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Ludwig Fried's Nocturnal Mission
Ludwig Fried waited in his office on a humid late spring night for 
Mlle. X-rated to make an appearance. A faint mist diffused the light of 
the antique lampposts in the pseudo-Ivy League quadrangle. Her ad 
and his response had made her appearance almost inevitable, though 
he might have to wait a long time, and, of course, she might not come. 
It might have been a prank. 
“She,” he assumed it was a She (if not, he was screwed, in a manner of 
speaking) had written: “Hey, Ludwig, my heart and bare midriff are 
yours. Retire and run away with me to Turkish Cypress. I like your 
style. You're my Hemingway look-alike.” 
   Someone, the She, he assumed, had put the student magazine with 
the ad, its place marked with a Post-It, in his mailbox a month ago. His 
heart raced when he read it, his arteries swelling like a hot air balloon. 
He had replied in a flash and submitted it, if that was the word for such 
a low-life publication, but then he needed shots of the low-life from time 
to time to keep his sanity in an academic world where reason had gone 
mad:
 “I was pleased to see your personal ad tucked into my pigeon hole 
yesterday. Your suggestion, if you are a femme fatale, sounds 
intriguing. In truth, I am a lover of youth, and there are still many far-
away places in the world that I'd like to see. We could build a shack on 
a beach somewhere. I am a lover of the 'good destruction,' as Hem 
calls it, to say nothing of belles lettres, Duke Ellington, and 
bougainvillea. Gee, this sounds like an ad for The New York Review of 
Book. I love them and so, apparently, do you. I'm waiting for you.”

And so he had waited for two weeks and still was waiting. Not for 
Godot, but for a lyrically X-rated version. She was as tantalizingly 
close and far away as the spume that leaped into the neon lights above 
Niagara Falls about twenty miles to the north.     

Well, he always had something to write, and it was comforting to 
know that he wasn't the only person  in the building. There was a light 
on in Seiko's office. He obviously had his projects as well. Friends 
once, they had drifted apart. Maybe he would compare notes with 
him one of these spring evenings if they happened to be walking across 
campus together.
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Norman Seiko, Chair of English and would-be Dean, envied Ludwig 
Fried in some ways, but he was determined to nail the SOB with so 
sharp a sexual harassment charge that Lud, his old buddy, would be 
forced into retirement while he would move into the stratosphere of 
Upper Administration. 
He just had to catch Ludwig once in his office with a co-ed. Years ago, 
in the 1960's, when he and Ludwig had been young untenured 
assistant professors, swaying to the songs of Judy Collins, Ludwig had 
told him he liked making love on the small Turkish rug he kept in his 
office, an homage to his year in Anatolia.  And, because he had a lower 
back problem, even then, he had to use a book to prop her up 
Whitman, maybe, or Robinson Jeffers, D.H. Lawrence, something 
appropriate. Seiko envied him then, his passion for life, for literature.
That was long ago and that was the problem. Times had changed, and 
Norman had changed with them. Reality had given way to real estate 
if you had a sense of reality, or a child in college. A factory worker's son 
from Paterson, New Jersey, he had wised up when the time came to let 
dreams die. 
Not Ludwig. The putz still thought he was an ageless poet  in whom 
some lithe undergraduate would be interested.  Norman couldn't 
bear the thought that Ludwig apparently hadn't gone over Viagra Falls 
yet. Ludwig was a living rebuke to Seiko's ambition, and Seiko was 
determined to get rid of him.
So Norman  had set up a small telescope with a digital zoom lens 
camera mounted on his desk and kept it focused  across a small 
quadrangle on Ludwig's window where a few slats usually were parted. 
One of these nights he would catch the   superannuated lecher at his 
pleasure. He would get him in his cross-hairs and shoot the pics he 
knew the editor of the nearly pornographic undergraduate magazine, 
De-Generation, would be happy to publish. Fried would never 
imagine that anyone could see him at such a distance through such 
narrow openings. Little did Fried know that Seiko had become 
something of an amateur astronomer.    
   Seiko knew that Seiko  had become somewhat vicious, but he 
admired the aggressive New York Jewish intellectuals of the previous 
generation, the PR crowd, so he was proud of his emergent nastiness. 
He was a late-blooming prick. He remembered one in particular, an 
existentialist with a killer instinct, a New York street fighter with a 

Sartrean will. He was dead, but Seiko was still trying to become his peer.

Ludwig Fried always had craved adventure  in his life, in his writing. 
More than anything else, though few would have believed him, given 
his ruminative tendencies, he admired men and women of action: war 
correspondents, test pilots, prisoners of conscience: Edward R. 
Murrow, George Orwell, Amelia Earhart, and, above all, Nelson 
Mandela.
A child of Word War II, in several senses, he had formed images of 
heroic action, often embarrassing, a post-immigrant version of Walter 
Mitty, which  had haunted him all his life. Even Beckett, a man of near 
silence and emotional paralysis, had been a member of the Resistance. 
Those magical letters were written on the blackboard of his mind: FFI.
As much as he knew that many of the images were legacies of 
American movies (the French were more realistic), he still lived by 
them, unwillingly. He was a child of the 1940's and 1950's, and 
Hollywood, in its spectral black and white period, especially faces and 
tits as white as the cliffs of Dover, were stored in his limbic system for 
instant retrieval.
 But despite the power of the images, he had -- sad to say, and he often 
had whispered it sadly to himself at three in the morning when he and 
F. Scott Fitzgerald shared a wee dram of Dry (or was it sad?) Sack from
the unloving cup  lived more like Emily Dickinson than John Wayne.
He had been self-imprisoned in the cupola of the Dickinson 
homestead on the Main Street, Amherst, Massachusetts, of his mind. 
Yes, he was, in a sense, an Amherst man, but had lived more like an 
Amherst woman of the 19th century. He had risked little in his life 
that was visible in the world. If he had done anything courageous, it 
had been of a psychological nature, nothing visible. Dr. Tailor, his old 
therapist in Rochester, had tried to make him feel good about this, 
“We mend souls, Dr. Fried, not clothes.” He couldn't stand being 
called “doctor” by a real mind-doctor who had gone to medical school. 
And even if there was some truth in what Tailor had said, he still had 
longed, from Pearl Harbor to his present night-vigil, to act upon and 
in the world. He admired those who had fought for the rights and 
needs of others: Amnesty International, Oxfam, Doctors Without 
Borders.

His amorous adventures had been the one area of risk-taking, and only 
his nocturnal partners had known how unconventional he could be, 
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and, so far, only one had written about him, and she was a minor 
writer in another country, and she had called him “Freud,” not Fried. 
If it hadn't been for his amorous acrobatics, he would have given up on 
life and literature long ago. 
When he had come to see that literature professors were among the 
most timid souls on earth, clinging to the delicate filaments of arcane 
language for professional survival and incremental raises  who were 
interested mainly in across the board raises and not crossing borders 
he had sought refuge increasingly in the folds and creases of delectable 
young women. So far he had lucked out, no one had caught him in 
flagranto delicto.
And he still had a few good years left. Mlle. X's personal ad was living 
proof of his being still erotically on-line. It would be a good deal for 
both of them. He would initiate her into some of the literary subtleties 
of  bodily freedom  D.H. Lawrence, Henry Miller, Updike  and she 
would let him, he hoped, quaff from her fountain of youth.
He would wait another hour and then go home. He was grateful at 
least that he had this office. It was a sanctuary within the halls, which 
felt like walls, of a profession  that had become increasingly alien to 
him ever since the end of the Viet Nam War, a war he had protested on 
the safe side of the law.
For reasons  that eluded him, his “colleagues” (the word stuck in his 
throat like a fish-bone) had called into question the very obvious 
foundations of human nature, of nature itself. They had become a 
pack of haute bourgeois nihilists who delighted in finding Nothing 
wherever they looked. They loved treasure hunts without prizes, 
puzzles without solutions, and, worst of all, words without meaning. 
There was no better example than Seiko who had backed for 
promotions and grants every hair-brained anti-Humanist request that 
had come across his desk. “The Kid from Patterson,” as he used to call 
himself in the early days when they both were untenured assistant 
professors, had become just the functionary that the Dean's Office 
needed to prove that the university could be just as fashionable as 
Harvard or Berkeley, the yin and yang of bi-coastal prestige. He felt 
sorry for his old buddy. He had lost his heart and cojones along the 
way.    

 Ludwig's erections and mastarbatery fantasies, to say nothing of his 
actual liaisons, were a living rebuke to copy-cat fashions of the 

academic world. As Dr. Johnson had put Bishop Berkeley's  sophistry 
in its place by kicking the stone, “I refute it thus,” so had Ludwig 
wanted at the antic department hiring meetings in his mind  as his 
colleagues considered hiring another high-end theoretical screw-ball 
to unzip his fly and proclaim with Henry James in another context: 
“Here it is at last, the distinguished thing.” 
It was less important to him now to be a member of the department 
than to have an erect member as an assertion of essential realities. 
History, at least the corner of it that he inhabited, had forced him to be 
an inadvertent epistemologist. His prick pointed towards reality. It 
was a kind of diving rod. His colleagues believed in the “discourse” of 
sexuality, but not sex itself.
He wanted to tell them that his meeting with Fern Gambino would 
not be a matter of sexual harassment, of the misuse of professorial 
power. In fact, it would be an act of liberation for her and libation for 
him: a mutual aid society of two. Of course, his explanation, if he were 
to make one (and he certainly wouldn't unless he was being 
interrogated by the University's Stasi-like Equity Control Officer), 
would depend on Mlle. X being Fern Gambino. If he could tell them 
about her, her background, they might believe that he was not a 
prisoner of his unconscious . Or if he was, to some extent, he still 
could put his small obsessions to humane ends (including hers). 
Would his tutorial with her, avant la lettre, be any less  penetrating or 
humane than one of Freud's case studies? Wasn't he, not only a 
student of human nature but, a true lover of students, at least some of 
them. As Freud had applied a healing hand to a patient's forehead, so 
he had touched and moved some of his students.  But it would be 
important, in making his case, that it be Fern Gambino who wanted 
him to run away with her to Kilimanjaro. Her life-story and his 
response to it might be convincing to an imagined jury of his peers.
Her alcoholic and depressed ex-husband could not be counted on to 
send the alimony she needed to finish school.  Not Mafia yet, he was at 
the margin, and Fern worried that he would cross over to their side 
and then force her somehow to go back to his beer and tv world in 
Kaiser Town, a rusted belt just south of Buffalo. 

This, she explained tearfully one day in his office, head lowered, her 
Victoria's Secret skimpy bra at half-mast. As she listed from side to 
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side, telling her story, Ludwig had been moved  to dry her tears, but he 
couldn't touch her unless she pulled him towards her. Her need and 
desire would be his defense if he ever needed one.
Her whole young life had been a catalogue of abuse, booze, illiteracy, 
criminality, and emotional deprivation. Somehow, miraculously, she 
had emerged through a haze of cigarette smoke and a diet of take-out 
pizza to be a serious reader of travel literature from Marco Polo to Paul 
Theroux, and her appetite for good food and wine had been whetted 
by reading Hemingway. And she preferred the lyrics of Cole Porter to 
Meat Loaf.
When Ludwig mentioned some of the far-away places  that he had 
visited and lived in, he had seen the wattage in her eyes brighten and 
her body quiver. His words, plain and descriptive as they were, had 
released a pent-up energy  in her eager soul. His only liberty had been 
to use Keats's line, “O for a beaker full of the warm South.” She had 
leaned forward, rested her head for a moment on his knee and said, 
“Yes, Prof, take me to the Everglades.” It had been a thrilling and 
promising moment.
If she was the one he was waiting for and if she were to come, they 
could help each other. He was growing old like John Marcher and 
needed a new lease on life, and she wanted to see the world beyond 
Kaiser Town whose only connection to German royalty had been a 
suspicion of strangers, especially Jewish professors. For once, the taint 
of anti-semitism was working in his favor, moving her towards him. 
Fern was a good name for her. Raised in darkness, she was still fresh 
and alive. Surrounded by the parched and polluted brown fields of the 
abandoned steel plants, she had managed to find some nurturing 
sunlight and moisture. Her tears had seemed to Ludwig to be like 
minute goblets of rain on the mossy surface of an Oregon rain forest. 
He would read the opening of “The Waste Land” to her, and she 
would understand what they could do for each other. His tubers had 
been dry for too long, and she could be his April. They could “maken 
melodye” all night. He could be Chaucerian and teach her about 
Chaucer at one and the same time. 
There was still a light on in Seiko's office. He wondered what his old 
comrade in arms, who had stood with him at the barricades in the 
1960's, was up to. Ludwig hoped it was a bold attack upon some 
current intellectual fashion. He was pretty sure, however,  that Seiko 

was trying, as always since the end of the Viet Nam War, when English 
professors pulled in their horns and became a herd of theory-cows, to 
“professionalize” himself still further, if that was possible.  
He was probably preparing a spread-sheet, whatever that was. That 
was the difference between them: a spread-sheet and Fern, he hoped 
and had dreamed, spread on a sheet, a frond who floated on his 
nocturnal pond.   One of these days he would buy a pair of powerful 
binoculars and spy on his old buddy  to see what he was up to. 
The inner sanctum of administration was as mysterious to Ludwig as 
the rites of the Essenes. Seiko's capitulation vs. his own nocturnal 
adventures were of no concern to the world at large, but it was 
Ludwig's urgent battle, if not as monumental as Gettysburg.  Most 
men lived in the shadow of their obscure and invisible conflicts. Why 
otherwise was therapy a national industry? Why should he be different 
or guilty about being a needy man among men? He never had wanted 
really to be anything other than at one with common humanity. He 
just hadn't found yet the right way to do it.   
He had kept his door slightly open so the phantom visitor would 
know that he was there waiting for her. His goose-neck lamp cast a 
glow across the hall like a lantern in an old college song. She would 
know, if she were coming, that his imagination was actively at work in 
her honor. She would know that Mark Twain Hall, shrouded mainly 
in darkness, housed a few enlightened fire-flies.
He heard some quiet foot-steps, and then delicate fingers, with 
designer nails, curled around his door. The poignancy of the design, 
half-moons and palm trees, made his heart beat fast. Then her head 
appeared. Emerald green eyes, fit for a Tiffany display, seeking 
comfort, were encircled with a thick layer of pink make-up. 
It was Fern. No less than Dr. Phil, he could help her find the essential 
self hidden beneath her cosmetic camouflage. She eased towards his 
desk  and twisted the goose-necked lamp towards the wall so that the 
glow was spread and subdued like moonlight filtered Spanish moss. 
The scent of her narcotic perfume made him somewhat dizzy. It was 
all a cliché from a grade-B movie, but, oh, so thrilling, a carnival of the 
groin, heart, and mind. He was, he had to admit, no better or worse 
than a Shriner at a convention. 

“We're on the same page,” she said, taking a copy from For Whom 
The Bell Tolls from her book-bag. “When you discussed the 'earth 
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moves' passage, I knew I was doomed, I mean liberated.”

“Interesting,” he said, pretending that he was disinterested.  She had 
to take the lead. That was one of his rules and his defense, if it ever 
came to that. He didn't think the KGB had set up a local listening 
post, but many of the doors had ears and some ears were pressed 
against doors. And there always was the possibility that a co-ed, no 
Betty, however yielding and even importuning, would turn on him 
and turn him in. 
He had to guard against being interrogated by the Stasi-ette. Only 
those who had faced her across a table knew who she was. If she found 
against you, your office was emptied and painted within a week. Her 
last words were reputed to be, “We don't want anyone to know you 
ever were here.” It wasn't how Ludwig wanted to end his academic life, 
however compromised it had been, however estranged he felt from his 
colleagues, however deeply he had been driven into himself as a refuge. 
He was a kind of prisoner, but he had designed the cell. 
“Face it,” she said, you're old, your flame is going out, I'm probably 
the only one who wants to light your fire. Otherwise, you wouldn't be 
here, right? Still I wanted to come, I can't lie. I believe in truth in 
advertising.” She winked.
“I hoped so, but I had to wait. What else could I do?”
“Look, you're the Old Man, and I'm the She, right. I can give you life, 
you can teach me about books and how to use words. It's not a bad 
deal, considering where I come from.”
He was touched by her honesty, but he had to let her get in deeper 
before he made a move.
“I want you to take me somewhere at the end of the term, maybe 
Kenya, I want to see those green hills.”
“I'd like to travel with you, Fern, but I have to know it's what you 
want.
I can't put any pressure on you, as much as I'd like to. Some Dean may 
be looking for a chance to set me up, to catch me in the middle of an 
amatory act.
“That's what I love, doc, you know words like 'amatory,” what did my 
ex-abuser know, except words like yous guys. You know the good words 
and the 'good destruction.'” With that, she hiked up her long Madras 
skirt and folded it above her knees. 

He thought of Longfellow and the “odors of the forest.” He began to 
quiver. She eased his head towards her and folded her skirt around him 
as it were a prayer shawl.  He had traveled to  many places in his life, 
but no landscape or cityscape  ever had been more thrilling, if less 
visible. He was where he wanted to be  and where most men probably 
wanted to be . As she leaned back, he managed to sneak a peak up at 
her. She looked like Eva Gardner in The Barefoot Contessa.

“You're traveling,” she said, “and I'm going to come with you.”
“Yes,” he murmured, his voice muffled.
“Oh, yes, yes,” she sighed.
When he caught his breath, he knew that he had lost himself in a 
cliché, but it was no worse than Hollywood's versions of the 
unconscious. And who was he to raise himself above common 
humanity? Isn't that what he had learned from Montaigne? And even 
if he was going to escape the prison of his dream-life, this wasn't the 
time to do it.
 Meanwhile, Norman Seiko, with his digital zoom camera mounted 
on his mini-telescope, had fixed Ludwig in his cross-hairs and fired off 
a salvo of incriminating pics. A coward at heart, he took some pleasure 
in being a voyeuristic sniper. He would make sure that one of his 
former students, now editor of De-Generation, published a triptych of 
salacious shots as a center-fold. 
He could see the headlines:  FRIED FRIED! That would knock 
Ludwig  out of the box and push him into retirement. Then Seiko 
would be free to pursue his climb  to the high Adirondack peaks  of 
administration with less guilt. Just seeing Fried's gloomy face made 
him ashamed of his sell-out. Once Fried had been “disappeared,” he 
could buy-in more easily. Out of sight, out of mind.   
After their tryst had ended, the next meeting, if there was to be one, to 
be announced by her reappearance, Fried straightened up his desk and 
put the goose-neck lamp in its proper gallows position. He waited a 
few minutes to give her ample time to leave the building and then took 
the elevator to the ground floor. 

It was a mellow  evening, and a soft rain made the leaves of the 
forsythia, about to bud, glisten beneath the lampposts in the 
quadrangle. As he approached the parking lot, he saw Seiko standing 
next to his Cadillac SUV. He wore a London Fog raincoat and carried 
an umbrella that looked like a walking stick.  
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He held a leather attaché case firmly in his right hand. He was no 
longer the kid from Patterson. He looked like a mid-level White 
House aide. Ludwig wondered what important papers he was taking 
home for further study. Ludwig had some notes for a short story in his 
battered green book-bag, the one he had picked up in Cambridge 
years ago when he had spent a year trying to write the Great American 
Novel and had ended up with a poor imitation of Catcher in the Rye, 
itself quite silly as it had turned out.
Ludwig waved. Seiko didn't return the greeting, but he wasn't sure if 
Seiko could see him. He was tempted to call out. But then he thought, 
if he hasn't seen me why call attention to myself? Still, he took some 
pleasure in the fact that he and his old friend, as distant as they had 
become over the years, were abroad at the same hour. Something still 
connected them. That was good. 
He kept a vigil for the next week, but Fern didn't return. Perhaps she 
felt she had given more than she had gotten. After all, he hadn't said 
very much. And he knew she wanted words more than anything else. 
And, as he waited until midnight during that week, he noticed that the 
light wasn't on in Seiko's office anymore. He assumed he had finished 
whatever project he had been working on. 
That was the difference between them again: Seiko was focused, a 
dedicated careerist. He had managed  his life step by step and now was 
near the top rung of the administrative ladder, and he wasn't likely to 
fall off. He would make sure that some other poor bastard took the fall 
before he would lose his balance and standing. 
Soon he would be in a position to have his own Reserved Parking spot, 
one of the true indicators of success in the American academic world, 
as Ludwig was fond of pointing out to overseas guests when they 
visited.
You were where you parked. It was virtually a mantra and cogito  if you 
wanted to be an academic suit.   
Maybe it was good that Fern hadn't returned. In an effort to fend off 
the alien disembodied theories of his pseudo-colleagues, he had let 
himself sink into a sea of imaginary eros. Enclosed in his office, he had 
become a prisoner of his unconscious. He had let his resentments 
towards a profession that made him feel marginal, especially his 
bitterness towards what Seiko represented, turn him into a cranky 

Kraken whose subterranean motives were obscure, even to himself. 
Even as he waited for her to return, he knew he risked drowning.
Maybe it was time for a change. Fern was a social-economic wreck 
who had managed somehow to survive the collision. Her eagerness to 
learn, a miracle of nature, had made her a survivor. Even as he had, 
perhaps, taken advantage of her situation, he hadn't lost sight of the 
fact that he was a social worker of sorts. Maybe the time had come to 
divest himself of all illusions, delusions, and self-serving BS, to go out 
into the world and to do something, if not heroic, at least useful. 
There were plenty of places in the world where a helping hand would 
be appreciated: handing out C.A.R.E. packages in the Sudan, 
teaching English to new immigrants from Iraq and Bosnia, doing 
something to bring about a two-state solution in Israel. He had lost his 
bearings  after the Viet Nam War ended. 
With nothing important to protest, his colleagues had started a 
culture war. None of their causes had seemed real to him. In fact, they 
all dismissed the very ground of reality. So he had gone out into the 
world, and he had retreated to the privacy of his office where he had 
become a practitioner of enlightened seduction. He had become a 
clinical example of a divided self. It was a good thing no one was aware 
of his confused and ambivalent state of existence. It was hard enough 
to face himself. Nothing would be worse than a public exposure.
As he lingered outside Mark Twain Hall, letting the light rain refresh 
his face, a kind of absolution, a minivan pulled up to the loading dock 
of the building. The driver, bearded with a long pony-tail and a tattoo 
across his forehead, FREEDOM, wearing a baseball cap pulled 
sideways, carried a bundle of magazines under each arm. Ludwig 
recognized him as the person who delivered De-Generation.

Ludwig wailed for him to stack up the magazines on the benches 
inside the lobby, and then he went inside to see what the latest trash-
contents were. It would be a way of reassuring himself that good books 
to this generation was a positive, if rear-guard, action, no matter what 
else was true.
As he flipped open the magazine, he was shocked to see the back of his 
own head, with its distinctive bald spot, almost a tonsure, lowered into 
the folds of a long Madras skirt with its lotus-flower pattern. The 
headline read, so far as he could see it through his blurred vision: 
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PROFESSOR AT WORK!

He was not named, thank god, but a few people would know who was 
lost in reverie, and the word would spread like wild-fire. He would be 
on some administrator's LISTSERV by morning unless he acted 
quickly, not sure if he could act quickly enough.
 Sweating and chilled, he walked briskly, but not hysterically, into the 
building. This was no time for panic. Checking out the halls, to make 
sure  they were empty, he tucked under one arm as many magazines as 
he could manage and then slowly dumped them into a trash can, 
pushing them as far to the bottom as possible.
He took some comfort in being able to remove them so quickly. At the 
same time, he became a little dizzy when he realized that he could be 
accused of  who knows what  theft? violation of federal postal laws? 
the Patriot Act?  if he got caught. But there was no turning back. He 
was beyond the point of no return. 
Some SOB had spied on him, and he had only a few minutes to save 
himself. But who could have had a motive and opportunity to spy on 
him? And, then, in the snap of a mental flash-bulb, he understood. It 
was Seiko!
The only proper way to punish the gonif would be for Ludwig to 
destroy the evidence. So he walked briskly, stooped over, from 
building to building, almost tottering as he went, collecting and 
disposing of the incriminating evidence. Mercifully, the halls were 
empty at this time of night so late in the term.
He had been foolish ever to trust Seiko in any way, but he thanked his 
lucky stars, and he seemed to have a few, that it was just before exams 
on a pleasant spring night. In the middle of winter, he would have 
been frost-bitten by now, a living snow-sculpture. And had he not 
stood his watch for a week, he would have missed the delivery. His 
own rituals and needs had saved him, at least this time.
But this might be the last time he could save himself. It was clear to 
him now that he had put himself at risk, and for what? For some 
compensatory moments of liberation with a young woman who 
probably couldn't be saved. As he had been a prisoner of his 
unconscious, as he had dived below the surface to escape the Seikos of 
the world, she had become a hustler of sorts for enlightenment.  For all 

he knew, she had been spread-eagled on Seiko's desk, and that was 
another reason for his retribution.
Whatever! If he was going to put himself in harm's way, it made sense 
now to do it in a place where issues mattered and casualties were real.  
The time had come to leave the university  for good and to go out into 
the world and do some good. Maybe Israel would be the place to go. 
Maybe he could become a U.N. relief worker along a troubled border: 
Lebanon, West Bank, Gaza. He could drive a truck, deliver food and 
medicine. Something useful.
This might be another fantasy, but, if so, it was a fantasy that could 
lead to action. If responsibilities began in dreams, then why not 
actions in fantasy? In any case, only time would tell. And since he 
might not have much time left, no time was better than the present.
Seiko, named after a watch, it seemed, once had told him that “the 
clock stops for everyone, it was just a question of when.” Well, screw 
him, he just had bought a new watch.
As he drove home, window down, rain lashing against his face, his 
hair, a cross between Rupert Brooke's and Ben-Gurion's, puffed in the 
wind, he composed his letter of retirement: Dear Dr. Seiko… neither of 
us turned out to be the persons we thought we were… time moves on, even 
if some of us don't move with it, and so I tender my resignation. By the way, 
if you ever grow tired of administration, I have some connections at the 
C.I.A. Rendition might be a good field for you….”
He put his head out the window and screamed, “Bonzai, you 
bastards!”
With a full tank of petrol and a heart emptied of vitriol, at least for 
now, he sped into the Buffalo night. He flicked the high-beam and 
murmured to himself, Goethe's last words, “Mehr licht.” In his rear-
view mirror, he saw a cop-car's flashing light. Well, there was a price to 
be paid for everything.  The action had begun.

•••
(Editorial Note : The present short story is a sequel to Wolf 's earlier 'Ludwig Fried's Magdalene 
Malaise' published in Prosopisia Vol. III No. 1 2010)
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NIRMAL GUPT
(India)

The Game
Tossing the colourful marble balls in his hands, Raghu was instructing 
the other boys who stood there around. He was almost yelling. Don't 
touch. Touch them not. It is my dhaiyan*, this time. Say what you will 
if not I hit one. 

The stupendous game was on. All twelve balls were at stake. Was it a 
joke? Sukna enviously grudged, 'Ok, ok have seen so many winning 
the dhaiyan. Throw the balls first.

'Yes, throw I do. But first clear the others off the guchchak**.' 

'Get away you all,' says Sukna like a constable literally pushing the 
boys away. 

All the boys waited with baited breath. See what happens. Who would 
finally win the balls- all of them? Sukna or Raghu? Raghu or Sukna? 
Conjecturing they all were. And Raghu rolling the balls in his palms 
was almost whooping at them-'Away, away, get away you all.'

'Hey it is all clear. Now chuck them'- said Sukna.

Raghu bent down to roll the balls. All breathings stopped. Time, too, 
stopped. Suddenly Raghu also halted for a moment. 

'Now what's up?'-Sukna was annoyed. 'See, see there is little clump of 
soil near the guchchak. Remove it first.'

An excited child was up to clean it off. But Sukna held him by his 
shirt's collar and pulled him away. 'Ay, why'd we even it? Haven't we 
told you earlier?'

'No, not at all.'

'Yes, we'd told you.'

'No, never.'

'Yes, we did.' 

The two were up to assail each other. Then, one of the boys who was 
perhaps a supporter of Raghu said goading him- 'Roll the balls down 
Raghu. No worries. Cheating will have its consequences.'

* Chance, turn
** A little hole in the ground.

'Yes, we're ready for them'- cried Sukna and his supporters.

At last Raghu spun down the balls towards the guchchak. Two of them 
fell into the hole. At this the supporters of Raghu shouted with 
delight, 'See, see it finally.'

'Ay, it is nothing. Only two are in it. First hit the one. You'll have to 
give the penalty also'-said Sukna.

'Tell me which?' Raghu eyed all the marbles on the ground 
scrupulously.

'Hey, speak quickly. Tell me which one I strike'- asked Raghu 
smacking the two balls between his fingers. Sukna looked first towards 
Raghu and then at the marbles on the ground, then again stared at 
Raghu and finally at the balls.

'Ok. Now hit the green ball.' 

'The one near the blue ball?'

'Yes, the same. Don't gaze at it. Hit it. Be quick.'

And Raghu targeted it. Hit it. A striking sound of 'chat' reverberated. 
They all heard it. The boys began to collect the eleven balls. Raghu 
could get back the eleven balls out of twelve which had been thrown. 
Sure he was that Sukna had lifted it. A heated exchange of words first 
and then it resulted in mauling each other.

'Won't give it back? Won't you?' Raghu was furious.

'You... bloody you...' the rest of the words stuck up in his throat. 
Sukna too intended to fend off. But suddenly he put on a mum. All 
the kids became hushed up as if stung by a snake. At once they all 
became dumb and speechless. In front of them was standing the 
Memsahib. The daughter of the big Sahib of the huge mansion. The 
same banglow where the parents of all these kids were servants of some 
sort. The mother of one used  to serve as cook for the Sahib while the 
father of another was a driver and another's worked as an attendant. 
And they all lived in the servants' quarters behind the mansion.

The kids were cowed and got nervous. Now the Memsahib would 
shout. The mothers of all the kids had been instructed to ask their 
respective wards not to make any noise. Or else the Sahib would throw 
them out. They all will be down and out, derelict and on the streets. 
The kids began to think as far as a child's fancy can stretch. Now 
comes the real trouble.
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'Hey, boy! You...' finally spoke Memsahib. She pointed at Raghu. 
Raghu shivered.

'We'll also play.'

'You will play?' Raghu dilly-dally mumbled.

'Yes...why not? What is wrong?...Of course I'll play.' She said, then 
paused and again asked, 'What do you call this game?'

'Ji...ji, kanchay.' Raghu fumbled.

'No, we call it goliyan,' someone at the back corrected.

'Who'd play with us?'again asked Memsahib.

Impatient and avid all did get but none dared to speak out.

'Look it's so...' Memsahib looked around all the boys and continued, 
'that only one, anyone of you can play with us.... Hey boy, you'll play 
with me'Memsahib looked towards Raghu. Raghu did not believe it. 
He looked behind himself to see if there was someone else at his back.

'Yes, of course, it is you I ask, ay boy?'

'Ji, I?' Raghu put his hand at his heart and nervously uttered, 'My 
name is Raghu.'

'Yes Raghu, you play with us. But I don't have any- what you call 
them...'

'Ji, ka... kanchey- no goliyan.

'Would you give me some goliyan?'

'Have them'- Raghu took out six balls from knickers' pocket, rubbed 
them on his shirt and handed over to Memsahib. His face had 
marvellous expressions then and so different that the other kids 
seemed to envy him.

'First tell me how to play it?' asked Memsahib. 

'Should I?' said Sukna.

'No, not you, Raghu, you tell me.'

'Ji, this is the hole which is called guchchak.'

'What?' she giggled.

Raghu looked at her shining teeth. He recalled the pyorrhoea struck 
teeth gums of his mother.

'Ji, it is called guchchak and at a little distance is the line. Standing at 
the line, the balls are to be rolled down towards the guchchak. And the 
balls falling into the guchchak belong to the player.'

'And the ones that fall apart?'

'Well, out of the balls falling on the ground , the other player would 
select anyone on his own and ask the person standing on the line to hit 
it. Then the person will strike it and if it hits it exactly, then he wins all 
the balls.'

'If it does not, then?'

'Then it is the turn of the second player.'

'Ok, alright.' Memsahib lifted her hand and said, 'Now all is clear. Tell 
me whose turn is it?'

'You take it first'- said Raghu with some airs. 

'How many balls I'm to give and play with?'

'This is the first level with two balls each. You take out two balls. And 
two from my side.' Memsahib held out the two balls from her pants' 
pocket and asked Raghu to hand her over his marbles. The white soft 
silky palm with fingers neatly nail- polished. Raghu watched them 
and while putting the marbles in them touched them discreetly. 
Tossing the four marbles in her hands she asked, 'From where am I to 
throw them? Where is the line?'

'From here. Here is the line.' Sukna rushingly came forward and 
darkened the  line.

Memsahib rolled the marbles down. Not a single reached the 
guchchak. She said, 'Oh, not a single one in the hole. What next?'

'Hit now.'

'Anyone?'

'No, not anyone. But the one I choose- that blue one.'

Memsahib aimed at. Marvellous! It was an exact hit. At once she cried, 
'Wow! All mine!'

'Yes, yes', said Sukna and came forward, collected all the marbles and 
handed them to Memsahib. 

'Now it is your turn, Raghu,' said Memsahib.

'No, not I. You play on,' Raghu uttered.
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'Now, this time how many marbles to be given?'

'You tell me.'

'Four each.'

'No, three each.'

'Why?'

'I'm left with only these many. One I'm to keep to hit with.'

'Well, ok let it be three each.'

Quite happily Memsahib held the marble balls in her hand. Threw 
them. Two of them entered the hole.

'Now hit the red one'- said Raghu. It missed. Now it is Raghu's turn. 
He was considered the master of the game- among all the kids. With 
utmost confidence and care he rolled down the marbles. But none did 
go into the guchchak. Sheer disappointment.

'Well, now hit the green marble the one at the farthest,' urged 
Memsahib. Raghu aimed at. It missed however by a hair's breath. 

Now it's Memsahib's chance. Again the balls were thrown. This time 
three of them reached the hole. Only one fell outside. And if she hits it, 
it is all finished. Raghu thought--  Memsahib  knew some black art, 
some magical trick. Or else she might have applied the holy ash of the 
mausoleum at the far end of the lane. That's why and how she is 
winning and winning constantly. Raghu recalled the day when his 
younger brother had been ill. The doctor advised surgery. But it 
needed a lot of money for the operation. Then the mother instead 
brought the same holy ash from the mausoleum and applied it on the 
forehead of his brother. And he had recovered finally. But then why 
should Memsahib go to the mausoleum? Raghu again reasoned out- 
such big people do never visit such places. As he was lost in his 
thoughts, Memsahib was busy at targeting the balls. Just then, the 
sound of a car's horn was heard. Memsahib rose to her feet. Raghu saw 
her face shine bright with pleasure. She was looking towards a young 
handsome boy accompanying the gardener. The boy came  near and 
said, 'Hi!'

She also reciprocated with, 'Hi!'

 'What's up here?'- the boy asked with little surprise.

'Nothing in fact. You got late. I was feeling bored. Thought to have 

some thrill. And you know I won this stuff.' Memsahib showed the 
marble balls. 'You're always a winner- be it at the Race course or at 
Flash or...' 

 'Shshh!' she put her hands on his lips, 'Wait a minute. Let me win this 
level. Then we'll go.'

'Oh, don't be silly.' He almost dragged her by her hand and said, 'We'll 
miss the show. See it is time.'

'Oh, really', she looked at her watch. 'I'd forgotten. Let's go.'

And Memsahib hand in hand with the young boy was to leave.

Suddenly she remembered something. She stopped. Hurling the 
marble balls from her pocket towards Raghu said, 'Thank you, boy.'

Raghu turned around and looked towards the other boy. They all were 
scrambling on the ground to look for the scattered marble balls like 
ravens and vultures. 

He could only utter in disgust- 'Devils all!'

•••

[Translated from Hindi by Anuraag]
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GEOFF BERRY
(Australia)

River Wisdom
He didn't mean to be communicating a teaching, I'm fairly sure –he 
was just another kind and gentle man living his way, listening to the 
earth, seeking what little of its wisdom he could hear in his human 
soul. I was hitch-hiking across the top of Australia and this was a long 
lift, from the Kimberley up in Western Australia across to Katherine in 
the Northern Territory. And every river we crossed, he would slow the 
car down a bit and look up and down it. Both directions, every time. 
When I mentioned this he just said he felt like paying his respects. We 
move so fast today, he seemed to intimate, that we need to make an 
effort to remember when we just pass over nature, its important paths 
and crossings, and at least try to remain true to its meandering truths. 
He was on his way back to Thursday Island, where he had spent some 
time with the people of the Torres Strait who are native to that salt 
water country. It was a good lift and we stopped to swim in a couple of 
those rivers. I started to look up and down them too and I still do. 

It's everywhere, the nourishing power of the river, pouring down upon 
the earth from the metaphorical Garden of Paradise beyond our 
physical realm. So the story goes. Feels true to me, too; except that we 
all know there are other types of universal rule and some of those are 
directly related to the same traditions that would have us believe in 
their versions of an omnisciently loving God. Not just religions but 
worldly empires used a similar metaphor. The ancient sun-kings of 
Mesopotamia believed in universal law too. Just as the all-seeing sun 
crossed the four corners of the earth, so their imperial might brought 
peace to the people  with an army. The only guiding principle that 
seems to hold such universal power today looks, all too often, like 
human greed and selfishness. The Golden Calf is on sale now, in so 
many forms it is a bewildering display of Protean shape shifting. But 
paganism is not just the vehicle of the demonised human body fetish, 
the worship of the body and of the wealth of the world that turns away 
from the ultimate truth to the lesser realm of the earth. It also revolts 
against monotheistic proselytisation with its faith in an inner truth, an 
immanent way of knowing carried in the body like a Gnostic flame 
that is at one with an embodied wisdom, one which remains true to 
the earth and our place amongst its creatures and places. 

These wide words can, I know, be easily criticised for being so vague 
that they retain their own inner dangers along with their potentials for 
liberation. Animism is another of these words that need to be 
discussed. Do we need to pray to the spirits of the earth, to the spirit 
animals and plants and the genius loci of places, petition them for 
their help in our time of ecological dilemma? Sitting down in the dry 
bed of the Todd River in Alice Springs, I listen to some local 
Aboriginal people talk. No direction, I just want to listen. A little bird 
chirps over the bank of the river and Daisy, the main lady there, says 
someone is coming. Within a minute a close friend approaches from 
the town side. Nobody is surprised. I can't use proper terms like 
elders, mother's uncle's cousin, or totemic belief in this context. This 
is no anthropological research and the system in places like this are 
broken so wide apart it requires a more everyday language to convey its 
humanity in the face of profound loss. The group here are bound by 
innumerable ties I will never have time to understand, but it is 
certainly a newly forced amalgam of sociability. Mainly Walpirri folk 
from just outside town, they keep precious threads of culture together 
amongst otherwise dispiriting levels of displacement, of being forced 
from traditional lands and into new meeting places like this dry river 
bed. I learn to speak a few words with them and later, outside the 
hospital where a visiting law man is being treated for diabetes, the very 
large woman who taught me those few words places a huge embrace 
around my shoulders and acts drunkenly annoyed with me when I 
cannot respond to her now slurring flurry of the language. Some 
younger boys, Aboriginal teenagers who have joined the group at 
dusk, sympathise with me as I release myself from her grasp. They 
bridge the cultures and know that I am just a nice white man who 
wants to learn from them and help ease some kind of path towards 
peaceable relations. One of them asks me what I am up to in Alice 
Springs and I reply that I am not doing much. He says, oh, just sitting 
and listening? I like the knowing glint in his eye, but also they way it is 
softened by the ancient and everyday recognition that this what we do 
when we are around wisdom; even the kind that has been broken 
across the back of imperialism and colonisation, desecrated by new 
ways that don't have time for the complexities of earth and its places, 
that seek to cross it as quickly and profitably as possible. Look both 
ways, take a refreshing dip if we can, then, at other times, sit in the dry 
river bed and listen.

•••
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ANURAAG AND PRADEEP
(India)

An Interview with Satish Verma
(Satish Verma is author of multiple books of poetry. He is ferociously 
original. You feel resentment, outrage and violence, cannot pin it down 
but it wonderfully spins your brain. Satish has the greatest sensibility 
which exploits the delicacies of human conflicts. You are taken aback. This 
is magic, profoundly soulful. In a lone, long journey Satish Verma is still 
discovering himself. Beaten, betrayed, felled, he comes back with fierce 
velocity. His childhood was traumatized by India's partition. Terror, 
violence and death were witnessed which built the morals of the poet. 
Becoming defiantly recluse Satish Verma pursued his value based life on 
the path of truth. Teaching Botany for 35 years he was writing poetry, 
privately and solemnly. Worked silently with social causes. His scions, 
doctors and engineers are living in USA. He chose to live back in his 
beloved country and resides in Ajmer (INDIA) with his spouse Kanta 
running the Chaitable Holistic institute of SEWA MANDIR 
FOUNDATION.)
The following interview with Satish was conducted on 9.10.10 at 
Arawalii.

1. Anuraag Sharma (A.S.): Sir, you have been practicing writing
poetry for nearly half a century. And as the record tells us,
initially you started off writing in 'Hindi'. But then, after a gap
of nearly two decades  which amounted to a period of
hibernation, when you repicked your pen, it was in English that
your creativity found its best expression. Why ?
Satish Verma (S.V.) : Does it matter? The language or the
medium? I have to say something in words. The thoughts coming
to mind take the impression from what I have been watching,
listening. My absence or the pause had a different connotation.
After publishing my poetry collections in Hindi in seventies I had
published my first volume in English 'INWARD JOURNEY' in
1980. But by that time I stopped writing and started a social
project.

2. Pradeep Trikha (P.T.) : To what extent are your creative writings
autobiographical in nature ?
SV : Autobiographical or confessional. Yes it is like talking to
oneself, analyzing, commenting about life, events, situations. The
spillover becomes  the verse.

3. AS : How would you comment on the relevance of background
both personal and impersonal to your current writing ?
SV : This is very important. The environment. In biology it is
called Lamarckism. Your reaction to changes, emotional and
otherwise. The evolution of mind moves with reactive mind set
and the surroundings.

4. PT :In our times, there is a constant shift in realities. You've
lived an experimental and long life and might have noticed shift
in realities of 1960s & 70s to the representations which
underscore cultural sources. How relevantly is the shift you
experience reflected in your creative process ?
SV : The shift was natural. The technological explosion. The
barriers melting.  The boundaries fading. The sexual integrity has
changed its hidden meaning. The feministic thrust and liberated
flesh all have influenced the concepts of life. Naturally it has
filtered into my poems.

5. PT : We exist with the generation which has its own models of
the real, without origins of reality i.e. a hyperreal or whatever
you call it. Do you consider that your creative oeuvre swings
between the real and the hyperreal ? And  what is the functional
responsibility of the poet in our times ?
SV : No I believe the alleged hyper real has a hollow undertone. I
believe in honest perception. It may change with the age but
accountability is most  important. The functional responsibility
is the 'feel' of poet. A poet must feel the happenings in recording
the times.

6. AS : Writing a poem at the rate of each one per day and that too
without any compromise with profundity, how would you
differentiate it from the types of other creative  inspirational
modes? Do you think that inspiration may be  summoned so
frequently and so regularly ? We're told by others and know by
our own experience that inspiration is no slave to anyone's
calling. It comes on its own. But in your case it is the poet who
seems to master it and put it at your own calling and invoking.
Please respond.
SV : No. Inspiration cannot be summoned. It starts coming when
you shed the aspirations. No chasing of mundane or routine
issues. Let your heart and mind reflect the events without any like
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or dislike. With me it was coming. After freeing from the rituals I 
started reacting to things in a regular manner. A restless syndrome 
developed which erupted into a mandatary explosion into a poem 
almost daily.

7. PT : Do you feel that in a strife torn world poetry can play a vital 
role and can bring us hope. 
SV : Yes a message comes with striving for peace. A longing to 
make this  world a better place to live in.

8. AS: How would co-relate the scientific background that of a 
Botany student and scholar that you once were with the artistic 
process of writing poems that you've been doing at present?
SV : I am a lover of nature and beauty. The subject Botany had 
taken me into hundreds of journey into plant kingdom and its 
mysteries which always fascinated me. This has enriched my 
vocabulary and awareness.

9. PT : As a scholar of homoeopathy you tend to advise your 
patients psychologically. Do you feel phychology and medicine 
stop at one point where you cannot see the patient objectively 
i.e. the undiscoverable truth of illness. For if any symptom can 
be 'produced' and can no longer be accepted as a fact of nature, 
then medicine loses its meaning. Any comments ?
SV : There had been an innate desire in me to share, to feel the 
pain and suffering of man as a living being. By quirk of fate I 
started this project of holistic healing which took me to the 
realness of pain and deprivation which  runs in my poems off and 
on.

10. PT : Every year you travel the U.S.A. How does travelling leave 
indelible impressions on your poetry?
SV : The vastness and abundance of natural surroundings had a 
very healing touch on my poetry. Especially at my son's home at 
lakeside residence on lake Huron in Michigan, USA with its 
immenseness and night with different moon phases.

11. AS: We'd like to know something about the poets and 
philosophers who seem to bear some direct and indirect 
influence on your writings.
SV : I had been an avid reader of Sufism. In my college days I 
wrote a few articles on the subject. Later on I turned to Khalil 

Gibran. He influenced me a lot. Ravindra Nath Tagore had been 
my idol. I translated his books and published them in 1960. 
Ultimately I turned to philosophy. Eastern & Western both. Saint 
Raman was my favourite. From the west Albert Camus, Kafka, 
Jean Paul Sartre enlightened me. My greatest mentor has been 
J.Krishnamurti who gave me insight and direction. Among the 
poets, Dylan Thomas has enlarged my vistas. Likewise 
confessional poets like Robert Lowell,  Sylvia Plath has had an 
effect on me.

12. PT: We all undergo an alienist's experience in life and that is the 
state of mind at times for the poets at heart and at work. At that 
point, truth, reference and objective causes cease to exist. Do 
you concur with the views in the light of your recent collections 
of poems?
SV : A time comes when you want to move away and then brood 
or meditate. 
It is not fading away but withdrawl syndrome of introspection. 
Vivid images of earlier life or friends and foes hover around you 
and you start the summation. This is one aspect of my work.

13. PT: Your poems at times have a lyrical rhythm. Have you ever 
been interested in music?
SV : Yes I have been fond of good lyrical rhythm of music which 
takes me into bliss and elation.

____________________________

A barefoot caravan of clouds becomes edgy.... A Postscript

I
Many years ago, I cannot say for sure how many, I seemed to have 

heard from some Sanskrit Scholar that 'Vakrokti Kavyasaya jivitam…' 
(To say something in a roundabout manner amounts to the life-spirit 
of poetry). This said, however, if taken to its extreme, it tends to 
become something like Ulatbansis of Kabir and/or the saint poets of 
the Middle Ages. Far beyond and far above the metaphysical conceits 
in English Literature, the Ulatbansis seem to comprise an other-
worldly world of their own in which only the interpreter belongs to 
this-world and the interpretation appears to exist in the beyond and 
betweons of the Ulatbansis utterances. So much so, that the apparent 
oxymoronus nature of such utterances tends to baffle the reader, 
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compelling him/her, thus, not to go further with his/her 
interpretation.
But then, all paradoxes simply look like paradoxes; they in reality are 
not. It may be recalled that Harvansh Rai Bachchan once wrote :

Kavi ka panth sarp-sarikha
Jo ho muhn mein apni dum dabaye.
(The path of a poet (the poetic process, in fact) is like that of a 
serpent holding its tail in its mouth.)

Now, such a living coil is a confusing sight for the onlooker as to  
where the mouth is and /or where the tail is. Is it not something close 
to what Eliot said  'My beginning is my end and my end is my 
beginning' at some level and to some extent ? And does not the whole 
creation  be it the one pertaining to the human mind or to the 
Universal Soul  follow this circular rhythm both at the physical and 
the metaphysical plains ? We go round and round and dance with the 
spheres above and the spaces within and with the clock on the wall and 
the cycles of seasons and civilizations as well ....
Gertrude Stien's famous quote,  'A rose is a rose is a rose'- is not only 
an example of artistic repetition shot simply to startle the readers–  she 
was too great an artist-cum-thinker to come down to such 
poetastering  but far beyond all craft-like skill, it  seems to hint at that 
round  and round path of all creativity, be it of the mortal god or of the 
immortal man.

Creativity  is first a centrepetal-ity of the outside-to-inside sort and 
then it is all about the centrifugal-ity. And not far from it is the poetry 
of Satish Verma.

Growth is the mark of a genius. And the fact remains that Satish has 
grown throughout his career. This growth of the poet is evident in his 
creative process and meditative concerns. For example, his recent 
poems do make a repetitive use of the image of cloud which seems to 
have replaced the earlier use of the image of moon.Why so ? Why does 
this shift from the gibbous, something tangible and comprehensible 
image of the moon to the vapourous, almost plasmic nature of the 
cloud-recur in his writings ? May be that for a man writing poetry at 
the fag end of his life- Satish is running in his mid seventies  as the last 
flickers of the creative flame  things and thoughts seem to slip away the 
weak grasp: they appear intangible and vapour.

Anuraag 

II
The year 2010 is the birth centenary year of Nobel laureate 

Subramanyan Chandrasekhar (1910-1995), one of the greatest 
astrophysicist of the twentieth century. His greatest contribution was 
his discovery of black holes. He found that if the mass of a white dwarf 
star exceeded  a certain limit then it would undergo a collapse into 
infinitely dense infinitely small hole and becomes a black hole. What I 
am trying to arrive at is Satish Verma's poetry is analogous to the 
Chandrasekhar limit(as discovery is called); but with a minor 
alteration and that is, in Verma's poems the process is in reverse order. 
In other words the black holes of our culture turn into small infinitely 
dense and intense 'white dwarfs' what one may call illuminating stars 
on the limitless sky :

Sky weeps, I was collecting clouds from stillness of the sea.
(Will You Marry Me?)

Satish's creativity has often been billed as 'poems of poetic surrealism'. 
At one level it may appear that every poem has a straight forward 
interpretation, but at another level they have surrealistic effect: 
“Wasps are climbing on a presence, for a kill;” most of the poems 
written after three decades of hibernation may appear to have 
'profundity' but at the same time there is intensity and gravitational 
pull in them  a force which has kinetic energy to turn a black hole into 
a white dwarf.
Readers tend to fall into perplexity, because of unusual and 
uncompromising idiom of innovative metaphors and imagery. Even if 
the reader reads any of his poems obtrusively he comes to the straight 
forward interpretation. It is however not to say that the poet lacks the 
complexity in dealing with his poetic imagination. Verma's muse 
often obliges him and his readers to see underlying messages of 
'cultural blackholes', overthrow their masks and make them confront 
what they often tend to escape. Having a scientific temperament, 
Satish is bestowed with the heart of a creative artist and a sensitizing 
human being. It is in this sense he comes closer to Chandrasekhar's 
reaction on Claude Monet's Haystack paintings and the landscape of 
general relativity, - the landscape of space and time, determined by its 
geometry. While thinking deeply over the very complicated equations 
that described the collision of gravitational waves and those describing 
black holes, Chandrasekhar realized in  a moment of sublime insight 
that they were actually connected by relatively simple equation. Like 
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Monet's unchanging haystack, this equations from which both sets of 
equation could be deduced was, for Chandra, the unchanging object 
in the landscape of general relativity. Satish's poems have not only 
narrative descriptions of the landscape, they also have the landscape of 
space-time, determined by its geometry:  

 After separation from death
rain-scented moon was

rising in broken sky.
In fact the words, the imagination, the internal landscape of Satish's 
mind does create gravitational pull, somewhat similar to that at the 
time of high tide in the sea. Satish tries to decipher complicated 
equations of scientific facts, human experience, sensitivity, 
imagination, creativity and sublimity through his poetic oeuvre; in 
doing so there are collisions of stars and planets and what not. Like  
Monet's unchanging haystack, the poet's poetic world remains 
unchanging. His poems flow from heart to heart :

When no body was there
Truth was walking with me.

I am not very sure if it will be somewhat reasonable to justify as 
'Vakrokti Kavyasya jivitam'and 'literary metaphysics' (as Anuraag 
calls) but yes it can be justified in the light of Keats 'notion of 'beauty 
and truth, truth beauty ' even if it is too romantic an idea. We can look 
at Verma's poems from his perspective too. Chandrasekhar eloquently 
states :

If nature leads to mathematical forms of great simplicity and 
beauty to forms that no one had previously
encountered  we cannot help thinking that they are true and 
they reveal genuine features of nature.

It will not be out of place to conclude that Satish's poems reveal 
genuine features of nature that is the mark of beauty, simplicity and 
creativity even if it has repetitive, rhythmic connotations or “they 
appear intangible and vapourous”. Neither  will it be off  the-mark to 
say that Kuntaka(the ancient Indian philopospher on Natyashastra) in 
his work Vakrokti jivita establishes the idea of vaichitrya which causes 
extraordinary disinterested charm in poetry. It is in this sense that 
consciously or subconsciously Satish worships his muse. His poems 
consist of a strikingness of expression which is so very different from 
the established or current mode of speech. It deviates from the matter-

of-fact manner of treatment established in sciences. It however does 
not have 'metaphysicality' of Caroline poets like Andrew, Donne or 
Marvel. Even Kuntaka says :

Nirantra-rasodgra-garbha-soundarya- nirabharah
girah kavinam jivanti na katha- matra masritah.

(The utterances of (eminent) poets which are full of beauty, 
characterized by a continuous development of Rasa, do not live 
merely on theme)
In a musical rendering in India we have persistently followed over the 
centuries the concept of jugal bandi', Anuraag often gives his write ups 
to me to complete the circle and really I enjoy this jugalbandi as a later 
singer does to add variety and flavor to his predecessor's renderings.

Pradeep

•••
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SEEMA WILLIAMS
(India)

Kevin Hart's Art of Poeticizing Death and Mourning
Kevin Hart is a prodigious figure on the international landscape. 

Hart is the author of several collections of poetry, including 'Flame 
Tree: Selected Poems' and 'Wicked Heat'. He has recently completed 
two new collections of poetry titled “Morning Knowledge” and “Young 
Rain”. In addition to his poetry, Hart has taught Philosophy, English, 
and Literature at the university of Melbourne, Deakin University, and 
Monash University in Australia. Presently he is placed as the chair of 
Christian Studies in the Department of Religious Studies at the 
University of Virginia and is now an internationally recognised poet, 
critic, and philosopher.  Charles Simic comments that “Kevin Hart is 
one of the finest poets writing in English today. I admire his erudition 
and his imagination, the way history, myth, art, literature and many 

1things come together in his poetry.”  Paul Mitchell opines that 
“many of Hart's poem unfold in such a way , it's exciting to think of 
such a critically renowned poet is proclaiming timeless truth in a 
public sphere while providing  a rich reading experience for lovers of 

2poetry.”  His poetry is at once sensuous and mysterious meditating on 
self, darkness, and death. The present study endeavours to interpret 
Hart's perception on departure and fatality as he is one of the most 
powerful writers on death with 'shadow' being the constant imprint 
and reminder of death.

The poetry on death and mourning is not a new phenomenon in 
twentieth century literature but it goes back to earlier ages.  The 
traditional poem for mourning began in ancient Greece as a sad song 
lamenting love and death often accompanied by a flute and was 
written in a specific meter. The form, however, moved away from its 
fixed metrical roots when it was adopted by renaissance poets such as 
Ben Jonson and John Donne. These writers made a distinction 
between a proper elegy which expresses sorrow and a search for 
consolation and "elegiac" poetry that meditates on loss, grief, death 
and mortality. For example Donne famously confronted death when 
he wrote the elegiac "Death be not Proud" 

'Death, be not proud though some have called thee 
mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so, 
for those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow 
die not, poor death , nor yet canst thou kill me' 

Shakespeare too, wrote a great deal about what dreams may come 
when we have shuffled off this mortal coil, and about the same time 
John Milton wrote his famous "Lycidas" commemorating the death of 
a Cambridge college mate. Further in the nineteenth century, Lord 
Alfred Tennyson, Walt Whitman, William Butler Yeats and Thomas 
Hardy too wrote poems in the elegiac mode. Tennyson in "Crossing 
the Bar" wishes to set out on his voyage to eternity in calm, unwailing, 
atmosphere, where the “Divine Guide will guide his journey.

Twilight and evening bell 
And after that the dark 
And may there be no sadness of farewell 
when I embark;
For tho' from out our borne of time and place. 
The flood may bear me far.
I hope to see my pilot face to face 
when I have crost the bar."

The elegiac form was adopted and transformed again by the twentieth 
century poets and Hart is no exception. He is a forceful writer on 
death and fatality. His poetry repeatedly seeks understanding of the 
consequences of that primary transgression, as in "The Great Truths".

So we run out of world, not time 
Life hangs around like last night's gin,
and even if we peel away  
The morning light  from dappled things...
The great truths live just out of sight .

3(Young Rain)

 The above lines beautifully sketch the truth. Every religious tradition 
believes that to reach the final destination, one must pass through 
death. This is the meaning behind Aeneas' descent to the underworld 
in 'Virgil', of Dante's descent into hell in the 'Divine Comedy' and the 
'Christian Baptism'. "You were baptized into the death of Christ." 
The same thought is echoed in "My Death". The poem begins with a 
very unusual simile.
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Like the sun
I cannot bear to face it

(Flame Tree, p. 19)*    

Death is like the mighty sun, and it is beyond human limitation to 
stand and stare it back. Man becomes helpless before this huge 
burning star. Similarly he is powerless before death. Death though 
inevitable is dreaded by one and all. Humans appear to look for 
corners to escape the fatal thought 'memento mori' :

As the poet himself confesses,
I say that it has nothing to do with me 
Exists outside of me.

(FT, p. 19)

The poet's youthful spirit is quite certain that death will not come his 
way 'not until when everything is done'. It is very true as death 
overtakes us when everything is done or because death stops 
everything. Death is nothing to us, since when we exist there is no 
death, and when there is death we do not exist. Later Hart faintly 
realizes the presence of death, even in life. It is like a silence, hidden in 
deep darkness, at a distance from conventional world, calmly waiting 
for its turn. Hart sounds highly philosophical when he admits that 
death survives next to our heart. It is innate, and abides with us. Each 
cell bears the mark of death. The very act of living involves the risk of 
dying as Janet Rand speaks in 'Risks'

4To live is to risk dying. 

Thus each and every individual in living, bears the risk of dying, death 
is inescapable. It destroys everything and takes pity on no one, and we 
all in the process of living are hastening towards it.

With all I care to do, a shadow I follow
or that follows me
And leads me to my centre not my edge.

(FT, p. 19)

The poet here uses shadow as a metonym for death. It is the shadow 
that ensues life or the life that ensues shadow is not quite certain but in 
this process the ultimate goal is achieved. We secure the centre and the 
soul mingles with the Almighty. Hart in the concluding lines exhibits 

(* Kevin Hart, Flame Tree: Selected Poems. Northumberland: Bloodaxe Books Ltd., 2002.
Hereafter abbreviated as FT)

his ardent faith in Christian theology. Death is only a separation of the 
soul from the physical body. It merely opens the door to a higher form 
of life, where there is no more dying. Death is only the gateway to a 
fuller life. It is only through death, that we can attain our final goal, 
where we will be provided with an opportunity to live and mingle with 
our creator. In 'Three Prayers', the poet again re-emphasises the same 
thought:

Master of light, my God
....
Who passes through the dark
That draws us towards death
And makes it one with you.

(FT, p. 39)

Hart ardently believes in the final re union of soul with God at the 
arrival of death. Death liberates the soul and finally puts an end to all 
the misery and sorrows of worldly life. Soul reaches the heavenly realm 
where God awaits them as per His promise.

In my Father's House are many mansions if it were not so, I would 
have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go to prepare a 
place for you, I will come again, and receive you unto myself, That 

5where I am, there ye may be also.  (St. John 142:3)

So we should rejoice at the arrival of death for it makes the beginning 
of a new eternal life. Hart here endeavours to prepare the readers to 
accept death cheerfully and not to be disheartened by it. For death is 
destined for all alike. In 'To Our Lady' Hart clearly states that we are 
all mortal beings:

Mother of all things that must die
speak for us

(FT, p. 31)
And further requests her for guidance 
to walk on the righteous path
....
To walk your way

(FT, p. 31)

Hart beseeches for guidance for now he realizes that access to God's 
domain depends on our deeds as in 'Sin'.
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It is not the future
I fear, only what I have been, what I have done.

(FT, p. 15)

He not only dreads his mortality but also his past deeds as life after 
death will be the consequences of his present actions and in that 
anxiety he utters:

I would unstitch my fate, erase
those lines I scored upon myself.

(FT, p. 15)

In 'Horizon' also Hart reflects the same thought. He uses horizon to 
guide the readers about life and death, and forces them to meditate on 
their past, and to examine their future.

Look at me and see the only truth
Your past what you are now
All your future sorrows and your only blessing's.

(FT, p. 29)

Horizon is capable enough to reveal the great truths.
You have no need for mirrors
who lie to you until it is too late.

(FT, p. 29)

Mirrors present a false picture and hide the ultimate reality. 
The on-lookers sit back and relax because of the fake impression and 
then suddenly, death arrives unannounced. Mankind in sheer 
ignorance overlooks the horizon and its existence, but horizon was 
present before we were born and will continue to be the same even 
after we depart from this world. On looking back at us and mocking at 
our foolish notions, witnessing our death and departures.

You who forever try to shut me out
Listen to me
Whenever you think of death
Whenever you enter the room of someone gone from you
I will be peering through the window
I will catch you.

(FT, p. 29)

Humans despise to talk or think about departures and death, but 
horizon forces them to reconcile with the hard truth. The situation 

presented in the above lines is a universal experience. Death and 
funeral forces us to witness the death we each inhabit, and makes us 
aware of the gulf that exists between each of us at every moment. It is a 
frightful realization

Like a river approaching the rapids,
You must see
You are moving towards yourself, the one
Who will give up this world
As the afternoon blossoms from the cool morning,
As the flame reaches from the wood.

(FT, p. 62)  

Death is that ultimate truth which will never be altered.  It takes long 
for the truth to drip and settle down deep in our consciousness. 
"Death is, it seems, immeasurable and incomparable, each of us 
experience even the same singular death of another in any number of 
ways, many of which can never be told explained, touched by 
language."6 It is truly challenging to adjust with the vaccum created 
after the departure of someone dear. As Hart realizes in 'Winter Rain',

What will it take for me to realize
That you aren't there?

(FT, p. 113)

Further, the poem 'Winter Rain' brings out the agony and pain of the 
survivor's soul. It is really tough to believe that the person who once 
laughed and cried with us, who shared and assisted us, who was there 
always for our needs, is now no more around. There seems to be no 
cure for grief:

I used to think that death was some dark thing
That followed people round.' You taught me this,
In dying, that its human, almost shy.

(FT, p. 113) 

The dead one, through the act of dying enlightens us about the 
ultimate truth. We will all die one day. It is quite human to encounter 
death and fall as its prey. It is a dark black monster that will swallow us 
all. What remains behind are only memories, of past happy days and 
moments shared with our loved ones.
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This fraying collar, that hair upon my sleeve
Neither has anything to do with you,
Yet now I'm strangely tender toward them.

(FT, p. 113)

The past memories offer moments of peace, of an experience of the 
world that is beyond the immediacy and also the difficult presence it 
seeks to reaffirm.

As though in death you took me by the hand
And turned me to a larger calmer world
Where everything is loved for what it is.

(FT, p. 113)

We now finally realize that we are dying and all other beings are mortal 
too, we start having a painful sense of the fragility and preciousness of 
each moment and each being and from this, arises a deep, clear, 
limitless compassion for all beings. The poet further says:

I want to be at peace, accepting loss,
And feel that you're now, home like winter rain
That falls all day upon its mountain stream.

(FT, p. 113)

The dead ones appear to survive in the form of small hot flames that 
are wavering impatiently. They are now liberated from the 
bewilderment of living and they are also now free from the terror of 
death. Hart's poetry offers a colder, harsher experience of the world 
and our existence, thus, pushing us into uncomfortable ways of being 
in the world and at the same time it also seeks to find comfort in these 
experiences. It further inspires us to wait and hope for the next time 
when the dead would walk back to us and sit a while. Such brief 
moments of comfort are experienced in 'Father' where Hart 
remembers his dead father.

Some nights fat Death heaves up to me
And wheezes, “Now your father's here.”
And then mad Death lays down the law
And drags out dad for me to see
And I reach out a bony claw
And watch him pull him back from me.

7(Morning Knowledge)

Such traces of the presence of dead ones, in the form of shadow, 
impart, moments detached from the rest, and force us to lean into a 
future that never arrives, and an end that is never achieved. For Hart 
'Shadow' is a preferred metaphor for human mortality, which 
repeatedly occurs at regular intervals. In some ways they are difficult 
poems, a fact that Kevin Hart noted in a 1995 interview with John 
Kinsella 'I've never fully understood those shadow poems. When I 
wrote them  a fair whack of them back in the early eighties  I found 
that in some cases it was the shadow speaking to me, not me to the 
shadow. When that was happening, the shadow always referred to 
itself in the third person. And I've never fully been able to work that 
out…. Even now I don't understand those poems fully. I remember 
they came to me with the force of necessity, but I have no idea where 

8they come from or what the need was.” 

You are, as always
Standing on the brink of something new,
And your shadow
Waits behind, paring its nails,
And it will follow you
Across the earth, until it brings you home 

(FT, p. 52)  

Hart's 'Shadow' is omnipresent and follows you everywhere, until it 
carries you back home in death. Therefore life is made whole in death. 
Hart was reading Heidegger when he wrote 'Your Shadow' and 
therefore the inescapability from death also resonates with a 
Heideggerian conception of death and shadow. Hart states that fear of 
death is futile, as it is inevitable and in death each being is drawn 
towards non-being as the Holy Bible says in Hebrew 9 verse 27 “man is 
destined to die once and after that to face judgement.” Therefore, life 
is never spared from the spell of death. 

A child is born and wrapped in lace
A knife is placed upon its tongue;
You close both eyes and only find
A darker shadow cast inside
You want to hold God in your hands,
To peel the river from its bank;

(FT, p. 77)
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The poet here states that humans wish to change their fatal nature, 
they endeavour hard to alter their destination, they want to hold back 
the time, but all in vain.

You try to paint your shadow white,
Your heart always too young to help
The door is locked, the windows barred;
Upon your knees you beg the clock.

(FT, p. 77)

Further, Hart says that we plead for mortality but the clock is all set 
and nothing can spare us from death.

To scrape your shadow from the floor 
And hide it in your father's grave
Your shadow simply points ahead 
And you will never loose the way

(FT, p. 77)

The lines beautifully state the object of the shadow which guides us 
towards our final exit and it will never let us go astray. The readers are 
now well aware that this is only a temporary respite that all things no 
matter how perfect, are in the process of decay for death is the ultimate 
reality of each living soul and a singularity in every life where all the 
possibilities will be closed for ever. In death we are bestowed with the 
opportunity to achieve completion, to meet the Almighty and receive 
the graces as in “The Last Day”.

When the last day comes
…
It will be morning
For the first time,
…
Our stories will be rewritten
Each from the end
Each will end the same
You will hear the field and rivers clap.

(FT, p. 89)

The poet on the wings of poesy flies to the orbit of the supreme, where 
the omnipotent master in all grandeur and magnificence will judge 
the mortals, and then the season of festivity will begin and eternal life 
will be granted. The vocation of the poet is apparent here and he 

anticipates of a time or a dimension beyond the present destitution. 
The perspectives are refreshingly challenging. Hart succeeds to give 
shape and form to our deepest experiences.
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ELIZABETH ADAMS
(Italy)
Hope

I'm sitting on the bus.
The landscape is beige.
I close my eyes
and think of us.

Since last we met
an ice age has passed.
Spring is late. 
But memories of you 
blossom at any time.
Pushing up through the dark.
Snowdrops under a winter tree.

There was you.
There was me.
There was us. 
Of that I am sure.
Otherwise by now
we would have faded 
from each other's minds. 
And our little edifice 
would have crumbled 
and returned to dust. 

•

The envelope was too small
Never did such a small gift 
Take so long to wrap.
The gift suggested itself.
Just a small leather purse,
I knew she liked it.

Who had taught me that a purse
Should not be given empty?
A coin is traditional
But seemed inadequate.
A poem, written by me perhaps,.
Or someone wiser,
Adept at capturing the elusive,
Could be tucked inside
For her to ponder over
And wonder at my motives.

Yet it was impossible.
So many years had passed.
The gift words had to be just right
Or left unspoken.
So the purse was wrapped
As perfectly as possible.
No one would guess how long it took.
Such a tiny gift.
For years we had hardly exchanged words,
Let alone presents.

When I took it to the post office
The man behind the counter told me 
The envelope was too small
And did not meet minimum requirements. 

••
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Lake Keitele
Water fills the picture. In the distance there is a band of dark blue 
mountains and above them a narrow strip of blue sky with clouds 
which echo the forms of the mountains. The cloud's edges are lit by 
the sun. On the small island in the lake there is a stand of dark trees 
which grow right up to its edge. The scene is a symphony of blues, 
whites and silver. The lake is deep; its silvered surface is calm and 
reflects the light of the sky and the clouds, whose mirrored forms float, 
drift and shiver down to the edge of the scene. The surface of the lake is 
etched with opaque trails which cut across the long reflections. What 
has caused this gentle disturbance? Perhaps a slither of breeze ruffling 
the surface. Maybe the wake of a boat traversing the lake, while in the 
boat someone leans back, feeling the cool air move through their hair, 
while they gaze up at the sky, seeing another world, their fingers 
trailing in the cold water; tear drops of liquid silver falling from their 
finger tips when they draw them back into the boat again, memory 
traces which leave their mark long after the event disturbed the calm 
mind….

When she looks at this picture again now she thinks of him. On 
impulse she had bought two cards that day. One for her, one for him. 
She didn't know if he would like it. She hoped he would.

Then, when they were together on that mild, rainy day, in the old, 
walled, green London garden, close to the River Thames and they had 
found a table to sit at, she produced it from her bag and gave it to him. 
She had written the date on it, nothing more. 

She asked him if he had still got his blue notebook.

“Yes”, he said, “of course”. 

“Then”, she said, “This will go inside it”. 

Then she realised that the colours of the painting were the same as the 
blue silk covered notebook of poems and thoughts she had given him 
on that day he had come to see her in another land. He studied the 
small reproduction very carefully. He liked it. They sat close for a 
while and talked easily about this and that. They were happy together. 
She noticed one or two white hairs at his temple in his short dark hair. 

“See”, he said, “I told you I was getting old”. 

Then, later, when the rain had stopped and they were getting ready to 
leave, they gathered up their things from the table and he stood up and 
checked his pockets. 

             “What are you looking for?” she asked. 

              “My postcard”, he said. 

She knew he would take it safely home with him and tuck it between 
the pages of the blue silk covered notebook she had filled with love for 
him.       

The calm silver surface reflects light and asks questions, but the lake is 
deep and gives few answers. 

Inspired by the painting “Lake Keitele” by Finnish painter, Akseli 
Gallen-Kallela 

•••
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ANURAG SHARMA
(India)

Spontaneity vis-a-vis Significance 
A Comment on Pramod's Recent Drawings

A word– or any word for that matter– has a meaning. It may have 
meanings also. And what to talk of connotations and implications? It 
is like a multiparous animal producing a littersize in accordance with 
its respective users and usages. Dictionaries, too, abound in giving a 
list of so many meanings of a word or any word recorded therein. 
Meanings can be learnt at one go and they can also be properly used 
with an apt context and in a right reference.

But a word– or any word for that matter– has another value. It may be 
called 'significance'. It takes years, nay ages  almost a whole life to 
understand the significance of a word. My own experience as a 
teacher-cum-student has taught me that a teacher should not only 
explain the meanings of words being taught but also should 
endeavour to bring forth their respective significances. And the 
moment one realises the significance of a word– or any word for that 
matter–one seems to make it Siddha (i.e. make it one's own, in a sense 
of mastering and controlling all its potentialities) And this realisation, 
like all revelations is sudden and never tailored nor engineered and 
ever an unexpected one. For example, it was decades ago that I was 
taught the oft-quoted definition of poetry by Wordsworth that 
'Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings'. I knew the 
meaning of all these words even when they were first poured into my 
ears. And then for nearly thirty years the words lived with me and I 
with them as one lives in a family without being aware of being in a 
family. I read them, I taught them, explained them to my students, not 
once, nor twice, but every year, year after year. But still they were just 
words to me with meanings, just though. At times with a few novel 
implications, of course. But still, they had limits of meanings and the 
meanings too were limited. But still, they were analyzable and 
dissectable like animals etherised on a dissection tray. I dissected them, 
pealed them off layer after layer of implications. But still they were 
partially dead and not wholly alive.

But then, the other day Pramod brought me some of his 
recent off-hand drawings– a series of small postcard size paintings 

titled 'Wings'. And at once the word 'Spontaneous' slipped off my 
tongue. I was enthralled to see them all. While others in the 
Department tried hard to make out some meaning by attempting at 
associating them with something already existing in their brains, by 
repeatedly asking, 'What is it?...It looks like this, it resembles that ...' 
but still being unaware of the fact that all art in its extreme sense may 
not, must not mean anything. It simply is. An everlasting experience. 
A perpetual thrill. To mean is to illustrate. To be is to be without a 
prior. And the experience is one like realizing the ultimate truth. Like 
the 'Nasadi Sukta' of the Rg Veda, it is neti, neti, neti. Through 
negotiating with the negatives, we reach the ultimate Positive. And the 
Ultimate Positive is the Truth Prima. Truth is to be felt and is to be 
imbibed. It belies all analysis and all reasoning out. It is spontaneous 
and revelation, as well. And like all revelations whether religious or 
aesthetic, it changes the mental frame, the attitude and the whole 
course of one's life. Just by looking at the paintings in question and in 
context may make us feel otherwise. And it is the otherwise where 
truth dwells in. The black ink on an off-white sheet used by the artist 
in a childish manner bespeaks a childlike innocence. It is the 
prerogative of a child to feel like an artist. And it is an artist's summom 
bonum to act like a child. For truth is the swinging of a cradle lightly 
shaken by an involuntary movement of an infant angel. These are the 
drawings which are angelically done. Involuntarily painted. It is Leela 
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i.e. play without effort  as Les Murray explains the term. Even the use
of the black ink on an off-white paper seems to hint at the childlike
ken of the artist -- for a child sees everything in black and white  the
Dickensian mode of creativity tells me that a child's friends are his
angels, his foes are his devils. The grays do not exist for him.

Pramod calls his series 'Wings'.  And wings flutter and they pertain to 
a bird. But not a bird, rather it is the spirit of the avian world that is 
being caught in these paintings. It is avian-ness that is brought forth. 
In these paintings it is the meaning which is on a look out for a garb; it 
is soul that indexes the body.

Sanskrit pedagogy tells us that guessing is also one of the modes to 
know, to realise the truth. As a matter of fact, truth can only be 
guessed. Just a glimpse and that too a partial one, may be through a 
chink is all that one may hope to have of the Truth. And quite 
remarkably, the little part epitomises the Big Whole. A grain of rice 
does stand for the whole granary. And smells the same as well. And the 
smell fills not only the nostrils but the mind and soul too. And then 
the smell-filled soul is souled out. Pramod's paintings may not be sold 
away. But souled out they certainly are.

•••

MICHAEL SHARKEY
(Australia)

Lynch And Fiction

After a while, it's no big deal. The deaths become 
so many. Belmont, Lynch and I were talking 
how provincial places like the one we're living
in possess a tone and history some call gothic, 
say like Faulkner 's or O'Connor's tales 
but which really just the heart of the everyday. 
'Here', we said to Lynch, 'read R.H. Morrieson, 
you'll like this', handing him our lending copy 
of the first great novel published while 
that self-described 'poor bugger who will be 
discovered only when he's dead' was still alive. 
Lynch was hooked by the first line of the book, 
as we knew he would be, and we started 
recollecting other stories close at hand, 
like the dour old geezer in the house next 
door to the Remnant Christian Church 
who picked the right guys till the one 
who came back in and cut his head off with an axe. 
The organic farmer's girl down by the bridge
who told me this said it was karma: 'Good as 
well as bad's banal'. Sex, of course, in
Morrieson's satiric fiction got reviewers 
hot. Real estate philosophy and local colour
tell us that position is the crux, but tell them
that in Taranaki, where my ex-wife's 
cousin dosed herself when her husband took 
the kids out with a gun. I told Lynch this, 
and he said that his wife was amazed at how 
many suicides he could recall, when he 
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counted off the friends who'd swung or shot 
themselves or otherwise decided life was 
boring, as John Berryman had found. 
One was a go by road job, when the guy 
drove off intending to get zipped. Now  
the theme had gripped us, we were off, discarding 
accidents on farms or other work sites or 
in sport and leisure hobbies where sheer clumsiness
or calculated risk or plain bad luck could
lead to overdose or slip. Lynch's speech on 
the shotgun barrel held to the roof of the mouth 
trick that a neighbour in Tasmania pulled 
took honours: the explosion disappeared the 
head and ceiling while the metal cladding moved 
and the room resembled an abattoir. 
Sightseers thought the body looked bizarre 
without a trace of a head on top: a real-life 
counterpart to Camilleri's Voice of the Violin.
Another case was a fumbled job when 
bad aim stripped the face from the
punter's head. Belmont told us what an excellent 
shot our neighbour's mother was who took 
her varmint rifle out and drilled herself as 
neat as you like through the brain, result 
of practice putting ferals down and sick 
stock out of pain without spilling blood. 
I offered some we'd worked with who 
had topped themselves with pills and drowned 
in their vomit, or chose morphine, gas or guns. 
The latest used the pre-trip vodka cocktail, and 
the old exhaust fumes through the vacuum cleaner 
hose in the car's back window parked at a scenic 
spot by the sea  technique. Some of our friends had 

jumped from a cliff or a bridge or in front of
 a train. We tried to think of the best ways, 
if we had to take our pick, not being doctors 
like the editor of the quarterly who tucked 
herself in green waste bags and gave herself a jab.
Hanging, the popular choice by a streak
in our town, could be swift and secure 
with a bit of thought, though we'd known
a few who'd got it wrong. While we talked,
more names, like movie credits, rolled back 
to us: that young artist friend back in 
the sixties, through to the ones still fresh in 
mind like our popular colleague whose jerk 
boyfriend came to the house to find him strung 
like a Christmas angel from the central 
hallway beam, with an emptied cocktail glass 
at hand: he was always one for the stylish touch: 
later, when the cops had gone, the boyfriend 
came again and took his time to loot the house, 
which made us wonder why such high-class 
guys seem to always fall for low-life trash. 
None of us spoke, and Lynch grabbed a beer 
in the quiet that provoked us to reflect 
how it was that people not even with us
could do that to us, make us think how they 
still could exist in the narrative world.

•
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Spilling The Sugar
Clever is what you are called when you're young

and the sugar cascades to the ant-friendly floor 

while you're making grand gestures and boasting

and parents are wondering why they had you. 

Clever's the unspoken word when the silence is raucous

straight after you've blurted out details of sex

with your partner to his or her parents who now

know you're one of God's jokes.

Clever's assuring the sister who speaks of depression

'Cheer up, so he's gone, you're much better off now:

surely you know there are more stars than one in the sky'.

And the police phone you next with the news. 

Clever's the one who said let's have a bit of that too, 

and wakes up on a trolley beside one whose sheet covers 

something that leaks a red lake. Clever would like to know

whatever happened to Whatsit who said, 'Here, you drive'.

•

Tourists
Summer gone, and autumn

dumping handfuls of late flowers 

and bright leaves to pastel lawns, 

the nomad tourists dust off bags 

collect up clothes and souvenirs,

despatch old novels, shorts and 

sand-shoes to the thrift shops, 

pack away the gifts of food 

they'll carry with them,

pull the covers from the pillows, 

take the sheets from beds, 

check bathrooms for their lotions, 

and with faces set to moods 

for such occasions, say their final 

lines to hosts and take to cars. 

Some are home already

and are editing the pictures they will 

show to work companions 

and their families.

•
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Living In Interesting Times
Wang Anshi to the Emperor Shenzong:
loans for the people's good, and the State transformed.
And the Emperor bit, and the Empire was. 

Interest set at twenty per cent 
for the loan (and for on-costs, ten): 
good for good seasons, and good for the bad: 

government loans of cash and grain 
to farmers who paid it back in kind or cash 
with the thirty per cent when harvests were fat.

All must pay. Quotas of course, for tax-farmers
to supply. Good years occurring, the government bought
the surplus grain, which it stored for the bad;

bad years occurring, the government sold
grain cheap, and let interest mount. 
For the government, good, in all theory: 

a half million lent, for a quarter paid back 
every year by rejoicing small holders: granaries full 
every year, price and income assured.

Where was the Golden Age, though, 
if the farmers refused to owe cash to the State 
and believed the thing stank? 

Then, for the good of the people, 
officials would call and correct their mistake,
once again, as every time, bend them back into shape.

•

Heaven, The Rich, And Air
The rich, if they believe in heaven 
get there, and get good seats. 
They have given so much more. 
The suffering they endure 
cannot be spoken of in language that we use. 

We lack the tact to speak urbanely
of the sympathy they feel for such as us.

They wonder at us, what we do,
for instance, breathe; we seem to use up
so much air that they could do with, 
and it's hard to break our habits:
we admire how they live 
and what they have, and we have air. 

We cannot weigh the price they pay
for pictures, partners, politicians, 
clocks and ailments: they are mad 
about such things, and can discard them  
on a whim, to teach contempt for worldly things.

When they weep on camera, we recall  
the way a poodle lifts its paw
as if to say 'I'm just a scrap,
but I would like a morsel too', 
and they will get it. Who can bear to see
a creature in such pain?

They blink their eyes,
and in such moments, 
they appear to be like us.

•••
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MAHASHWETA DEVI
(India)

Wrong Number 
It is around one at night. Tirath Babu wakes up. The telephone rings. 
Why does one feel afraid if the telephone rings in the dead of the 
night? 
“Hello! Is somebody listening… I'm calling from the hospital… your 
patient has died. 
Hello!..” 
“Our patient?... None of our patient is in the hospital” 
“Your number?” 
“Wrong Number!” 
Why do these people call on the wrong number? 
Tirath Babu kept the receiver off! One feels scared, one really feels 
afraid. 
“Why does the telephone start ringing all of a sudden? Why do so 
many wrong numbers come?” asks Savita. 
For the past few days neither Savita nor Tirath Babu have sleept till late 
night! At about 12:00 o'Clock Tirath Babu takes a sleeping pill. Soon, 
a drowsiness takes over, he closes his eyes and lies down and tries to 
ward off his tensions. 

But he cannot evade. Even if he tries  hard Tirath Babu fails to get rid 
of his tensions.  Walls up between his consciousness and his sub- 
conscious being. Posters and posters  are pasted on these walls. 

Photographs of Deepankar, Deepankar as a child, baldheaded, 
guileless and innocent face! Matric cleared Deepankar. Graduate 
Deepanker! Tall, slim built, emotional and a quiet face.!! 

Deepankar! His son, his only son. Why does a man crave for a child? 
Why does he love his son? Everyday Tirath Babu would pose the same 
question to himself. 

Then comes sleep. Deep, yet drowned in fear and perplexity. It seems 
Savita hasn't slept yet. That's why she asks, “whose telephone was it?” 

“It was a wrong number.” 
“From where ?” 
“From the hospital” 
“From hospital? Suno ji?. May be it was for us?” 

“Don't be crazy, Sabu. You know Deepu is with Neerain. There he is 
trying to get Neerain admitted in some hospital in Delhi. You know it 
all. Even then, why do you get crazy. 
“If he had been with Neerain, why then no letter from him? Why, why 
does Neerain not write to us? Do you think that I cry unnecessarily, 
will rush off to Neerain?” 
“Sabu, don't be tensed.” 
“No, Deepu  is not with Neerain. Neerain is deliberately not telling us 
anything” 
“Be calm, Sabu, don't cry. Everything will be all right. You know there 
is no reason for Deepu to run off?” 
“Then why,why doesn't he come back?” 
“Sabu, your waning health has told upon your mind . Times are not 
good, the locale and the atmosphere here is not conducive, that's why 
he never comes.” 
Savita mews, whimpers with sobs. Gradually sleep takes over. Tirath 
Babu however does not feel sleepy What has happened to this country! 
Well, how simple it has become! If the patient dies, dial the exchange 
number two-three and then you can call at four-seven? Wrong 
number. What might be the mental state of the person whose patient 
he is?..Probably he would be blank. 
 Today, it seems everybody is like Arjun in a Kurukshetra: everybody 
takes death as an extreme renunciation. Probably corpses remain on 
the beds only. Relatives flee from the sight  to prevent spending, they 
don't return and the corpses lie in an air-conditioned mortuary. 
Nobody comes to see them. 
Tirath Babu feels afraid, just for no reason. He feels that Calcutta, the 
West Bengal in which he lives, is some other city or some other sort of 
West Bengal. Apparently, it is the same city, the same big ground, 
monuments, Bhawanipur, Alipur, the curve of Chagakdanga. The 
same fair of chariots in the month of Aashad, crowds of people at 
Kalighat in the month of  chaitra and the light of the long day in 
Magh. No, this is not the same city. This is a fake city. A wrong city. 
Tirath Babu has boarded a wrong train and has come to a wrong city. 
Otherwise, why does Tirath Babu forget all the moralizing addresses 
that he has given to Savita? And thinks why Depankar doesn't write a 
letter? Why Neerain doesn't give any news of Deepankar? 
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Why, why does a man desire for a child, why does he love his son, why 
does he love his daughter? Just because when he dies, his body would 
be given the  funeral fire by him? Wrong number. . Till the moment 
Tirath Babu is alive he will love his son. “You should live close to me, 
live by me. Share my sorrows, my warmth and my destiny. Be one with 
me”. A hopeless hope. 
It seems somewhere there is a telephone exchange in this city, where is 
it? Who is there  continuously telling Tirath Babu  Wrong Number, 
Wrong city, wrong hope. 
Who is he? Where is that unseen operator? Why is no one able to see 
the operator? 
He thought and thought and finally he fell, all stoned, into deep sleep. 
It goes on like this- day to night, Monday to Sunday and morning to 
evening. Tirath Babu is scared of the nights, because he sees blurred 
lines and lines on the walls in the night. 

The face of Deepankar  on the wall. During the course of his sleep 
Tirath Babu thinks  should he go to Manoj? Manoj, a friend of Tirath 
Babu? He is also a psychiatrist. Definitely, Tirath Babu is sick. 
 “You have a disease, Tirath!” 
Manoj gave his opinion. He was gazing at the dry mouth of Tirath 
Babu, his eyes tearful and the sweat on his forehead being wiped again 
and again. 

“What is the problem?” 
“It's one of nerves”. 
“I think Manoj,no my nerves are o.k.” 
“It is a strange problem.” 
“Strange?” 
“Please listen to me.” 
Manoj switches on the tape recorder. Manoj records the statements of 
his patients on a tape and then ponders on them- gives suggestions. 
While looking at the tape recorder passively Tirath Babu was 
calculating money in his mind. Then suddenly, he hears a whisper all 
tired. 
“Oh… I feel, my house is not my own. If I knock at the door nobody is 
going to open it, because I have come to a wrong address. While 
walking on the road I feel Calcutta is now no more the same city. This 

is not Calcutta. Everything of the outside world like house,big door, 
big ground - monument, everything has been handed over to some 
other city and Calcutta is no longer there. I feel, it is a wrong city. It 
was not required, yet to assure myself that this is the same Calcutta one 
day I walked to Kevda Talla. When I read the captions on the wall I 
realized I have come to a wrong place. That day I saw a dream….” 
Manoj stopped the recording. Then he looked at Tirath Babu and 
said, “What kind of dream did you see, Tirath?” 
“I can't tell.” 
“What dream did you see?” 
“Don't ask me Manoj. Don't ask me, This is a dream that I generally 
see.” 
“That is  why I want to know.” 
“No, Manoj.” 
“You are suffering, It's natural, your being sick is natural…” 
“Your son is …” 
“Our son what?” 
“He is not at home.” 
“Manoj, I don't know who has told you this. My son Deepankar is in 
Lucknow with his cousin. From there Deepanker will go to Delhi for 
higher studies.” 
“Oh! God.” 
Manoj speaks as if with a lot of trauma and pain. A deep sigh comes 
out from his heart. What has happened to Tirath. Tirath was the most 
cool-headed and the best boy among his friends. 
“Oh! God” Manoj scribbles the name of a medicine on a paper. Then 
he tears off the paper and gives a bottle of medicine to Tirath saying, 
“Take it before you go to bed, you will have sound sleep.” 
“Okay.” 
Tirath Babu takes the bottle of medicine and comes out. Manoj 
accompanies him to the gate and says, “Did, Bose ever come to you 
again?” 

“No, why are you asking?” 
“I have told him not to come.” 

“Do you think if he comes I'll allow him to enter my house. 
Unnecessarily he comes and talks senseless things to Savita.” 
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Tirath Babu comes out. Is it evening or is it morning? People are 
walking in a queue on the road. 
The paths have become barren? 
“Desolate roads… Night eclipsed with moon… windstorm  rain.. 
Jaisingh was sharpening his knife.” This description from a book by 
Rabindranath appeals to Tirath Babu a lot. 
There was a Chapter in Deepankar's book titled “Raj Shri”. 
Tirath Babu feels his eyes getting wet. 
Now-a-days children have become very menacing. Yes, they have 
become threatening. They  murder their mother and father. Tirath 
Babu was holding the bottle of medicine in his hand with great effort 
as if he was carrying the Olympic torch. 
           Today again Tirath Babu saw the same dream in his sleep. He 
saw that at both the ends of the road in Chaurangi lakhs of people had 
assembled. They are all motionless like statues. On either side of the 
road big neon lights are emitting white light. In the middle of the road 
a lot of blood has spilled. An old lady is standing there beating her 
breast. And crying “Praveer! Praveer! Praveer!” Her long hair loose and 
entangled falling around her face. On seeing the lady Tirath Babu 
understood that she is none other than Jana (the lady) described in the 
Purana. 
                       Come, come thou o! mother, who has lost her son. 
                       Gruesome territories, far and wide 
                       Deserts, and cremation grounds awful. 
                       No, not meant all this for you 
                       Through curves and frosty chasms. 
                       Go thou to the mountain peaks. 
                          Forsake this world 
                        Your spouse hath killed thy son, the friend of Arati 
                       Come, come thou o! Mother who has lost her son. 
            Her wailing seems to incise the heart of the sky. This is the time  
drop the curtain. Ring the bell, Who is shouting saying this. Who said 
this is not Maheeshmatipur. Go away. 

           At the same moment Tirath Babu wanted to say, “She is in the 
wrong city”. But at the same time the bell started ringing. Tan, tan, 
tan, tan. 

The bell is ringing. The phone is ringing . 

Tirath Babu wakes up and is sitting. Why does one keep a telephone? 
It is  difficult to make both ends meet in order to pay the rent. 
Tirat Babu picks up the receiver. 
“Four Seven… Nine” 
This is the same number that is written on the wall near the telephone. 
Tirath Babu says “No”. 
Is it not the house of Tirathkar Chatterjee? 
“No” 
“Tirath Babu, this is me Bose! Yes! That day I told you. …far away at 
the house near the railway line. Yes. The corpse of Deepanker. Died of 
injuries. You didn't come. The body has been cremated. Hello! Are 
you listening.” 
“No” 
“Is it not the residence of Tirathkar Chatterjee”? 
“No” 
“Is it not four seven … nine?” 
“No, no, wrong number.” 
Tirath Babu keeps the receiver down. Then, no one knows in what 
anticipation Tirath Babu keeps the receiver aside. Then he went and 
lay down on the bed. Again, he will have a dream. Once again the same 
dream. Tirath Babu will know how the weird Jana escaped from the 
wrong city. Today, Tirath Babu has nothing other than his dream. 
Even in his consciousness, roaming on the streets of Calcutta, Tirath 
Babu finds it difficult to trace his way out. Now, finally, he will have to 
follow Jana. After the death of Praveer, when everybody was engaged 
in victory celebrations, Jana fled away, all alone and unseen. Tirath 
Babu dissolves into deep sleep. 
* a usual address by an Indian wife to her husband

•••
(Translated by Rashmi Bhatnagar)
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MICHELLE CAHILL
(Australia)

To Show A Little Hustle
Chris Brown was Sarita's appointed supervisor. He'd been living in 
Hong Kong for eight years. Soft spoken, with his cowed English 
accent, he pitched a lost, sinful gaze at her the first time they met. He 
lived in a swank apartment at The Peak. That was all she knew. The 
rest was anyone's guess.

Sarita felt uncertain whenever she passed him in the office, or in the 
elevator with its sweaty human cargo. She would speak or smile with 
caution. Around him she felt an energy, as if they shared a misplaced 
trust from that first cynical moment. She could tell there was an 
irreverence about him, despite his kindness.

She was invited to a dinner party in Soho, at an Italian restaurant. 
Afterwards people drifted to a rooftop cocktail bar. The air was chill 
and dry. Shopping plazas, banks and government offices soared up to a 
thousand feet high in glass, steel and concrete, their feng shui 
enhanced by laddering neon lights. Sarita was under-dressed. To hell 
with Burberry, she thought. She was tired of sighting video 
installations of Paris fashion catwalks in Central Plaza; scenes in which 
models walked with inverted hips and an overdose of cocaine. Neither 
was she in the mood for well-behaved Chinese modesty.

Right now Sarita needed a mindset like Dewi's. She hadn't spoken to 
Dewi recently. Dewi was partying in Jakarta. She'd taken the children 
with her so they could be minded by maids. She'd left her husband at 
home, scouting for work to pay for their Sydney mortgage. Sarita 
could have been tempted by the warmth of ecstasy pulsing through 
her body one more time. She'd kept all the skimpy dresses and tops, 
and every single pair of boots she used to suffer at nightclubs in 
Darlinghurst and Surry Hills, in those clichéd drug-fucked-days with 
Dewi. Now each garment was neatly folded in her dresser, the shoes 
lined her walk-in-wardrobe. Sarita couldn't bear to throw them away. 
Her body had changed: her belly not as flat, her thighs carried a little 
cellulite. 

Sometimes she would run her fingers over the smooth, silky fabrics of 
these clothes, admire the cut of fake leather bra tops, off-the-shoulder 
tank tops, the scoop necklines of striped silk, midriff-baring halter-

necks in black synthetic velvet or stretch elastane. Diminutive 
décolleté dresses were a favourite. Shades of black or chocolate brown 
with lacquered buttons, or spangled silver, or shiny mica blue with 
string straps were a preference for Sarita's nocturnal apparel. She'd 
kept her white, sequined tote, and all manner of restyle and jewellery 
excesses: cable chain chokers, chisel curbed and festooned. And who 
said bling was out? Sarita could show a little hustle, if she tried. White 
made her brown skin sizzle. Black was slimming and sleek. 

Hong Kong was in the grip of a cold front. Everyone dressed in coats, 
shawls, scarves, legwarmers. Sarita would bare her chocolate skin and 
freeze among the pale- faced Hong Kong beauties. She wore a black 
singlet top, shiny black jeans with branded snap button closures and 
slant pockets. The pants were emphasised by ankle-length brown 
stiletto boots adorned with square buckles. As the temperature 
dropped to ten degees, Sarita's skin was in piloerection; her small 
hands cold as death, her rings turning loose on her fingers. 

You have beautiful hands, men would tell her. Yoga asanas had made 
them supple and strong, and yet they were mute, not as skilful as she 
might have liked. Sarita's hands were ignorant of the mudras, the 
language of the asparas, which by simple gestures invoked images of 
cloud, forest, river, bird. They lacked this beauty, but they weren't 
empty, either. They held fast to the memory of whatever surface they 
touched. 

Waif-like, she waited for her moment. On her neck she wore a simple, 
silver circle pendant with diamond points. A white cat slinked along 
the wall of the terrace, as if chasing an invisible prey. She wondered 
what bones it might bring back. Nathan was in the middle distance, 
talking with a striking bottle blonde. When the woman took her leave, 
Sarita joined him. 

Her nerve abandoned her, as they rivered through the usual civilities. 
In the brief weeks she'd known him, they'd rarely, if ever, spoken of 
anything personal. Now they skirted around a few subjects, retreating 
from suggestion before anything was defined. How could she suppress 
her romance for the dark purple night, and the inclination to impress 
him? 

“ I think I need a cigarette” she said, “Do you smoke?”
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He shook his head. He was staring at her. “ Would you like me to get 
some?”

Something made her take his hand. Its warmth resembled a small 
bird's. She leaned her slight weight against his body. They walked 
down the narrow steps, which led from one floor to another and out to 
the grided street. They walked past the bars, the vendors and 
shopfronts, the taxis and trucks to a cigarette stall. They were safe here 
from the laser-lit, pulsing city scape, the flying traffic. The drug was a 
relief as it filtered through Sarita's lungs and into her blood.

“Why did you leave Sydney?” Nathan ventured.

“I was bored, I guess. Well not bored, but I needed a change, if you 
know what I mean.”

“I think I do. You're not going to set up your own firm though, are 
you?” he said, pressing on.

“I wish I knew what I wanted.”

He pinched his lower lip between his teeth. She felt a tender beat, as 
her heart skipped.

“Could I stay with you, tonight?” she suggested.

Nathan nodded in surprise. He moved very slowly to kiss her lips with 
a kind of precision. A blend of fragrance and nicotine impregnated her 
skin. As they walked to his car, he felt puzzled and relieved.

It was very slow, calm and breathless, this seduction. There was 
champagne, there was sex at the Peak, in his apartment that 
overlooked the ersatz horizon, the distant, glittering harbour.

•••

SATENDRA NANDAN
(Fiji)

An Ordinary Day

Some days are so ordinary
Like people.
You'd think nothing happens
Or is likely to happen.

The ripples of waves
On the ocean
Keep it restless
As if the sea has no other depth
Like a person on a tired street.

I've an ordinary smile:
No one sees what goes on
In my heart
How life has torn it apart.

I walk, talk, buy a loaf of bread,
Feed my dog; have my shower;
My paper remains unread.
I'm trained to flush the toilet.
And dress to redress
The ills of a pot-holed world.

This routine is necessary
For my survival:
The sun shines
Green trees are still
On that craggy-faced hill.
And the day slowly goes
Into the radiance of a rose.

This, we call, an ordinary day?

•
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Girmiti

Ah, eyeless in Gaza
Oh, faceless in Fiji
That man, my old aja
Came out of the Sea.

On his shore I walk
Afraid in a sinking light
I do not want to talk
To children of midnight.

Long ago in the desert garden
Alone he had prayed
To his Father to pardon
The mob that had strayed.

He made you and me feel
That pain is little or less:
Come with me, gently kneel,
You, too, can learn to bless.

•

Lost in Translation

Dreams, roots and shoots
Grow silently.

The evening spreads it wings
Over hills, fields and waves
The hen broods,
The chickens have come
Home to roost.

We who sowed the wind
Are now reaping the whirlwind.

The night falls like a curtain
In the vast ocean
Every wave darkens
A cloud on the horizon.

All I see is a picture
Of three palms standing
On an atoll;
Their barren fronds still
Like refugees marching
Over a quiet hill.

And a cross standing
Against a vast sky:
You think it's about suffering,
I simply kneel and cry.

•••
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From the Editors...
It was more than three and a half decade ago that the painting on 

the back cover of the present volume was done by me. I don't 
remember as to whether it had been copied from some other artist or 
was my own creation. As I was forbidden to play with the playmates of 
the mohalla owing to being the son of a patient of tuberculosis, I used 
to remain at home most of the time, nurse my mother and do a little 
bit of painting as a recreational pass-time. It was the early seventies of 
the last century.

The painting, if at all it was a copied representation of some other 
piece from some other artist did appeal to my infant imagination. And 
if it was my own creation, then what I actually wanted to show 
through it or what had been going on in my mind when I made it– is 
quite difficult for me to analyse– so distanced I'm in time and space 
from that experience. But then, now my adult mind– still not a 
mature one, though– seems to suggest that the appeal of the painting 
to me was owing to the fact that somewhere it had my mother working 
out with the passionate sadness of a blackened past-present umbra-
penumbra and a little lamp of hope burning by her side. The well 
demarcated and almost decorative lines and the very plump figure, 
however, is far from representing an ailing woman. But sick of herself 
and of the world she certainly does appear to be. The force and the 
sharpness of the lines also hint at the compelling sadness the figure is 
made to wear for ever. Should it not remind me of one of the couplets 
of my father–

Mujhe udas rakhne ki zid par tuli hui

Yeh kya cheez hai mere lahu mein ghuli hui

[Bent upon to keep me sad and in spirits low

what's it that's dissolved in my blood clogging its flow]

Art is a serious matter always. Even if it represents humour, it is 
nevertheless serious in its mode of presentation. Spontaneity is one 
thing but the artist / creative writer aught to be serious about this very 
spontaneity. Yeats' two chinamen in 'Lapis Lazuli' having reached the 
midway house, with 'their ancient guttering eyes' being again 'gay' 
and the very gaiety transfiguring all that is dread, ask their servant to 
play on a mournful melody. The is-ful ah-ness and the ah-ful is-ness is 

something an artist / creative writer should address to. After all, all art 
is a conspiracy. But a conspiracy to bless ' with fruits that round the 
thatch-eves run'.

-Anuraag

•

Isn't it a remarkable statement to say "All art is conspiracy", but is 
it a 'conspiracy of art' or 'conspiracy of creativity' or 'of imagination' 
that reverberates and resounds in the minds of those who so often 
indulge in 'creativity'? It is indeed 'an indulgence' on the part of a 
creative artist because without delving in or seeking for 'negative 
capability' one wonders if there can at all be any creativity or 
imaginative flight or conspiracy. The fact is that it is the 'negative 
capability' of the artist which breeds 'creativity' or imagination or 
indulgence and what not! Over the centuries even since Homer and 
Virgil, writers, poets and creative artists have enriched human 
experience by recording the panorama of life in myraid ways. Eliot on 
Joyce's method in Meysses remarked that it".... is simply a way of 
controlling, of ordering, of giving a shape and significance to the 
immense panorama of futility and anarchy which is contemporary 
history'. Can a creative, artist with Joycean dimensions (figuratively) 
ever give 'total perception of anarchy'? Basically whoever arrives at the 
threshold of the creative realm tries to build on hundreds and 
thousands of unconnected fragments and impressions, which, what 
Coleridge said, are recorded at the level of 'primary imagination' and 
are later used by the 'secondary imagination' for creativity. Even Jung 
tried to reinterpret the 'conspiracy of Art' through "collective 
consciousness" which of course has philosophical, analytical and 
empirical dimensions as well. Eliot's own creative process often dealt 
with "controlling", "ordering", "giving shape and significance" to 
"contemporary history" with tinge of 'futility and anarchy', but for 
Joyce it may not be true, because the writer who takes himself 
seriously, his creativity is a personal statement for impersonal 
purposes. To support this I'm reminded of Yeats' three line poem,

Shakespearean fish swam the sea, far away from land;

Romantic fish swam in nets coming to the hand;

What are all those fish that lie gasping on the strand?
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Like ancient ballad singers Shakespeare had excellence of narrative art, 
which in more than one way is detached and impersonal.

Romantics delved into philosophical notions and personal narratives, 
whereas literary crities over the ages "lie gasping on the strand". From 
Homer and Virgil to Shakespeare to Milton to Yeats to Joyce or even 
contemporary critics, creative writers in every age and times have their 
respective standards and values with each one having or adding 
something that may be called 'newly discovered'. It is this 'newly 
discovered' that epitomizes every successful volume of Prosopisia.

We know, poetry and creativity in comtemporary times have often 
been labelled as "redundant" but yet it is the art's conspiracy, 
'conspiracy of creativity' and 'conspiracy of imagination' that keep the 
world revolving and rotating around in the cycles of seasons and do 
metaphorically fertilze the minds of the creative artists. May God give 
us strength in our endeavours to restore the standards and values of 
litrary tastes. I hope I am not wrong.

-Pradeep

•••

https://www.arawlii.net/


	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40



