book of the Dead
This was for me high epiphany to the hidden depths of sonnetry.

MADURAI



In Madurai
City of temples & poets
Who sang of cities & temples
AK Ramanujan

Casteless, classless, in a Lancashire cap

| shook to this train's novelty suspense,

Six sardine hours & then a thunderclap
Of busy little city street s intense;

This temple, this temple is a wonder
This city, the Tamil-Nad Cadiz
Thro its wacky -racer streets | wander

If you are as you have decribed yourself, the King of Animals ¢ it
POUOEWET wEI UUT Uwi OUwa OUwUOWEEOOwW
have tried to make yourself a tomb for all the animals

Leonardo DaVinci

Pastel Gopura
Monkeys perch’d like mountain goats
Squabbling like humans

Our once proud peacock
Begging at food-stalls for scraps
Far from Kings & Camps

.01 wi Yi 601 cRubittuen | UEpCA (ude i8R BIeygtainside

Opium! Coleridgian wish
Heeded by bloodshot man,
Dark, oily dish, crunch ..."What is this?
Liquerice!..."My mind's span
Blew interspatial round the room,
Thought flying with the fan.

TAMIL ANIMALS

Dragonflies dart on the breeze
Butterflies ablaze

Piglet playtime
Scampering thro fishbone filth

Young stags ajousting

Nuzzling thro wild rubbish dumps
Cows, Crows, Goats, Swine, Hens, Dogs, Apes

NALATIYAR



The English novel was parochial in the 80s. Indian writers

have given us the color
Martin Amis

Her :

O lord of fertile land & everflowing waterfalls

O lord of cool sunshine warming ocean’s running waves
O lord of good country with beautiful ebony mountains
O lord of flowery hills with lush & sparkling waterfalls
O lord of honey -bearing woods in the good country

O lord of long seashore with fine, unfailing salt -pans
O lord of the hills with lovely sandal groves on

O lord of cool lagoons & bays brimming with water

O lord of prosperous vineyards & huge gem -studded
caverns

Him :

O beautiful lady with breasts like budding flowers
O lady of beautiful hair with fragrance of musk

O lady of long -eyed spears & bow-like eyebrows

Him & Her
O lord of bewitching victories bring these beauties to me

CROSSING THE KARVERI DELTA

Though the resplendent sun in dive rse quarters rise,
And though the silvery planet to the south decline,
Thy land shall flourish, where through channels deep,
Kaveri flow s with bright refreshing stream ;

Along whose banks the sweet canes' white flowers wave
+ DOl wx d IPeard Gprising from the plain.

The Purananiru

From Niligris zevergreen water-tanks
Rivers aim plainward

Kabbadi, washerwomen, rickshaw repairs
Madurai’s bankside institutions

Thanjavur’s impressive medievil cityscape,
Trichy’s towering temple

Kaveri, Coleroon, Arasalar, Mahamakham
Kumbakonam’s sacred waterways

Ghostly, seacoast colonial fortress
ldyllic, white -wash’d Tranqgebar

Lotus-pool, paddyfield, rainflood, riverine
Wonderful watery world

Kollidam crowns Kaveri’s imperium
Pitchivarum’s pirhouetting Cu -Co
THE MOTHER ON YOUTH



OwWEUET PUT EVOwI 1 pPOT wE UU wUNedwealptidteeYngidns, wihip gaggbt us how to count, without
JT1 6001 OOOWEUDPOUWduseE 00 a 7 O\Whighine wartyvhile scientifidiscovery could have been made!"
On the beaches of the sea of Infinity Albert Einstein
Sri Aurobindo . e A . A A s e A
"OPwWOUEl wOl wOEOODPOEZUwOBO
. From the Caesarian of Sushetra , .

?80UwPDOOWET EOOT wUT T w/ 1 UUOQuaSHWREOVMYRREL yEz Uwi |
Our future is in our own hands To the priceless decimal point

The higher our privataspirations
The Indians gave the world Caturanga

The higher our realisation Ve -
This is the key to youth Whos.e four dIVI.SIOI’lS of the military
N tina the i bl Foot-soldiers, Chariots, elephants & cavalry
ever accepting the Irreparable Would show the world the wonder that is chess

& with firm resolution follow our true life’s aim.
A game of maths & poetry, a game

Those useless years age us 20wWEOOUT wUOOwWODPi 1 wbUwi 66Uz
Contentment beginning the decline ‘That now a Tamil sage its master is
But unquenchable thirst for progress Viswanathan Anand of Mayiladuthurai

Keepsus @Y D Ol ws UDOwWOUUVwWEaD qt is asETtll:ﬁe mighty sangams of an antique age

Those deeming completed tasks In his opening repertoire & analyses renew
The start of things to come
6 DOOWOT YI UwiT1 OwUOIl T wbi BT T OwoOi wxEUUDPOT WEEaAUB 2

INCREDIBLE INDIA! BASIC TAMIL



, AW3EOPOwWPUwWYIl UAWEEEOWS wUT 1 wU b T greak daitidimparusanotiyGolp @ce oiudil ghirdageu

sign language. But we discussd everything from atheism to
the nature of art
Ryan Germick

1 Woner = Wanacum (hello)

2 Render = Nandray (thanks)

3 Mooner = Yevolovum (how much)

4 Nar-lee =Rumba Soeaye (very tasty)

5 An-jer = Time Enna (what time is it)

6 Ah-roo = Poy-too-varen (see you later)

7 Air-lee = Oon Pair Enna (what is your name)
8 Eh-ta = Nar England (I am from England)

9 Umbodoo = Nalla t+ kay (cheers)

10 Patoo = Sarry (yes)

11 Padinooner = Tapoo (no

12 Panander = Nunbar Nan-dray (grazi raggazi)
13 Padi-mooner = Nalamar (how are you)

14 Padinar-lee = podum (full/enough)

AUROVILLE

Y NS

to the scriptures
Narada Bhakti Sutras

Gorgeous Coromandel, crown prince of coasts,

My wanderlust has earn'd thine ancyent treats,
Meagre are glimpses of the Gallic ghosts

"EUOUDOT w/ OOE pdadet'dsteeaty U wb

To the north gleams another sliver of the West,
Where lingers still a hint of apartheid,
Went |, somewhat the uninvited guest,
Perfect place to read & write
Where over dust & termite mound
3T 1T w, OUT T UwUx UBPrée0,0z7 E w%
As dew-eyed adepts gather'd round
The brook peace of their queen,
Forming a calm co-operative of souls,
Surrounded by tough fields & begging bowls.

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO SAVITRI



| have found a guru whose glories cannot be told A myth actually ari ses when the imagination interprets a

Dady natural event as the action of a personified being resembling
the human agent
Discovering rare poetry Aa Macdonell
Is the poet's shooting SFar, Remember them fleeing those huge walls of water
As at Kannayakamari 3T EOwUOExxzEwli 1 OwdwOOUUZ EwU
Towers Thirruvallavar, ( Ow, EOEOEXxUUEOwWUT T wUI EUE
& the bard of Pondicherry, A sad scene repeated some three thousand miles

Mused on Miltonic par,

Words wonderful, more wondrous to behold _ . Remember the sounds on the shores of Sri Lanka
Than Cortez everwould D UT w, OEUI 4UO Eﬁf\éJc%th%%%reakmg & snapping & screams
As ships of pig-iron are ripped from the anchor
& people-x E E @ains flung from be nt, broken

beams

| join the morning reading group,
w x O $atred ext,
Passd round the loop, devoted troop ,
Their leader hints me next,
& so | sang a poet's song,
Made every circumflex.

Remember the mood in the days after Christmas
When so many strangers shall shun the new year
A new doleful sound as the river grows restless
As so many tearscrystallize the new fear

From Asia to Africa surged a wild sea
O sing a sad song for the TSUNA -Ml

TSU-NA -Mi
HAPPY NEW YEAR 2009



Eight Onges died two weeks ago after drinking spurious hooch
But a boy was born on xmas day bringing the tribe to 93
& what, what of that other tribe by the wide bay of Bengal
The mighty Tamil nation now divided into two
Parted by Adam’s Bridge, where Hanuman strove for Seeta
The native, mainland Tamil ¢+ burning proudly independent /
& their Lankan cousins, killing for independance
Whose fate procrastinated at the dawn of the Age of Obama
Exploring Ramashwaram’s shores with the mythos of the
Ramayana
( wO b WKilindchitas Waterloo entertained Feli xstowe
Til silence speaks volumes...

2871 w3bT 1 Ul Uwibkaytheunteinatiéhal ot E O -

%1 wOUUOwOOP wET BEffihdd de@inthed) EE U D E
Prabhakaran

Within an hour a suicide -bomber activated in Colombo

From sorrow (shoka) was born verse (sloka) you shall sing
the story of Ramayana in this very poetic meter for the
benefit of mankind

Brahma to Valmiki

THIRUVANNAMALAI



There is a town the Tamils hold As India rolls round relentlessly

As holy as a brahmin | spare a thought for Thiruvalluvar
Where spicy shops in lanes unfold His statue at Kannayakamari
& sundry sweets in streets are sold His Kural & how ( wl EYT wOUEYI OC
Where food-stalls vie, both hot & cold His poem is to me a polar star

A~ ~ ~ ~ - e

6DUT WEEUUU WO wOOEEO OwI Bonemudng light above the Bengal Bay
Where the voice of this avid avatar

Now with your hunger satisfied Sang with such ease thatall the world sh ould say
Stroll through the buzz & bustle Here is a sublime mind, his was the timeless day.
Bus, bike & rickshaw down roads glide
With shop -on-shop stood by their side | find the perfect library
As with a cry bull-whips applied Twelve Thirukkural texts
To oxen of pure muscle 2UET wl Ol UT awxEUUz EwEC
Each fresh context corrects
From country quietude an artist flew His predecessors premises & now a new voice next!

- OPWEUOPOZEWDOWODI 1 OWEOPOUOPOW3IEOPOW- EEU

LIT OLOGY SRI RAMANA LIBRARY



P . ~ - ~

Far from the Goan pleasureEUEE Ol 7z UWEUUUU Ass 7 UwWEOOOUOET wEOXT |

At last a quest to quench mine arty thirst Divinity begins existence (1;1)
This is a moment when a lifetimes strands
Flail as a wounded cobra in the sands Rain's continuance preserves existance

Or hose blown loose, yielding UOwa OUUT z UwE T O E C8peaketh, then, ambrosia (2:1)
| sent my muse to travel spicy lands

Who settles in this little library Falsehood conferring faultless fruitfulness

Where | can pass the days endisciplined Nature's truth contains (30:2)

Thoughts focussing on page & poetry

The cortex soothed by cool cerebral wind. Kingly fame fades forgotten
| felt as if | was Viashampayana Without righteous govern ment (56:6)
& Thiruvvalavur the first Vyasa

Reciting the then unknown Mahabharata When soldiers fear bloodshed

For King Janamejaya at that sacred Sappa Satra Kings cry destitute (77:1)

In miserable poverty's train
Many more miseries (105:5)

Her jewels perplex me
Celestial? Peahen? Women? (109:1)

TRANSLATIONS FROM THIRUKKURAL



RAMAYANA

VALMIKI
Upon Aru nachala | did poise ?2 31 1 Ul replel dd/aalmeeki,
The Cadair Idris of the seeastern rhymes, ?Such a man of Karma,
Breaking my trance | glance toward a noise, Truth, honesty, heart, loyalty,
& saw a Saddhu to the summit climb; Love, righteousness & dharma,
?  E O telBaitO WePmiki is my name, A life led for infinity
/ UEAwUl OOwO! woOi wOT 1T whOUOE Uwi UB8Omany sbul mayarmbut E E Ol y 2
? O BEIE®xMy plaheuskems shorn Come listen son, sit close by me,
Of Universal Values, To the legendines of Rama »
Depite allthings tis still wartorn,
Battle splatters crogheOl P U6 | sat crosslegged by the bard
Tell me, has ever there been born Uwl l wOUEUZEBwOUUOwWDOL
A soul that all this rues 31T OwUOPOWEEOI Ewl EUEOQuwb L
Beauty once knew his face

Brimming with truth, honour, corragio
UwunOOUIl OET wEDPEWE wUIT OUUE OE ugdl bak wditingbiedihjessly
Like a hare after the chase.



RAMA EXILED

| sing of Rama & his noble way; As Sita was a child of divine glow
Of humans & animals, queens & kings, Many had tried to win her hand in vain,
Of monsters, heroes & that dashing day . 00awll T wel OED ®ddwuOi w+ &
That keeping faith in heartfelt belief brings; 2T EOOw* bOT w) EOEOEZ UwUI
He was no ordinary lad of ordinary birth, Now Rama tries &, with a heave, at last,
In him Vishnu had hidden godhead on the E arth. Into the cloudy skies his arrow flies full fast.
& gave him up to Ayoudha & astwo loving souls reunited
Midst the first sprigs of the Spring, So their woes on Earth begin
In the kingdom of Kosala Ancyent promises recited
Where the Vedas Saddus sing, To Dasaratha make him spin
His father was Dasaratha His former promise to a toothless crone
6wl POOWUOOOWLIEOEZ UwODOUOWEUDYT wW1IEOEwWI UO6OwT bL
Outshining men as moons outshine the stars, & with all of Ayoudh aflood in tears

First patron of our Prince of Avatars. wObOT WEEOPUT zEwl PUwUOBO



MAGIC WEAPONS SITA

As exiled are these captains of a race - OPwWEOOT UwUT T wUPOT Uwdi w1
Just leaves & deerskin covermodesty, 3 U D E OthecguilE éf Lakshana,
Thro pathless forest, roofless placeto-place, He has left his lovely Sita helpless
Met many rishis pledged for tapasvi; To the cruel wrath of Ravana
Now one of them to Ramadrew, Who has cometo her in a hermitz dress
?l have three gifts for you! Feigning a humble manner,
"T Ul wbUw! UET OEz UwUIT b OEnétiwithEa Buybib thrown off with his guise,
Its target never misses, Ten heads rise up & burn with blazing eyes.
31 PUOwWI T Ul OwbUws5bPUTI OUzZ UwUEEUI EwWEOPO
Shaped byeavenly blisses, By mule-drawn golden chariot
6w( OEUEZUw@UDPYI Uw( wEI UU O pPTem to SriLanka flew,
O such a gift this is, Though Sita sweats she does not fret
For if to thee the Rakshasas appear Down to a summit threw,

3T OUWEUUWUT T woOOOa wOESOWUTI BN T ol 1 udr Q) udi xi B 6upO O U O U
know what to do.



HANUMAN LANKA

Soon Hanuman, of Monkeys great,
Whose name was writ in water,

Learns of the grievous Lankan fate

As Hanuman relays happy report
1EOEwWPUWET EUT zEwbpDUT wUU
Now with Sugriva & his immense court,

OfKing) EOEOEz UwEEUT T Ul U O All march on Lanka for the grand battle;
& hoping he was not too late,

Into the waves
Leaping as he sought her,

They fling great rocks & trees,
| OUOETI EwUT 1T w. ET EOwU O w1 Enduglier mahkeR hradés to skip across the seas.
A single wave-leap vaulted mile-on-mile.
Soon conflict flurries night & day ,
Elephants swerve thro dusty fray ,
In the mountains & the plains,
Morasses of mad melees sway
Streaming blood like summer rains

Until, at last, Ravana faced Rama,
P1EOQOEwWUT EOOwUIT UEUIT wa OU rPromising his life & wife to Yama.

Once landed he transforms feline,
Soon Sita came in view,
O weary whine, O pining pine,
Til faith she does renew,
Sweet news from this whispering cat,



CLIMAXES REUINION

The duel raged, all mercy gone, Rama sighs ? #ve, if ye doubt me
Both sworn to each attack, l, too, shall go to the flame,
Maul marathon as one-by-one For tho | bare full purity
Shorn ten heads growing back | hear gossip of yowd T E O1 n, »
3PpOw! UET OEZUWEEUEwWxPI UEI EWEI ODBODWE wEO0wx z EwUx wi E
With wild, climatic CRACK! Onto that burning blame
But not to ashes did her fair flesh fall fair
As demons die so do the skies grow dim For she was honestt Agni heard her call
No longer lit by fine heroic fire & saved her from those lethal burns,
Indra himself could never vanquish him Her faith her fate embalms,
Who now lies lifeless on a burning pyre; & justice earns, now she returns
( OUOwi T UwET OUI Oz UwE
Alas, denounced by drums As when a Trojan poem ends
&sl EEObPz EwEawEDPUT 6OO6UU & all that fuss becalms.

To Rama Sita comes,
The taint of shame upon her.



TIRUPATHI

ANDHRAMAN

While a palm-crack'd father fear'd for his mast

| was forc'd to sit out this cyclone blast

Hiding in the hills til the storm -devils pass'd

In a madhouse full of colour & caste

Where opining upon the rains length -last

An old beedie-man piped out the forecast

20l EUwUOPI UwUOOOUUOPO6 WET |

| dreamt of a storm where the wild wave crash'd

& the thunder roll'd & the lightning flash'd

& the foam roll'd awe -golden, all gouging & gash'd
& the boats out at sea were so bitterly bash'd

As with cats-o-nine tails the surface lash'd

A future -coming widow wail'd & gnash'd

With th ree hungry kids & their | ast meal cash'd.

+DOl w201 UOKkYBWOOE UOOT (WA Eudy Bl 8 UWaushuw?U O 7
forever. But there is no food on these savagehaunted isles, & |
think | remember the water is scarce
William Howard Russel |



