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YAYATI MADAN G. GANDHI

The Poet Laureate

A visiting fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge Yayati Madan
G. Gandhi is an outstanding educationist, litterateur and publicist who
has been in vanguard of movements for sustainable environment, total
disarmament, human rights and one-world one mankind Vision. As
one of the prominent moving spirits for the rise of eco-feminism in
India, Dr. Gandhi pioneered campaigns like Beti Bacchao Beti Padhao
while actively participating in Sarvodaya, Bonded Labourfreedom and
Civil Liberties Movement.

A winner of Tagore Award in poetry in 1961, D. Litt from
World Academy of Art and Culture and World Congtess of Poets, USA,
in 1993,and the International Global Harmony Award, 2013,Dr. Yayati
Madan G Gandhi occupies a distinguished place among contemporary
English poets, especially when it comes to mysticism, Poetry for peace
and one earth mankind. In recent times, he has been awarded with
World Epitome of Humanity by World Institute for Peace Nigeria in
2016. And his name is included in the list of awardees for 2017-18 for
the prestigious World Icon of Peace in Nigeria.

Conferred with the accolade of Poet's Poet and Poet Laureate,
Dr. Gandhi is the author of Twenty volumes of poetry. His poetry is
widely researched for M. Phil and Ph.D. in several Universities and has
been translated in several languages and included in anthologies of world

poetry.



Among numerous awards and honours he won, a few are: One-
in-Million Honour, Five hundred Great Personalities of the World,
International Man of the Year (1991-92), World Intellectual (1993)
Most Admired Man of the Decade, National Excellence Award and
Rajiv Gandhi Award for outstanding contribution to education and
literature.

Dr. Gandbhi is also a painter and designer, and his work has
been exhibited in galleries in Cambridge, England, and in Delhi, India.
In recent times his paintings have been interpreted and a world wide
poetic fraternity took part in a contest held by SSS Poetography
(A word that denotes Poetry to interpret Art) A book is slated to be
published in Jan Feb 2017 with a sublime collection of such poems.
A contemporary living legend and an epitome of expressions, that matters
to humanity as a whole.

Honoured with Aryabhat and Varamihira Awards, Professor
Madan is a votary of dialogue among civilizations and convergence of
sublime arts, science and spirituality.

Born in 1940 in Lahore Madan Gandhi has been associated
with a number of universities as professor-administrator: also Visiting
Professor, Delhi University, Lala Lajpat Rai Chair Professor, Punjab
University, Chandigarh. He has edited collected works of Lala Lajpat

Rai and several poetry anthologies.

Professor Madan G. Gandhi has been a member of the Academic
bodies of many universities in India.
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1. SILHOUETTED

Sweeps of sky blue brush strokes
on a silver canvas
with streaks of crimson
mellowed by sunset hues.

Switling cloud elephants,
springing tigers and dolphins,
across acres of sunlit space
with freak figures swinging.

Rainbow-ribboned sky,
Peeping through the perfumed crystalline waters,
Opverflowing plait in a golden dome
inset with many a celestial scene.

Moonlit pastures, starlit lakes,
unending dells of rose,
long-forgotten spiked depths of hills,
cloud shadows on the skyline.

All rising at the end of a trail:
weedy clumps, saggy hillocks,
yellow plains dotted with beaks and wing-whirls
and interlocking clusters of trees,
silhouetted against the sky.
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2. NOAH-LIKE

From the deluge, Noah-like,
I rescue
a handful of species and
Salvage many a precious wreckage
out of a wasted cosmogram.

Transform into living syllables
words nailed to a brittle rock,
every recollection uproot
from the floor of the mind.

Scatter signals all over
the space, ether and sea,
chase the elusive butterfly,
follow the golden-eyed fish.

I hold on to the plough

in successive generations
and practice calligraphy on sand.
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3. THE INVISIBLE JURY

My shadow looms larger,
its umbilical cord invisible
and with giant steps walking
It encompasses the earth and heaven.
I watch it merge into a life-cloud,
Sink into the Milky Way.

A giant fish, leaping up and down,
collides against the rim of a fleet
on an espionage mission.
Writing my name in darkness
in letterings of fire,
the idea crosses my mind
my moment has come.

I close my eyes to pray.
Suddenly, uplifted by a tide,
I become part of the longest current
sweeping across the waters.

I feel I am on some other planet,
transported by a lightbeam.
From within the life-cloud

Someone appears on the screen.

Jutting out from a crystal ball,
Making “V’ sign pointing north,
suddenly I fall into a spell,
my shadow confronts me with a grin:
“Are you the one who has devastated

18
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the land and the sea,
spread pollution everywhere
making the planet uninhabitable?”

I feel the poison enter my being
my throat choked,
my voice lost,

my sight blurred.

“See this woolly, exquisitely wrought,
Silken layer of ozone
Showing up patches here and there
Aren’t you the one who punctured it?”

The verve of the tone is electrifying,
the accumulated guilt of all my sins
rises up in my fevered brain,

a heavy load weighs me down.

Other shadowy figures join in
pointing their bayonets at me.

“O gosh! I am ruined”, I say to myself.
Then from the jury someone thunders:
“Aren’t you the one who enacted Chernobyl and Bhopal?
How long have you been in this life-killing trade
making poisonous gases for chemical war,
exploding the atom and the nuclei
to unleash annihilation on the earth
and the outer space,
to efface life from the cosmic womb?”

The scroll of my crimes is too long.
“Punishment for each one of them

20
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is eternal damnation”, the jury thunders.
The nightmarish shadows swirl in my brain
and I taste the hellish pain.

I carry a time-bomb tied to my waist.
[ feel like pushing the button
to outwit the insistent inquisition
but the fear of instant death restrains me.

I picture doomsday
staring at me.
My whole cerebral mechanism,
unable to bear the load,
breaks down.

I suffer brain hemorrhage,
go into a coma,
but they will not let me die;
in an instant they revive.
Again I am before the jury,

dumbfounded,
pleading guilty, unable to defend.

I hear a knock at the door.

The milkman wakes me up

from my nocturnal session
with the invisible jury.
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4. LOVE’S EMBRACE

What happens after death
remains for man a mystery
a riddle, beyond speculations

To flee from death is to deny
the flow of love
life and time

Robbing existence
of its very purpose

and life of its thythm

Without death’s cold embrace
you can't in fullness realize
warmth of Love’s embrace

Nor ye hear song of existence
nor sweet music of the river of time
nor the warbling choir’s soulful chime

To know the fullness of life

the process of ripening to fall
and finally to fade off in dust

Death and life-apiece
Without one
the other is not complete

They together make

harmonics of symphony
sung at creation’s dawn

24
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5. LIVING TO LOVE

No oil in lamp
unclean the vessel
untrimmed the wick!

How can the lamp be lit
how can there be light?

Unless persistent the call
insistent the quest
the door shall not open!

Everyone is but a prince
with a crown in heart
and a life consecrated to love

The condition to arrive
intense yearning
burning at both ends

Praying to believe

believing to pray
living to love all life
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6. LOVE’S LONGING

Autumn breezing through the pine leaves
striking up soulful vibrations in the air
That echo across the dales and hills

Rising in crescendo to form a grand symphony

In the woodlands’ narrow lanes
the songs wafted by the windy breeze
scatter fragrant playful colours

through the singing rippling water

Cattle grazing over the grassy expanse
move majestically with their tinkling bells
the village maids drawing water from the well
walk the chit chat with rhythmic steps

Just beneath the racing heavens
there float the shadowy figures
amid din and fury of giant flares

love’s longing slings and swings the spheres
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7. SILENT ECSTASY

O lord! Love is the only emotion I have
nothing more I want
let it grow stronger with each passing hour

A life without love is a life with no meaning
my love I share with all beings
be they animals or wild beasts

Love is language of the heart
understood by everyone
in it you commune direct without a screen

If death is the price for love
I will happily choose death

but never to part from my love

That dwells secure
in the sanctuary of my soul
irradiating every part of the whole
in silent ecstasy drowned
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8. POEMS AS ACTIONS

Every time poets chisel words
They lend voice to feelings long pent up

And make portraits of themselves

Lonely, individuated ephemeral lives
reaching out beyond the self to announce
who they are, what they feel, and what they share with others

And in doing so they but reach out to their outer self
to bridge the chasm between the isolate lone self
and all other persons in the world

Every poem has its origin in silence
moves through words or speech or contact —

and ends in a form of mute monologue or dialogue
Poems are actions, though ‘they make nothing happen’

in a bid to reach across the gap of silence

they communicate to the wider audience
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9. APOET’S WORLD

Many a time reading a poem
we're amazed to find how exactly it captures
our tenor of emotions and thoughts

the convulsing passions within our heart

How gratifying it is to see
our inner life, put into words
as if looking ourselves in a mirror

to marvel how someone else is there like us

Whom the poet so vividly has picturized
that in respect of our idiosyncrasies
and interplay of feelings

we are not alone in the world

But there are poems
that speak to us about other people
their voices different from us

if we listen to them closely they open up new horizons

Larger resonances and symphonies
long buried within our being
waiting for an outer force to awaken them

persuading ourselves to feel in new ways

34



9. 58 Yoo

ey e.8%) Q8 SHIHPd
0B edTro BOAK0E o8 IET b
5% 6By, w8’ SEot 8sinHns®,
03 KF@)CSO‘S&O@S‘S e oSBT é&%@é&ﬁsl

dod JoFydre &oenos®
53 8859 EdzeR) BBD SrEio, wEdssn Bobio
©Z08° (H8NowrR) Koo
o5er0td 390 L3S BoEEHTNBI BenniHio.

89 do&® S)gore DBEB0DS e’
20 SPenareydo, e (Hrered
08 et Sl
o500 a.00arE)o S (Haroto.

E°Q) EQSen DHOIROW
8EH 080D, 0 e HBoD
OXB YYD oo DB
BF™ Dod © Bharow FF Kargrd), @ohHd),

cDSSCl (DBoDIe, (H8E0e Brsdsee,

N ON CDKJD):&B @@b%&é&@ Storw,
#50 3}@3‘2@?} T¢38%50 AEBEERND,
8 TrHos® SE5H P 2.0)oB @I,

35



The poem stirs us to grow to a new pitch
to feel newer emotions
to rise up on a more intense scale

enlarging this way our perceptual vision

Sometimes even it opens us up
to profounder uses for words and metaphors
making us aware of the higher consciousness

and the depth of joy it offers to live in optimum fullness
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10. A TOUCHSTONE

A poem, a sculpture, a painting
has one thing in common
to serve as a touchstone
to the life we are living

Reveals what we are missing
impels us to discover why it is
how with ease can we fill the gap
adding a meaning and a purpose

The voices are from outside of ourselves
but we can make them ours
as ‘nothing human can be alien’
they emanate from the self-same origin

Which is embedded within every beingthe
eternal human essence
the molding substance of each sublime art
in which are present all strands of strange and familiar

Every poem transforms and effects the transition
from who we are, to who we might become
enriching one another about what we can be

as members of the one human family
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11. THE ETERNAL NOW

To live eternally
you must know
the art of dying each moment

Knowing
all that has gone by
dies not but lives in a state
of continuous renewal
for in life
there is continuity

Yesterday lives in to-day
And tomorrow
slips in embrace of yesterday

Release from this continuity
is to live continuous death
to past and future
this is the way
to abide in bliss
of the eternal Now
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12. ENLIGHTENMENT

Just sit on bare earth
wait for spring to come
and for grass to grow of itself

You'll simply explode
into your full potential
Since miracles happen

When one’s relaxed
tension-free
one with silence

Immersed
in the let go state
oblivious of self

Simply lost in the moment
wholly forgetful

of enlightenment
For, when it happens

it happens

without an effort, on its own
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13. POETS AND PAINTERS

Poets and painters
both are free to fly
on their fancy wings

Both have a license
to couple a horse’s body
with a human head

Or an elephant’s with the human
A blonde’s face
with the fish body

To take from nature’s kingdom
varied plummage to fashion new specie
for their wonderland

Vie even with God
to create a new world
ordered or chaotic, grotesque or quixotic

Even imagine

the serpents flying on wings
and tigers hugging the lambs
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Jewels growing on trees

humans defying gravity
walking above the earth

But great art lives
life’s ordinariness
informed with a purpose

Pegasus provides a safe ride
on the back of an ocean’s tide
letting the drowning to swim ashore

Yet hOW marvelous to see

dolphins painted as climbing the trees
and Venus sitting in meditation on a rock
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14. THE WAY OUT

I’'m no Canute
to turn the hand
of the clock

Or stop
the wheel
of time

Or change
the autumn and winter
into the spring

Nor do I have
the key to the holy grail
and the elixir of youth

What yoga in childhood
I had learnt from maha yogi
by now I have forgot

Like the legendary
child warrior

who did know

The way to enter
the spiral defensive formation
but not the exit
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15. THE PLACID GANGA

The Himgiri

in its bosom hides

many a fragrant forest
Mountains that burgeoning rise

onto beaming clouds

on diamond peaks

Flow down
onto valleys below

the hills

Nonpareil the eve-rested eminence
of my native land, where flows
the placid Ganga like a sacred thread
Over Himgiri’s hoary hermitages
where the sages in penance offer
heartfelt oblations to the One
And, in contemplation hear
The reverberating Naad
the harmony eternal
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16. ACROSS MANDAKINI

Crystal clear
Himalayan air
Wiafts the scent of flowers
The leafy hovel
on a heap of rocky jewels
nestles in pine trees

Ravishing the sound of wind
the bird song
the scenic beauty
On the wooden bridge
across the Mandakini
the prayer flags flutter

Prayers ride the wind
to the river below
to bless all beings

The journey within
rare in time, place
and spirit, has begun
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17. TIME’S RIVER

In pleasure we meet

in tears we depart

life is like that, dear

Coming and going
is a cycle

which never stops

Beyond this are shores
surprises galore

that wait for their turn
In time’s river

everyone flows

nowhere to nowhere
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18. AWEIRD SOLITUDE

I come from the other shore
where the sky ends, and silence spreads its wings.

In long nights, longer than chaos,

I descend.

Born with dinosaurs
pterodactyls, aborigines
ancestors of Neanderthal caveman

I join the nomadic tribe

Their caravans
wings and drums
flutes, bells and spring balls
amid thunder and lightning

they into temples escape

Shamans, king-magicians
adept in rites and rituals

of birth and death

crimsoning altars with blood

Worshipping a mighty demon
only to be propitiated
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19. LOVE: THE TRUSTED FERRY

Once the karmic
cycle of flux you cross,
the whirling wheel
of worldliness stops
the realization dawns
all beings are one

In love
you are one with all-soul
the inner and the outer self
lose all distinction
the selfless action becomes
meditation

Love is the truest
and trusted ferry that carries
you across turbulent sea
reveals to you your soul’s divinity
destroys the delusion of duality

To the one in love
silence is an invitation
to the adventure of romance
a witness to the creation’s dance

Silence is soul’s choice
less awareness the supreme state of bliss
no fetters, no prison, no fear
just peace in oneness here
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20. A CRYSTAL

A frozen moment
of aching agony
does not belong

it stands detached

It mocks at
the self ‘s loneliness
a crystal gazing
into the past and the future

Light behind the sun
love

death

resurrection

The moment
immersed in Self ‘s ocean

Zen

become eternal
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21. BLESSED

I know the secrets
of the self and the cosmos
what glows
at the other end:
whence life comes, whereto it goes,
what makes the tide turn,

how moves the wheel.
I know Father and Son

sin and suffering too

I am the blessed, the chosen one

62



21. 886500 NEB0

T Bendd
@é&, 3)6”5&% 655@‘3?3&»
8959 ©oHI
e (BseIee.
& Lod #o 580085, DenPeSo&®
der o BI8) LHEHoE®
der H(Bo HBEIHE!

T Bewds BolB, HEFDHE
FHo, 2 B Bew.
S BRI Bohe&oedo

w38R0BnE !

63



22. FLAMING CROSS

I am not an island
but a current,
sweeping ashore
the shipwrecked,

a moment caught
in an ocean’s whirls.
Life’s travails
tear asunder
the dark,
break into a dawn.
I am hope
surviving cataclysms,
a flaming cross
in the heart of
apocalypse. My Vision

With Buddha and Jesus
I stand at the edge
of realization.

My vision is set
beyond Sansaric whirls.
I tame the tornado’s flight
ride the beam of light,
enfold the oceanic gloom
shore to shore.
Beyond fading horizons
beyond the skyline
follow trail of starry chime,
on waves of resonance
to the eternal silence.
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23. MYSTICAL CHIME

Oh Mother!
You hold the key
to the truth of existence,
the Womb
the beginning,
the middle,
the end of the entire.

In your dark teeming tresses
You hide bottomless black holes
the silence of
starry worlds galactic eons
rain bowed visions.

Beyond pain,
beyond tears,

beyond death,

beyond time.

The creation’s mystical chime
all ether waves pervade,
beyond heavens and Hades
beyond the vision of golden offspring

The slayer of suckers
of blood splattered sword
having bloodshot eyes
that can eclipse even the sun

The timeless Nemesis, unborn formless,

riding the lion
Creator-destroyer bless
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24. A CAULDRON BOILING

Older than Chronos
I am the desire-fulfilling-tree
my roots go back in time
my history defies record

I feel my way down into the soft ground
grope through dark entrails
continue caressing
crevices on the way
eyes opening to the sun

I press on and on,
make my way through every sod
sear and burn like a red hot bar of iron
till I reach the centre of the earth

There in the self-existing smithy
smoulder a million volcanic fires
giving shape to many a replica
of the sun many a
milky way within

In one moon-phase
I spiral in ecstasy on
the head of Orion
oversee the other habitats
in space receding fast in time’s haze
slip into gaping black holes one by one

68



24. OB, HomeEo

o0 %) (@R
A SenX)sey!
008 TR0DS T B
$B(BE0R 3!

DB Jo&8 FHErPesn
D53 =088 SHSnB0e!
BB ©0H8) zﬁ@cﬁaém
Q) G)%K)J_"; Bpored A Ve
T Boen 8%HE0eron 265"635&3@

I @er HOHIXTS Goerd
B8 8& Jo&w, HYES* e
QB 52DS BOHHRE® SPe0dT
S0(B35eR) BBKOETD.

T 88 KT on Byabogr st
DODHR r)d) VoHo@RoETeA!
OISRE Q859), SE(E°) 3
FrershHosst 0GR,

QST S0l 5568
£.805PS B8NP gy BLIHTKD FBHoS®
D&% 8588 £HY) EGHFDH BT Lore
o) SrehE® §HDrE’S o) dpHHKTED.

69



My love for the earth-mother
impels me to pitch my tent
on the roof of the world
by remote sensing to see wherefore
in her womb a boiling cauldron

waiting to explode the golden egg

to wipe out every sign of life

Bottom of Form
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25. INNER STILLNESS

Only from a perch on a still point
will you relish the turmoil around
shadow-show of light and sound
By loving diligence
you sow seeds of eternal life
in a world torn by strife
No eagle-soaring in skies
no smooth sailing in valleys
until love charts the way.
When love your heart fills
it begins to flow down
in your arteries and veins
To the ‘wretched of the earth’
who though belong to no land
but heralds of a new birth
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26. INNER PEACE

Attuned ever to inner peace
transmit ye vibes of love
to the whole universe
From self-conscious
to cosmic conscious
you'll rise to your Self
Where exist not
feelings of separation
or of polarity
Peace is nearest of the near
by stilling thoughts
it restores our serenity
By burying the past
Live ye in the instant moment
to reap happiness
Not yet-to-be but present
is God’s highest boon
that lets you to play again
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27. HIGHEST WISDOM

World is governed

by factors twin

cause and effect
must you pass this test

character, attitude do matter
but deeds done today determine
what shall happen tomorrow
Casualty governs
cosmic mechanism
even all what’s hidden
behind outward veils
Applies alike
on every one
action reaction
hell and Heaven
Your living depends upon
self-esteem and passion
striving and ambition
All what you do, or not do
shape graph of your ebb and rise

There’s little scope for surprise
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28. SON OF GANGA

Born in penury
by adversity rocked
many an upheaval borne
on tidal whirls flown
Go over seven seas
forging bonds of love
with poets from several lands
in earth-consciousness bound
Musing on river Cam
cruising on Rhine
flowing verses to Yangtze
son of Ganga on a mission
From Paris to Rome
Beijing to Bangkok
Taipei to Tripoli
Kansas to Cambridge
Creating fraternity of poets
legislators of mankind
to usher in a global family
citizenry of the one earth
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29. RESIST NOT, LET GO

Do not resist nor persist
but let gothe
mantra of worry-less existence
all relaxation flowing from total calm

Creativity-the state of total acceptance
freedom from tension and fear
interaction with others
deepens soul to soul relationship

Creation and calm are twins
from satisfaction and acceptance they flow
to acceptance and satisfaction they go
inducing serenity in thoughts and action

Thought is a magnet, a force that draws
all iron filings circling around our auras
creates ways and paths we traverse
directs all missiles towards its target

Whatsoever our thoughts dwell ondoom
and gloom
happiness and optimism
that’s what we'll get

Focus on a thought
of frustration and despair
of health, joy, and success

that is already yours

80



29. HABO0SH, YD

(D80, (DH&)ou
38d- 3d-
D Brher $E el 68 Hogo 8550
£V Bosss® (K580l Joesho &¥%o.

269)&?6 - éo?’.grg ©oASPEY)) ?(\D)é’é
288, FoSroHod ?30(31‘513
85508 Srerod, @é&?éa 208D
@ééé@ o208 aPoCﬁa"?S@)& éé&éé@@o&.

69)9%’31, (D3P0 & Bokr Edwen
K03, @ofisedo oD (HHTRo.
©ofise80, HoEHE®8 JMIow.
eSS, Bohod® SodAFa.

w&° 5338 ©chIos0, ©8 ©8O0h
o8 soBaire Héap HOERK) eS’So"PééePé’)&
K050 (BSrBoBoRE TeHY), SV HXEPL0E.
85e®) KXg0Ra) SrdnBHREEhey Bdob.

D8 P EEBENSD HPB, DS, IS
©80850, BTTUEHT 6B HIK $EN0Y.
2088805088 e8b58, edsrbo, Jood wonae
@552§§o, 30850, De3cHFT° 08 D% ToEod.

81



Negative thought keeps
our true potential
trapped in a mental goal
positive one liberates

Above both lies state of the indeterminate
of letting go, of surrender, of total acceptance
wherein lies our deliverance
from Karmic wheel
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30. THE PLAY

With great glee you accept
star-lit offerings every night
at daybreak you quaff all
and every dreg of dark delight
While you sleep on
coils of serpentine waves,
And create dolls for the eternal play
to play all the roles You give
The play goes on
from dusk to dawn
You keep it action-crammed
by Your brain and brawn
you magnify and mirror it all
on theatre of space-time
every star playing
the harmony sublime
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31. MARCH ON

There’s no greater force
than a heart
that goes out for all
An all-embracing love
the welling up compassion
for the poor and the suffering
No greater service
than to give hope and cheer
to the hopeless oppressed
Drawing on wisdom of ages
a new era to begin
of happiness and prosperity
Unmindful of dire straits
even bashes of fate
undisturbed by accidents
Ever serene and tranquil
with a will not to yield

march on and on, unafraid
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32. WINGED FAIRY

She comes dressed in verdant green
with a choir warbling sweet.
Wafting fragrance she sings,

a fairy on her wings.

She blows a golden horn
to the skylark-twitter of morn,
unveils beauty’s face

wrapped in celestial grace.

Her very touch revives

the drooping boughs
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33. SPRING SONG

Half-asleep in the valley of flowers
fanned by gentle breeze,

I partake of the carnival of colours.

She comes and goes
waving her skirt to the wind,
holding buttercups,

dreaming of paradise.

A spectacle so ravishing,
of nature’s high romance,

every little tree dressed for dance.

In a mountain retreat
colour and fragrance greet and meet,
flower-dance goes on all day long,

choir of birds orchestrate the spring song.
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34. MUTED WHISPER

The muted whisper I hear
of laughing flowers
through winding glades
walking.

In dense bowers
nature sleeps
with all its doors open
fanned by breezy calm.

Branch to branch
birds hop

in the noonday sun.

With radiant smile,
tinged with pain,
tongue-tied I scan

this cosmic paradox.

Mysterious
like the earth from the sun torn
at the beginning of time.

Everflowing
a tune sublime,
a ditty unsung,
a cry piercing the tongue.
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35. ACRES OF LIGHT

The glistening peaks of snow,
milk-white rows upon rows,
stretched far and wide,
ringlets of clouds
strung on flaming tides.

Silken woods
across acres of light,
a sunny dip in silvery waves

splashes the sleep.
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36. RING OF SILENCE

My verses lack the rhythm
that I always hear when alone,
subtler than the push of a pen

or of moonlight slipping in.

They lack the stamp of life’s mint,
of the word revealed to man
suffering from pangs of starvation

or sawed by pain of separation.

Want the musicality that comes
through paring off the layers,
encrustations on the mind,
to get back inspiration’s flow;
the colour of every shaded syllable,
the tonality of every flickering sound,
the alchemy of golden fleece,
the mystery of holy grail.

Power of the word
sends shivers down your supine,
carries you to the epicenter of cosmic whirls,
fills the whole being with creative calm
of the expectant mother in labour pains

to deliver her first revelation to the world.
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37. GOD DEAD

God Word
Word creation
Word-in-flesh revelation
revelation religion
creeds parochial darkness of sects
walls fratricidal strife
more man dehumanized
more brute
more hairy ape
more baboon
more fratricide
more patricide
more matricide
dogfight
claws
red
red
red
Dead.
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38. CHOREOGRAPHY IN STONE

The ivory necklace,
the skull-bone tied to a lace,

of a warrior who dueled with fate.

Life to him was music and dance,
for him the darkest moment was romance.
Ever encircled by enchanted trees,

he drank his way to mysteries.

Once peasant-soldiers in flesh and bone,
now a choreography wrought in stone
glitters like blossoms of light
with no trace of deadly blight.

The grin beneath the jaw-bone,
the burning itch of the lone,
jeers rise from charred remains

mocking at the Easter crowds.

Their life was bamboo and rice,
every sparrow brought a surprise,
counting the turn of tides

oblivious of the rise and fall of empires.
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Where are grandmothers spinning endless tales,
brighter than all nights and days,
undisturbed by tears and travails?

Where are the children of light?

Now only an echo remains
of a ditty that crooned all day long,

all else lost in the mist of time.
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39. AN ALL-KNOWING SAGE

Innumerable skies
thrive in the microcosm,
the miniature hides

the mystery of creation.

He who maps out inner topography,
its roads, rivers and hills,
its history and geography,

becomes an all-knowing sage.

In the stillness of mind’s solitude
he hears tranquil waves:
the unfailing pointers to
where eternity keeps converse

with the shoreless silence.
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40. MY RAFTS

I have enjoyed and endured
what life had in store,
tasted every secret wine,
visited many a forbidden den.

Astride the darkest winds,

I pillowed on the ocean-swing.
Sipped life in every form,
drinking deep its calm and storm,
taking the world in my stride
holding the tail of a vagrant tide.

I have acted on the stage
twin roles of love and strife,
on my life’s every page
is the stain of a knife.

I am a puppet in a pantomime,

my every movement is sublime,

acting to perfection all my parts
to please the magician of my heart.

Soon shall I fall asleep,
no one for me shall weep;
my poems will be my rafts

to ferry me across.
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41. 1 SLEEP

My poem is my tomb,
rose-leaves, the bed,
my robes, my pillows,

I am silence.

Light is my vibrant word
to chase away dark fears,
swept by astral winds

with laurels I sleep.

My songs
elude crafty birds,
they take their flight
amidst glaring headlights.

Here I sleep with my songs,
unmindful of envious tongues;
in peace I lie

with no wrench in my lungs.
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42. EMPTINESS

I burn incense,

kneel to pray
for bliss.

In your empty gaze
I see a void,
as vast as the sky,

with no star to cheer.

I light a candle
to relieve my dark,
to read the eerie signs

that appear on the wall.

Embrace the flames
that hourly rise
in the vast cemetery

leaving behind no trace.
Only emptiness confronts

a tear-soaked agony,

a night of loneliness.
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43. SENSITIZED SPECK

I subdue Satan’s tribe,
triumph over darkness,
my wings spread out in space,
I enfold waltzing heavens.

I am the preferred insight
from the womb of wrecked night
ringing with soul’s sincerity.

I will not forsake it as I go
winging across rolling space
to arrow my way through the abyss.

Appear, disappear,
hanging in-between sky and sky
without a prop, without a base.

My experience is what I do,
a proof in the infinity of void.
I exist
a speck senstitized,
proud of my identity.

I will not barter it
for the promise of a heaven
or the bliss of nirvana.

I am the living moment — —
eternal “now” caught in-between
“to be or not to be”,

a kiss of immortality
from the unknowable beyond.
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44. FIRST DAWN

I woke up into a dawn
the like of which I had never seen.
The first dawn it was

when life muscled out of the womb.

After sleep of centuries
of whirling chaos, of nightmares,

the first dream I saw.

The soul of man opened out
from its petalled passivity
into a trance:
a new refulgence,
a new outburst,
of primal waters of life
in the dank dark heart of the cosmic void,
the first glimmer of hope.

The earth by the kiss of that dawn

conceived father and son.
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45. THE WAY

You have to confront
the eternal paradox

bear the cross-to enter Life

No secret doctrine
but a lesson in self-suffering

You have to give to receive

You have to die
that the others may live

Life continues through sacrifice

Through cross lies the way
the tree of immortality
nourished by the sacred blood

The mystery of the good
beyond the grave

of freedom and redemption

The show divine
the Son pitted against Satan
virtue and innocence

against vice and sin
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Sinning hoards to atone and redeem

by paying the highest price

of dying on the cross
Behold! there he resurrects

the Light of Grace
to wipe out tears of grief
on human face

of every woman in travail

whirling on the wheel

writhing in pain
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46. SHAKTI

The cosmos your necklace,
eternity your face,
the mother to every dawn,

doomsday is your yawn.

From your throne
you conduct the dance of stars,
in your palm you hold

the salver of rotating worlds.

Bind earth and heaven
in love-charged chains,
the divine maestro

of the grand illusion.

Mother to time,
to eternity,

the bond that binds

the far-flung universes.

You wear the garland
of bones and skulls,
the effulgence of your face

dazzles a million suns.
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47. MAHAKAL

Standing above the roof of time,

holding the bowl of blood,
He is Mahakal.

With His bloodshot eyes
He causes millenniums to rise.
He is the killer of demons,

He is the ruler of time.

The tandava incarnate,
He is the immanent.
With His dance-rounds

the floor of heaven resounds.

He weaves creations
on the hoary loom,
pulls down the inverted dome

in the hour of dissolution.

Above the wheel of maya,

the sole survivor of pralaya,

He is Mahakal.
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48. THE GANGA

Emanating from the Cow’s mouth
meandering
from hills down to the valleys
lazing her way to the sea
The darling of the gods
Ganga emanates
from the holy feet
of the Lord
to tame her impetuous flow
clogged by the crescent
within Shiva’s matted locks
begins her downward journey
from the hoary Himalayas
via the Bengal bay to the sea

The most sacred oblation
to gods and ancestors
the seat of eternal rest

of mortal remains

Ganga, the mother!
the bond
the ladder celestial

No scum can render her waters unclean
nothing can spoil their ineffable brilliance
their eternal sweetness
The culmination of man’s moral strivings
one dip in her waters annuls a million sins
The key to mystic realms of light
the eternal Ganga
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49. PRELUDE

Grief is the albatross

in a black raiment,
reviled and misunderstood,

sad and crestfallen.

A desolation,
a summit of pain

sentient to the core.

A prelude
to Zen, enlightenment in dispassion,

beyond pleasure and pain.
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50. BEYOND

I speak
of silence,
the silence
descends.

I become mute,
time stands still,
the spin stops,
the wheel too.

I am in a well,
deep,
fathomless,
stone-deaf.

Self-submerged,
I become
word
beyond time.

Zen
the source,
beyond mind,
beyond revelation
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51. LIGHT OF NO-MIND

Groves of galaxies,
flowering trees of light,
across the vast space

acre after acre spread.

Flickering shadows
silhouetted against the sky,
life-clouds,

above the roof float.

I live stasis.
In midair levitate
on electromagnetic waves

in the hallowed space.

Free of sansara,
I am Zen,
bliss,
nirvana,

light of no-mind.
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52. SOUNDLESS HARMONY

Inside me abides
the original sin
with roots in the genesis.

My karma binds me
to an iron fate,
release from which is none.
Have to live it through
to the last syllable.

In my dark descent
Is an oasis-spring
reviving dry dunes
with rustle of grassy green.

The particles within me explode
like crackers,
I melt like a mass of foam
in the salt-kissed swirls.

Sloughing-off is effortless;
pass into life everlasting
beyond sansara,
beyond snares of worldliness.

I become the void
stretching
through billions of light years

in the cosmic stillness.
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Vaster than the shoreless immensity,
I am the soundless harmony
holding the worlds

in my embrace.

Self in time
to self at any point in time,
I, the origin and the terminus.
My self to Self.
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53. OM

Om

stretching endlessly
through space-time,

the light

of silence
lighting far-off skies,

birthing myriad universes
in the primeval womb.

Om
the beginningless beginning
of all that is,
manifest, unmanifest;
ever-effulgent,
creative essence.

Om
unchanging
from the beginning
to the end of time.

Om
the guide

across the void.

Love
that beckons everyone
Home.

Om.

136



53. H&v!

&
©J3080rT DJHB Fothdr
bR Howe
D) Serd
Q08r8) esePared)) 5°08Habo 3@;
@éoaﬁegé RN &:6‘3@@3
o8 KE)o &l

880!
(@Bogfo B (rBosfo
@B &°
aéé_éoo, @Eé?g_épo
TS 508 é?ﬁwiﬁao‘ﬁoo
Qesd FBo

&
SENTA
@8 oo
PO ®oB0 JBER.

&
Sulstate)
&rdgo Howe H0HAoR0KE
B
(08 e8I B
28XrerHod 50¢38.
£

137



54. LIFE-CLOUDS

Fire-tongued, lute-voiced,
lap the life-clouds
on scarlet wings of mystery,

soar in the depths of sky.

The imperishable part of every being,
the seething flame of every heart,
the aching cry of every soul,
the blazing light of every song.
The blood-dripping
founts of fire
melt into silence
in everflowing harmony.

Inscribe on the night sky
the glowing choreography of pain,
write with a singing pen
dipped in the flame
till every word is molten-red,
the bearer of mighty elan
to forge truth
in the furnace of life.

Soar on the wings of light
from star to star,
crossing every barricade,
every lamp-post in the sky.
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55. SCORPION-KISS

Your ecstasy
strikes me mute,
my flute, my necklace.

Don't hide your face,
I can no longer hold.

Hurry to still my storm,
I can wait no more.

I feel forlorn,
wake me into your dawn.

My garment is tattered,
my dream shattered.
I pine,
come, please do.

I long for your scorpion-Kkiss,
come
to suck my wounds.
Devoid of your love,
I am a corpse without a cross,
damnation waiting in the rear,
devil reading the mass.

Don’t twist my wrist,
only press it gently.
I can bear no more.

I spurn your throne,
leave me alone,
let me breathe

a free man
in the embrace.
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56. BEJEWELLED SNAKE

I am the lotus on the navel,
I spin the universes of becoming.
I am the lotus in the crown,
from me the nectar of immortality forever drips.
I know wherefrom rises the primal energy,
what path it traverses
from anal to crown
to reach the thousand-eyed lotus
that guards the golden gate.

How it leaps,
the bejewelled snake,
ever keeping its power awake,
flying higher and higher without exhaustion

to surpass the eagle in its flight,

to fly with the speed of light
to span eternities of light years,

to circumnavigate the cosmic seas,

to wear the sun in the forehead,

the moon above the crown,

beyond the river of life

to feel the kinesis of creation.
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To measure the curvature of space-time
with the ingoing and outgoing breath
riding the ethereal ropes
from the sky to the galaxies afar.

To whistle my way through stress and storm
to the land of mysterious calm
that lies deep within,

for which the heart forever yearns.
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57. RIVERING NOW

I burn all night
crooning song of longing
in love’s measures sung,

affirming soul’s fulfillment.

Enter the depths of sea,
the sea opens out

disclosing its treasures.

The ocean absorbs unto itself,
without losing its bounds,
the infinite.

I do what my conscience bids
and what it forbids:
Satan and God in one sheath

caught in a war of attrition.

From the wreckage I salvage little,
with few lapses and relapses
unravel the skein of existence,

climb the crucifix with floodlights on.

I move yet do not move,
now here, now not here,
each moment stands alone:

abandoned, shipwrecked, forlorn.
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Buffeted by waves of chance
from shore to shore ripple,
now here, now not here,
cycle from now to the eternal.

Evade those who stand firm
like suns in skies,
relativity is the absolute condition.

On the etheric waves of electromagnetic fields
the point can be reached in contemplation.
Nothing dies in the eternal plan:
neither the voice nor the man.

Also nothing remains forever the same:
neither the actors nor the rules of the game.

Once you turn away from the grand feast,
you will never be back in your seat
on the high table
by astral steward programmed;
save by oceanic waves swept,
none arrives.

The puzzle of real and unreal remains
reminding the seer
of the impossibility of catching the eternal flow
and pinning it down to the now.
Pound, pound, pound, your mind,
the riddle will not resolve:
the essence and the existence,

both or neither, each one,
in pairs, not in pairs,
all of these and none.
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All options, permutations, combinations,
be it seven or umpteen,
point to the One,
the root of this mind-annulling mystery

the reason cannot reach.
The cosmic brain

pieces into the whole

the stray syllables of existence.
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58. THE GOLDEN WOMB

I was there earlier than the heaven,
earlier than the earth;
the yeast of fecund waters,

my seed primeval conceived the gods.

Out of billowy deeps trekking out
in space-time infinite,
projecting worlds upon worlds
at various levels of manifestation,
the one indivisible essence,

the rhythm of seemingly fragmented worlds.

The fair-winged being,
the sole light of intelligence,
the fire in seers and bards,

the self-emanating effulgence.

The bestower of cosmic intelligence,
the clarifier of marks of distinction
to separate and classify

various levels of being.

The mediator between gods and men,
the fire in the sun
that builds up, destroys —
the moving flame in all things.
Giver of life to rocks and stones,

the demiurge of existence,
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the fragrance of spring,

the order of perfection.

Unfurl celestial waters,
weave the mosaic of space,
blow through the void
the breath.

As the one ineffable essence
running through specks and spheres,
the all-bounteous intelligence,

I shaped the waters of space,
globes and galaxies,

and made them dance to my tune.

In appointed courses
firm-fixed by gravitational embrace
whirl and swirl
in depths celestial
the steps of dance

of the cosmic romance.

Under my direction
the whole show runs.
I am the womb primeval,

the mother to suns and moons.
I am the golden womb

wherein everything has its being.

I glean cosmos from chaos,
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create order in the world
I am the mother, to my lap all return.
In the infinite roll of time

I fold the mystery sublime.

[ am the celestial virgin,
the womb of luminous space,

bringing forth countless universes.

I am the cosmic axis
of fathomless spheres,
the celestial matrix

birthing universes of becoming.
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59. THE GREAT WHIRLING DANCE

Within us and the universe
the great whirling dance goes on
each particle constantly aware

of the choreographed steps

So are the dervishes aware
of where they are
of the movement
of all of the other dervishes
what direction they are each going
what commands dance master is giving

Normally while spinning around
in some choreographed manner
it seems utterly impossible
to simply whirl without getting dizzy
let alone be aware of every little detail
of the movement of other people as well

Until you are led to discover a still point within
constantly to revolve and dance around
and radiate outward from that still point
your grounding in the dance is not complete

Till then you need constant practice
to reestablish the still point
the clean slate
from which to encounter their core

and the world afresh

From that still place
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you see everything clear, in slow motion
with a calm and inner-knowing
as nothing short of miraculous

You experience this quiet calm in meditation
in a state of prayer when you turn
offering all of yourself to God
your spinning body gravitates
naturally to an utterly still point in the center
towards and from which everything radiates

Once you discover that still point
and live centered on it
the world is transformed
diversity is overshadowed by Unity
Love, Harmony and Beauty

everywhere abound in a stillness

where the doer and doing disappears
only the light-bliss of awareness remains
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60. THE WHIRLING DANCE OF DERVISHES

The ritual dance of dervishes
is the way to understand the Totality of life
to unite with the cosmic powers
and also with eternity
The whirling dance represents
three movements within the body
of the electrons, of the cells
and the movement of the molecules

All these different movements
rhyme with spiritual approaches of the self
electrons to emotions, molecules to intelligence
cells to physicality and thus to the earth.

In the dance
the movement with changes in velocity
creates a harmony among different essences of self
and evokes a profound consciousness

The dance is a special way to train
the dervish’s perception and awareness; a kind of meditation
where consciousness can penetrate the metaphysical world
striking a relation between human and the divine

All higher knowledge is metaphysical
attained through practice
not through thinking

therefore the practice of dance is worship
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As in the dance
they are with the world but also away from it
live concentrated on the essence
of what they search for

All their work is through dance
to discipline the body
to bear its material burden and weight
and thus be able to go beyond it

In their electronic structure
dervishes partake of the sun and of light
in their molecular structure relate to them like the planets
in cellular structure like the earth relate to them and the earth

As in the way all these move with different speeds
but stay ever in harmony
they too harmonize in the sacred ritual dance
extending themselves from the earth to the cosmos

They become aware of absolute time
by concentrating their movements
on all different velocities

By moving in space from the center out

they also unite space and time in their consciousness
and in a way join the eternal Unity of existence
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61. WHAT IS POETRY

)|
Poetry is a window to heart
a doorway to soul
a ladder to heaven
It’s Elixir of Life
the quest of the Eldorado
of Holy Grail
Poetry the daring diver’s plunge
a breathtaking journey into the soul
into the deepest abyss of infinity
Encounter with the unknown
a heart-touching utterance
a heart-warming romance
Poetry is silent voice from heart’s void
song of the yearning
immanent in every atom
Poetry rises from divine afflatus
welling up inside of our being
its voice we hear in solitude

IT
Let poet write on any object
he perceives, experiences or feels
from the world of nature and of life
In matter of choice of subject and form
genre, structure, texture or verse form
poetry brooks no restrictions
The only touchstone

it must wear an authentic ring

speak in the poet’s original voice
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III
Better avoid stereotypes
obscure references from closed archives
or what the other poets have used
If imperative the use of esoteric words and conceits
or allusions from myth and legend
be that so

1A%
The poetic word
to be of perfect mould
be cast in the heart’s mint
The best and the most apt Word
in the context
in the best order set
Better if this order
rhymes with the heart’s thythm
and the all- permeating harmony
No rule to set words in rhyme
but they must sound music to ears
adding to beauty and power
But on rhythm or animation of words
no laxity or relaxation
lest a poem turn into a piece of prose

\%
The egg mark of a true poem
it must please the eye and ear
heart and mind of a reader
Without the seal of poet’s truth
intensity of his heart’s emotions
it won’t connect with fellow beings
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62. DECONSTRUCTION: THE NEW MIRROR

Script is anterior to speech
but of prime import
to access meaning

Linguistic sign is opaque
as it puts a screen to a text
in relation to itself

All texts are created equal
but some more equal than the others
and deconstruction is seen a grand leveler

Turns text on its head
unweaves its every thread
to get at textual meaning

In process it forgets a text is not a mere structure
but also a complex textured mosaicof
interwoven images, words and signs

As if ‘seeing through a glass darkly’
semantics and grammar fail to access beauty
landing a reader in a labyrinth without an exit

With narrative and metaphors wrenched out

words become futile signs and we enter a mysterion
where there’s no place for any gospel or God
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63. IS IT THE END?

This plunge
What does it portend?
Is it the end?
Whether I'll ever return?

Borne on raging tides
I know not
where they’ll lead me

I’'m entering deep stillness

to become one

with the ocean
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64. SACK OF MIRE

Sunk in a sack of mire
I wait for the flint
to burn me entire
to mingle with the elements
earth to earth
water to water
air to air
fire to fire

ether to ether

On wings of space-time
micro-void
voyaging through
macro-void
I wander through multi-verses
seeking answer
to my questionings

in the void of solitude
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65. MY NIRVANA I LIVE

I have moved away
from all what once bound me
illusions and cravings
Now I stand bare in glare of sun
A lone lighted Venusian peak
lost in nude ecstasy
irradiating virgin light—
a picture of sparkling beauty

I meander not
over hills and dales
in search of my identity

I see it to move with me

Where-so-ever I go
My frail little boat
I myself row

guided by my inner compass

Without foregoing my ordinariness
my nirvana I live
as | do my daily chores

carefree of what’s in store
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66. EVERYTHING REVOLVES

In outside world
in inner self

everything revolves

As a ritual of renewal
to evolve into higher self
through loving sacrifice
holding fast to sound-light waves

unity of self and universe

of life itself

Turning toward truth
by compassion

you become truly human
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67. GUT FAITH

Nature: a true friend
most abiding

sustains us in our worst hour

Blessed are they
in death and in life

for whom vocation is mission

There they feel at home
source of relaxation

of felicity and fulfillment

Delusive be future and past
In instant moment

the cherished be sought

See it hid in your heart
follow the light trail
unto the last

Fix your gaze on target

your gut faith
will surely let you hit
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68. THE SORROW LESS SHORE

In the deluge of desires
who sits cozy by the fireside
within the sanctum of the heart
to fiercest storms immune

Let all around there be
lashing bashing ill-fortune
loud barking opposition
but let not outer turmoil to ruffle your calm within

Seers have known
how wisdom’s crop
in a sorrowing heart is sown

Through sorrow’s dark vale
all pilgrims must pass
illusion’s ocean must cross

Whose ship’s anchor is Truth
head wear love’s crown
and treasure is heart’s content

Their’s voyage
set to sorrow less shore
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69. UNTIL YOU ARRIVE

Until you reach you’ll not know
why and whereto of a journey
whence began, where to end
Every journey wears a mystery

Never pester a pilgrim
with questions answers to which he doesn’t know
since he has not been there.
And shall know only if he goes on and on with voyagers

Of the deep seas
Even the seasoned mariner
can’t tell the velocity
of the winds and tides

Since his skin wears no censors
to read, nor can he sense
leaning his chin
on his bare shoulder.

Every sea is a mirror
So is every star
the entire night-sky
Lying by your back

You see reflected

within each star the entire
as if it all were a hologram
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70. TAO

In not trying to be powerful

the master is truly powerful

and the ordinary man is not
since s/he keeps reaching for power

Doing nothing, the master
leaves nothing undone
By doing things always
the ordinary, leaves, yet the vast undone

The kind man does something

yet something remains undone

The just man does something
yet leaves for more done

The moral man trying to have his/her way
finding little response
rolls up his sleeves
for getting done the things by force

When the Tao is lost
there is goodness
When goodness is lost
there is morality

When morality is lost
there is ritual
And ritual is but husk of faith
the beginning of chaos
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Therefore the Master’s concern
is with the depth
and not the surface
with the fruit and not the flower

He has no will of his own
He dwells in reality

letting all illusions to go
(Based on Lao Tzu)
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71. A MUSING

Treading seeker’s path
uncaring: the wayside odds,
the pilgrim reaches home.

Not by halfhearted pursuing
but doggedly continuing
s/he knows: what Truth is.

When stuck in snare
invoke ye power,
of dispassion.

When great troubles arise,
summon ye the deep thought
acting to hilt all your heart.

There’s no impediment
over which you can’t ride
triumphant.

By your new-found strength,

you demolish all that stands
between you and truth.
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72. SEER’S WISDOM

O pilgrim!:
why this aimless wandering,

in the stranger’s guise?

Here, save
the elements;

no one is your own.

May you proceed,
with Love as lamp .

and virtues, as provision.

Greed and delusion,
but two highwaymen,

always in ambush.

Only your self-vigil
and the holy men,
Prophet’s words
may help you to be safe.

May you rest

a while,
at the inn by the road.
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And if ever you're in doubt,
ask the way,

from the one who knows.

And if anything frightens you,
shout ye! O pilgrim, Lord’s name,

before whom even Death must kneel .
Until you have Grace

of an enlightened master,

far away you be from home.
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73. WHY MEDITATION:?

I
Listen ye, to your body,
to reach your soul.
Since the body’s
circumference of soul.

IT
Mind is a maverick.
that plays ever the monkey pranks,
but the body

is just curious, childlike.

The less the mind,
the better.
So let all your effort be:
Prophet’s Wisdom
to lessen the mind,

111
For this very reason, the seer:
the Sufi and the Zen, do speak
of Fana,or dissolution,
and the state of no-mind.

v
And so numerous are the ways:
of meditation: from satori,
to Samadhi,
long and deep.
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74. THE LAMP

There’s little oil,
sooty is vessel

untrimmed the wick. !

How can lamp

be lit,
and there be light?

Until Insistent is quest
persistent is the call

the door shall not open !

Everyone is a King
who wears

the contentment’s crown.
The condition to arrive:

intense yearning,

serving with love, all life.
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75. ATTUNED EVER

Attuned to inner peace
transmit ye peace

to the whole universe.

From self-conscious
to the cosmic conscious

rise ye to Self.

Where exist not
the feelings of duality;
and polarity.

By stilling your thoughts
you arrive at the serenity,

of the no-mind.
And by living

in the now,

may you reap eternity.
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76. THE SONG OF SONGS

It’s what all cosmos sings
ever since show began,

the Song of song.

In quest of harmony
holding the mane of time
I was the first to run.

A mirage: in desert of life.
Unquenched my thirst;
my yearning all futile.

In act of deconstructing,
I have become
the priest of ashen anagrams.

Fire frozen.
The scripted scroll
asphyxiated in tracks.

All quest of Grail
has turned into

a bloody trail.

Gone are the old empires:
the Mayan, the Sumerian,
the Nile and Rome.

On the film of time

they’re but a shadow
of their previous renown.
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Who is Author-Conceiver
of this macabre plot,
its epic sweep, rise, and fall.

In a clamorous chorus
the plebeians
hurl defiance at gods,
the spectators
at gladiatorial ring enact
tell-tale of the slave and lion.

To ward off evil I draw a circle
with a blood—dipped knife:

but imminent persists.
The rot having set in
irreparable is order,

and rhythm broken.

No return of what's past.
In vain all mutterings.
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77. WHAT AM 12

What am [—a vertebrate, a craniates,
a mammal, a placental,
a bimanous, a primate?

What am I—hydrogen, oxygen, carbon, nitrogen,
phosphorus, sodium, iron,
or all of these; chemically fused?

What am I— a body, or a mind,
or an assortment of electrons
ordered for strife?

What am I—a multi-cellular organism,
carrying electric charge
multiplying into myriad patterns?

What am [—existence, non-existence,
or existence
lapsing into non-existence.

The dust we spring from,
the dust we return to—
over the yugas.

In cosmic furnace
fission and fusion
turn the potter’s wheel.

Shunyata, self-existent, unborn—

permeates space-time,
conscious of its in-corporeality.
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78. YET I YEARN

I

I have crossed the sea
not once but many times,
this and the other I know.
Even those of the beyond:

of the seven heavens
and the thirty-one planes.

Yet I yearn to go:
greater beyond, even it be:

endless rounds.

II

Till T arrive:
Where there’s no illusion,
no impermanence.
Soar on, o soul
till you reach,
your goal.
Beyond the ocean-river
the sun, the moon and stars,
beyond the ultimate bar.
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79. SO LONG A WAIT

I
How can we escape time?
Not man-made,
as is shown by clock!
‘Sands running out—
‘deserts advancing—
metaphors though, say much.

IT
Time is a river
ever-flowing:
eternity to eternity.
Time-cycle:
but a snake,
eating of its own tail.

111
Time’s wheel
weaves on,
ad infinitum—

v
Time lights
little-big lamps—
as wink and blink.
Orchestrating
stars
in infinite space.
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\%
Time sets planets
to spiral in space-time;
creating mystic harmony.
The wheel won’t stop:
until cycle
has run the circle.

VI
So long a wait
for the Messiah!
why don’t we love
to live in harmony.
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80. MY KARMA

Inside me, original sin
with roots
in the genesis.

My karma binds me
to iron fate:
no escape.

But to live I,
the scripted
to the last syllable.

In vain all stratagems,
unable are they
to revive.

Nor annul
the burst of dark
like spring balls.

Futile sloughing-off;
no escape
from karma’s wheel.

The void stretches
into shoreless immensity.
It’'s Divine Grace which alone avails.

To let self in time
to embrace self
at any point in time.

To the origin
and terminus:

Self to Self.
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81. WHAT TRUTH IS

The child mind, tries to

short-circuit solutions.

while the thinking one
goes the hard way.

In denying the Power Supreme
the former opts an easy solution,
but can bear not a little more strain
and fumbling speech s/he admits of God’s existence.

Face to face with mysteries
s'he always discovers
some slip, some gap,

some missing link.

No answer to the puzzle,
no jumping of mote eternal.
Only the direct experience may avail
to let us to know, perhaps, what Truth is.
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82. A MUSING

In post-modernism,
logos yields to relativism,
questions the truth-claims of gospels.

The truth of fact
becomes verbalism:
image, myth and ideology.

No place for image qua image,
but only in relation to context,
blessing and covenant.

Only a subtle thread
divides

truth from illusion.

Yet we dare not leave cage of language
to let meanings in discourse to travel
and construct beyond deconstruction.

We continue to commune in stereotypes,
and explore not hidden zones,
and fly not in freedom to the other worlds.

And structuralism offers

a framework
and a forum of discourse.
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In which even a grain of sand has a place,
letting us to objectify our repressions,
constructing through displacement.

All of this occurs but in the mind,
not on the plane of objective truth,
so vulnerable is all the belief system.

The primordial corruption
stems from forgetting of our origin,
and breakdown of the symbolic system.

So the projected truth is
but false consciousness,
the chimera of the heated brain.

A great hypnotic force,
with enormous powers
of manipulation.

Have we no option except
to go beyond
illusion of language.

To construct the discourse

beyond deconstruction,
this remains an unresolved puzzle .
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83. OM

Om,
the first emanation,
the tongue of every revelation,
the truth beyond contemplation.

Om,
the mystic flame
in creation’s sounds and chants,
the resonance which forever haunts.

Om,
the all-creating Spirit,
the ear of every psalm
the eye of every vision.
In every swell
heave Om,
in every sound hear Om,
in every speck see Om.

Om,
the fire,
the sacrifice,
the cross.

Om, the light,
of everything bright,
the yearning ocean-tide,
the love-lorn bride.
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Om, the eternity’s dawn,
after the night of nihil,
the deathless flame,
the end to triple pain.

Om, the golden egg,
the dance
of creation
and dissolution.

Om, the root, and fruit,
the seed and sprout,
of all-creating Light.

Om, the Song sublime,
for pilgrim of unknown,.
on a lonely trek of lone.

The truth of truth for all to know
beyond suffering, and woe,
whence all beings and things, come and go.

Om, the formless first,

the causeless cause,
whence have flowed the entire.
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84. THE SECOND FALL

In my labyrinthine canyon
of rocks and knotty bushes,
dead fish, slush

and swamp reeds

Push out into bottom-lands
of my fetid empire:
where dwell a jaundiced

and hungry- looking race,

Prone to fevers,
and hourly getting extinct
with loud bell toll

announcing the second fall.

Yet their eyes gleam
in the golden sun
and in the night

with light of silver moon.

At the sight of any mineral-rich ore:
of carbon or of iron,
as also fleet of driftwood
floating in the dark-dyed water.
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85. OH, GANGA!

Oh, Ganga!
the sister of Saraswati,
and of every river:

Of Mississippi,
that broad-chested river,
the dark great brother.

Of the other sisters: Thames, the Yangtse,
the Parand, the Uruguay,
the Amazon, and the Orinoco.

Your mulatto-hued water;
home to hundred million
tons of putrid slush and slime.

That venerable waste:
dumped within your belly
over the millennia,

Ever since Sagara’s distant son
wooed you to come down
from the happy haunts of heaven.

The patient witness to all
the shadowy twilights,
of glorious dynasties of mortals,
gods, and dragons that ever lived.
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The penances
of noble seers
sitting all through yours trek.

Continue to purify your water,
with power to wash away all sins
and paving way to every one’s salvation.

Longing-filled, it moves,
over the hills and plains
to meet the ocean.

From its gigantic swamp and slough

have grown many halcyon civilizations,
ripening to their perpetual dissolution.
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86. A TWINKLE

I

Mine is an indi.. erent universe
where on their own
things ‘don’t set right’
And even the sun
looks melancholic,
sullen.

Even the grass
grows
not green.

The sky like
a spiraling dome
stands “much too high.”
And weird
migratory birds
arrow-like pass past my roof.

II

All reason lighting my path once
now half-dead as a bat
hangs on a lifeless wire like a riddle
So is reason behind
reasons as [ invent
to interpret experience.
Now whatever meaning
comes by is but unreason
with hoofs back-turned
Running past
the vast
lake of silence.
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111
Drugged the individual,

and questioning poet,
with soulless sleep of omniscience.
Which claims for itself
sterile isolation of a mystical zone
where not even a wild flower can bloom.
And the sameness of colour and flavor
all along the path display

the mighty autumn’s yellowing sway.
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87. THE POET

How can anyone
scrape the colour

from the flower.

Or make
poplars walk

whispering love tunes.

But a poet can:
do these and much more

amazing things.

S/he can go flying on
hoof less steeds
faster than the wind.

Over lands and seas:

giving wings to tides

and legs to stationary trees.
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88. JESUS—JUDAS

When Word, made flesh,
passed into space,
and then into history.

Transition connoted a passage:
from blessedness
to mutation and death.

Did Judas betray Jesus Christ
or only abetted in a design:
that Jesus be forced to declare his divinity!

And thus set off
a massive rebellion
against the yoke of Rome?

But it flashes:
if treachery of an apostle
and crucifixion!

Were imperative
in God’s holy plan,
to be fulfilled?
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89. INSPIRATION

Wherefrom to get inspiration
to write a great poem:

lie ye gazing at night sky

Or choose a noonday shade
beneath a thick tangled glade

of the pine and deodar trees.

Or a retreat in a boudoir
by an hill-encircling brook
hedged by blooming trees.

Or some old historic ruins
where bats and owls find their perch
on strings and bells.

Where you can find solitude

from the creaking shrieking crowds

and where you may feel carefree.
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90. MY RELIGION

I read my gita and bible
in calligraphy of stars

as I lean against heavenly bars.

In tumbling rills
I hear

sermons of seers.

God I see
everywhere,

when my mind is still.

Also I hear angels sing
aloud and on high
playing on strings.

The sun-burnt earth
wafting sends its breath

as curling incense in prayer.

Letting me to feel
day and night
God’s love and light.

And from running brooks
I learn what it’s to yearn

to merge into the sea.
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91. HARMONY

Go ye deep within:
only a witness.

Till you hit

Ground of your being:
the infinite emptiness,

the source supreme of existence.

Indeed of everything—
as of the singing silence,

and deafening calm.

Suddenly you feel
invisible angels

shower flowers.
As you hear

orchestral harmony,

reverberate in your each body cell.
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92. RHYTHM

I hear no tick tick
but a rhythm
in the silence of my being,.

In my heart converse
two voices:
harmonic.

That chime to time,
to flow into songs sublime
and lotuses in full bloom.

My emotions ebb and rise
like waves to waltz
on floor of transience.

The surge of each step of dance
with motion and rest
kept in a precarious balance

Conjures up a high romance
akin to swaying wings

of falcons in flight.

A rhythm of light
is what gives life
to every cell of existence.
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93. EVERY MAN’S BIRTH RIGHT

When tyrants go trampling
the finest flowers of civilisation,

and guardians sit: head bowed.

The arm of justice crippled.
the voice of God’s regents muted.

and masses weeping waters of despair.

When the wheel
of goodness backward whirls,

and the wicked win laurels.

Then the poets-minstrels,
forsaking their cloisters

don armour and shield.

And join the battle for common good
and arraign the vile

and corrupt ruling the roost.

They sound clarion to warn
of the coming doom

if the rot is not repaired.
And defenses of peace raise

for a terror and war-free world:

ensuring dignified bread to all.
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94. POETRY: A SERIOUS CALLING—1

I

A poem is a gift divine,
from the loveful heart:
so is its time and chime.
The nectar-spring
welling up within
reveals in a flash the poem.
The Muse is fitful,
if its language is not brewed,

with mother’s milk.

II

Each poem is born
of poet’s protean moods—
plebeian, pagan, pungent.
Each poem has its own flavor:
surreal, mystical,

defiant, rebellious.

III

The poet is not an island,
but a sensitive social being.
with inclusive consciousness,
And certain innate attributes,
like compassion and reason

that make him/ her appear Godlike.
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The sense of empathy,
the negative capability
which let them to live
Others’ experience.
Beside a wide range of emotions:
from despondency and nihilism—

to ecstatic affirmation of life.
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95. POETRY IS A SERIOUS CALLING—2

I
The poem
is an inspired utterance,
its roots lie deep in divine afflatus.

The spring wells up in every heart:
and in a flash
it lets you touch the sublime.

But when language
is not brewen
with the mother’s milk.

The Poetic Muse
appears fitful

in her favours.

Since the poem
does reflect native flavor:
the poet’s protean moods—

Plebeian, pagan, pungent,
defiant, rebellious,
ethereal, mystical.

II
The poet is no island,
but a social being,
sensitive to slightest vibes.
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Sensitivity opens wide
her/his consciousness,
to compassion for all nature and life.

And empathy for all beings,
lets themt to live their experience,
at different dimensions and planes:

From the stark despondency
and nihilism to bright-eyed optimism,
and ecstatic affirmation of life.

The poet’s cry of social concern
lets him/her to creatively react
to the prevailing injustices.

And oppressions
inimical to the humane
values of civilization.

I1I
In the highest poetry,
one hears voice of rebellion:
sometimes subdued.

And at times loud and strident,
even bursting into indignation
against the exploiting system.

Poetry is a creative recreation of life
in moments of encounters with it,
as also its criticism with eye on ideal.
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Excites kinetic emotions
that we hasten to amend
‘the sorry state of things entire’

1A%
The poem is ‘a leap into the unknown’,
emanating from and woven round
ordinary work-a-day experience.

A ‘precipitate of pure time’,
a moment turned eternal,
where truth-beauty but one.

The poem is a perfect system
a harmonic structure-texture
inter-echoing symphonic ally.

The poetic word:
the meanings and images
but one indivisible whole.

Undergoing a transmutation,
into grand sublime,
when touched by inspiration.

\%
Poetry is a serious calling
akin to masonry,
and the poet: a wordsmith.
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A master craftsman,
a wizard of language,
but full of inspiration.

A true poem comes
only from the smithy of experience,
from the life’s agonies and ecstasies.

Then is born the cherished poetic word,
that strikes a responsive chord
in the reader’s heart.

VI
But the poet must continue to search
for ultimate refinement of speech:
with roots in life’s ordinarinesses.

Since poetry is no escape
into fantasy

or EI dorado.

It’s an invitation to a tryst
with naked reality —

with life’s tragedies and afflictions.
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96. INSPIRED UTTERANCE

All great poetry
but an inspiration.

from higher consciousness.

Not something labored:
though in all sublime arts

there’s an element of craft.

in poetry too craft does count,
and may a difference make

to the poetic beauty and truth.

Yet even the best craftsman may err:
leave some gaps and holes,

letting something in a sly

To creep, or cave in
spoiling its innate

artless beauty.

Poetry flows from heart
with an inborn power

to heal wounds of reason.
In ultimate parlance:

poetry is inspired utterance:

like hymnal chants of seers.
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Akin to the highest devotion
and mystic poetry
of the highest love.

So true is the master’s advice:
‘if you're trying to write
like somebody else, forget about it.

Since poetry is spirit
in search of its wholeness,

it can't be a copy of any one else's:

Poetry is a dream and a vision;
an architecture of human life,

as it has evolved over aeons.

Poetry is life as if distilled
from bone morrow

of a specie getting fast extinct.

It's an impassioned record
of human destiny: its travails

and upheavals over the yugas.
The poet is but his/her poetry,

in and through which they live,
and has theirs being and becoming.
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97. HIS SIGNATURE

The highest poetry
originates,
lives, and dies
in mind of a poet itself.

What no craft
or creativity
can objectify

in a work of art.

Even an adept
at prosody and diction,
can’t attain
effulgence of original vision.

Even by for the best poetry
falls short
of perfection
even approximation.

Since all perfection
belong to His domain.
So do beauty all,
in His heart abide:

All life,
nature,
cosmos

but His miracles.
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Oh dear ye! invoke His spirit
to move your pen,
and inspiration
you take from His vision.

Letting His compassion
be the passion,
behind your creations.
and they all His signature bear.
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98. WAIT TO WAIT

I
I have kneeled at the mosque,
prayed at the church,
visited holy shrines.
For some one
who unveils not its face:
but fixes me cold
with Its statuesque gaze.
Always waiting:
for some good tiding
waiting for the guest
that does not come.
I wait as I write,
I wait as I think,
I wait to wait
for my unstarred fate.

II
Asleep or awake,
wait for the bell’s ring:
the ching ching
with no pause.
In my lone tread,
I long for love
of the loved:
alive or dead.
Under the tallest tree
I go looking for
nocturnal
communion.
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99. BONSAI BLOSSOM

Cage door flung open
ego flutters its wings

karmas fade and fall

cravings all.

Freed from the swing
I seek you everywhere,
and see you pulse in every cell.

O love! hug me tight
and steer me to the shore.

There is no such thing
as the birth of prakrti or of purusha.

Both of them
are (declared to be) beginningless.

Living beings come into existence
when the two come to be united,
just bubbles appear on water
through the interaction of air and water.

They get merged in That,
the final cause, just as rivers disappear
into the sea or as nectars
of flowers get dissolved into honey.
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100. POETRY OF NATURE

Beauty dwells
not only in grand sublime
but in deep dark dreams

Everywhere: in everything:
be it laughing spring

or weeping autumn.

In sweltering sands
furrowed by ember pen

on sky’s inverted roof.

It pours out
from every sparkling star

and clouds cattle sailing afar.

It’s in every root and fruit
in every bud and bloom,

in glow worm in gloom.

In shrub less mountains
verdant hills, hanging high

arching over the valleys
Alike in snowy expanse

of wintery charm

and strings stirring the storm.
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Fast flowing is the beauty’s script
writ on the wrinkled ocean,

on the earth and in heaven.

The poetry of Nature abides
in every seaweed and stone
and in heart’s mirror

it’s forever shone.
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101. MYSTIC SIGNS—INVITATION

TO LIFE DIVINE
(Secret Science OF IN SEEING)

I

Come with me, I shall reveal
the secret of divining
our ancestors knew.

I shall take you to the hallowed spots

where stand pyramids and astrofields

to show you the rim of the cosmic orb
where existed an observatory for all space.

These hieroglyphs tell of a lost civilization
of those who could commune through signs,
masters of geometric anagrams and schemes.

No thinking pigmies
like the jet-set, computer-brained, robots,
no automatons sans feeling or emotion,
who worship only the machine.

The aborigines possess to this day
the knowledge of invisible paths;
locked in their secret science
the treasury of ancient wisdom.

No unfeeling savages
but visionary beings
who knew where to build
the great pyramids.
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Who knew the unified field

of quadrangles and triangles

that form the invisible grid
encircling the globe.

Who knew well the movements
of prevailing winds,
of cosmo-oceanic currents,
of hidden forces of the cosmos.

Who knew the spots of magnetic power
to locate the precise spots
for the countless megalithic structures
to predict the rising and setting of the sun;
made the magnetic field retain the sunstones
in the ordained positions.

Who had the ability to commune
with beings from far-off constellations
we are still struggling to find.

Many a mysterious sign on the ground
be it a bridge over the sea
or an airfield
or the markings of Nasca-
tell of the intelligence
behind the perfect architectural plan
of aeroports
for visitors from outer space
to land to consummate
an unknown mission.
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The mystery of Ande lines too
points to the invisible hand
of the unknown denizens
from far-off galaxies.

II

Ancient men possessed
the unerring intuition
to locate the spots
for their minarets and pagodas,
their circles and parabolas.

They had the innate ability
to catch supernatural frequencies
a power modern man has lost.
Sensate values have taken a toll
a sure sign of man’s fall.

Knew that from coarse erotica
to archetypal myths,
from racial memory-roots of aborigines
to the consciousness of Superman,
dreams span the legendary lore.

We sleep to dream,
we dream to sleep
till we are shaken

by a knock at the door.

We shuttle from bliss to horror

breaking the sequence of space-time,
hourly undergo a sea change.
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We leave the corporeal frame
to travel by the astral pathways.
After a spell of relaxation,
go to sleep again.

Many a time have I dreamt
in a wakeful state,
seen and thought three-dimensionally,
oblivious of my fourth dimension,
the basis of all creativity
that guides the artist’s insight,
lets him see the hidden beauty
in the darkest night.

Sleep is a relaxation
a state of receptive passivity,
for paranormal communication,
for entering a trance.

III

I climb the chestnut,
become the tree,
stand with my peers,
proud of my ancestry.

Oblivious of the hallowed past
that gave meaning to my thoughts,
beneath the banyan, I lie.

My roots go back in time,

I recollect each one
who stood there.
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I become the wood,
bound to every one,
stretching my arms in every direction.

v

I understand the heart
of cyclones and storms,
of creativity and creation,
in my soul’s calm.

Travel from trunk downard
far away in space-time,
in my crystal costume
I become all that I see.

Breathing the air of new skies
hopping from sphere to sphere,
buffeted by electromagnetic waves,
I cross
many a sound barrier,
many a starlit dome,
winging from the earthly roof
to my celestial home.

there I meet my father,
my father’s father
and onto the Father.

In His lap, I rest a while

to take my place with the pole-star
to guide the stranded.
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Go back home
to know the source
I strayed from
to live my mortal destiny.

\%

In my trances,
in nine circles of the moon
I unrolled the scroll
of my previous lives.

I re-lived the crucial roles
of my previous births,
having a bearing on my present,
as if I were acting in a film.

Till my thirties, I was a witness
to disjointed episodes
from my previous lives

reflected on a screen.

Suddenly, in the early thirties,

a strange dispassion entered my being:
I started shunning all men
retreating to lonely spots
for meditations deep and long
till I was summoned to Shirdi
by a celestial call.

There I met a realized soul

who transferred the yogic powers
to create and uncreate at will,
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to see beyond space-time,
to commune with spirits divine,
to hear the first sermons
of ancient saints and divines
in their original tongues.

My precognition in that state
was marked by precision,
my prophecies were fulfilled,
I was the star of the great.

I heard Christs golden sermon
in his own sonorous voice
in a language alien to my ear;
its music haunts.

I was roused
from the sleep of ignorance
to tread the seeker’s path
played in my previous births.

Dattatreya and Sai
Gurcharan and Golak
Zen patriarchs and Babaji
wrapped in effulgence,
entered my inmost being;
I was filled with translucent light.

They awakened me to my mission,
conferred the mystic sight
to bear the godly light,
to carry the cross of human woes.
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From the meshes of worldliness freed,
longing to walk by His light
making it burn into a steady slame,
in my dark cavern, I dwell.

Hear the call
to join my voice

to the choir of God.

I sing of the faith,
of the earth as one family,
of unity permeating all,
of service as love made visible:
the destination of every man,
of soul’s deliverance,
of its merger with the One,
the source supreme.

\%!

Ecstasy is a gateway to eternal
from the void of oblivion
to eternities of memory.

It is an invitation
to life divine.

The sages of yore
who sing philosophies to redeem,
prophet, poet and philosopher, rolled in one,

to them, I look for inspiration.

Science has to be a hymn to the Creator,
no more a preserve of godless men
or it will become a device
heaping untold miseries upon men.
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Reason and spirit interacting mould
the force of personality
that ordains the route mankind will take
when the spirit is caught in a fix.

“To be or not be” is not a question
confined to a mythical person
but the haunting obsession of every epoch

in search of a breakthrough.

No forecast is possible in reverse,
neither about the past nor the future.

History is a graveyard of all prophecies,
of all “ifs” and “ buts”.

Spirituality is the last retreat
for science and religion to meet;
when the clash of creeds alarms,

the realization has to dawn.

The savage and the scientist share
the same substratum of intelligence,
the same gene,
yet in the chain of natural progression

savage remains the archetypal man.
Psychokinesis and clairvoyance

belong to every man

in psychic reservoir locked.
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What you need is the right intelligence
to attune yourself
to the unified field
of human awareness,
encircling the universe,
hissing for recognition.

I traveled to distant lands,
unknown to my physical mind,
in contemplation firm-fixed
yet moving faster than light.

A mental falcon following,
retaining the memory of things I see,
of the sights and sounds
that lapped around me;
reviving the ability or remote -seeing,
natural to everyone.

I have experienced levitation,
materialized out of thin air
sultanas and sacred ash.
Also, solid balls out of nothing,
and let them fall to the ground
without bouncing or making a sound.
Twisted metal spans and knives,
made eerie signs.

Pulled out fires from the walls,
saw flowerpots hanging in midair,
automatic writing on a clean slate,
a shadowy presence in the room.
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VII
What we do in this life

determines what we gain
in the next.

Good or evil we do
forsakes us not
on our journey to the unknown,
neither in the course of the flight
nor on reaching the destination.

What we are, we shall be,
all determined by our deeds.
The universe is not a game of dice
but a mathematical paradigm.

Each and every step of the design
squares well with the pattern of the theorem.
Everything depends on our actions.
Karma and reincarnations
monitor the cosmic mechanism.

Cryptomnesia explains
the truth of transmigration,
our turning away from the sun,
our striving for salvation,
an integral aspect of the total organism
that inheres in the cosmic unconscious:
the extension of microcosmic self.

We cannot explain
the totality of the human person
by physio-neurology alone,
the truth lies in prenatal existence.
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Many a time
meeting a person,
passing through a situation,
or reading some piece,
the sensation of “ already seen”
haunts us
as if our double had been to the place
and had met the person.

VIII

Stuck by weightlessness
[ levitate in space in a state of trance.

In my upward glide swill,
turning in the air itself,
into the tunnel,
cross the little hill,
to arrive where my father sleeps.

I too shall sleep there
after I shuffle off my worn-out coil,
cut the umbilical cord that joins
the causal to the mental-physical sheath,
all over the globe to fly.

I follow the music,
cross the astral paths,
the sun and the moon,
cross the river of mortality
needling my way through invisible tunnels,
through inaccessible mountain passes
dotted by sunspots and black shadows,
well-marked by ethereal poles.
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Out-of-the-body experience is not the same
as the fact of being out of the body

but an altered state of consciousness.

IX

The spirit never dies,
in various incarnations, It survives
drinking the bliss sip by sip

till we attain nirvana.

I know reincarnation to be a fact
fro sage Bhrigu unfolds the scroll
of my previous births
spanning many eons.

In one birth I was King Yayati,
the ancestor of the solar race.
I carry with me Brighu’s curse

for my infidelity
to Devayani,

daughter of the mighty sage.

She cried
for the restoration of her conjugal rights,
for her son’s succession to the throne,
brought upon my head
decrepitude too soon
and a straw bed.

Twenty-nine births from the present one
I was the sage Madan
and lived
in the Hemkund mountains

absorbed in Sat Chit Anand.
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In my last birth
was | a scholar-saint
honoured by courts and kings.

In this life reborn to the one
who was no God-man
but a true man of God,
free from the taint of worldliness.
The Jiwan Mukta, by Brighu, proclaimed,
the liberated while living
and not to be born again.

Father bade me stop
the out-of-body journeys
to confine myself

to ordained duties and affections,
to quicken the liberation of man,

to imbibe earth consciousness,

to make earth-citizens,
to re-live the religion of man.

Father touched me by chance,
instantly I went into a trance:
neither sleep nor dream it was

but the light of bliss.

Through many a secret pathway
I traveled to unreachable realms
shortening distances
of many million light years.
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Suddenly I see something flicker
with a pair of eye-glasses
in a far-off gloom,
my sense of discernment returns.

I retrace my steps;
a black dog,
tucking at my knees,

coaxes me home.

(Yayati Madan G, Himalayan Diary)
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ALL IS HIS

Empty handed we came,
empty handed we'll go.
And what’s ours today,

Someone else owned that yesterday.
And yet an other,
the day-after-tomorrow

In either case
it’s someone else,

who held or will hold sway.

The universe is but God’s abode.
In every particle He pervades.

The sole presence in heaven and hades.
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD

M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

Poetry (Telugu)

1
2
3
4,
5.
6
7
8
9.
1

0.

Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)

Oka Sarassu — Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
Marana Saasanam

Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram

Kuyyo — Morro Satakam

Bhairava Satakam

Poetry (English)

11.
12.
13.
14.

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
21.
22.
23.

Shades

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,
The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem

Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...
The Poet that launched a thousand poems
Walking with My Moon

Reflections
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lll. Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)

31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

IV Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

V Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part I
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part lll
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part V
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
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59.
60.
61.
62.
63.
64.
65.
66.
67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
77.
78.
79.
80.
81.
82.
83.
84.
85.
86.
87.
88.
89.
90.
. Mexican Poetry
92.
93.
94.
95.

o1

Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)

Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

Christu Adbhuta Geethalu

The Path of Christ

Silappadikaram

Manimekhala

Sangam Poetry

Conference of Birds (Attar)

Masnavi - Part 1

Masnavi - Part 2

Masnavi - Part 3

Masnavi - Part 4

Masnavi - Part 5

Masnavi - Part 6

Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)

Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
Prema Kurisina Velalo... (Master Poems in English-3)
Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
Endaa — Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

Pablo Neruda Poetry

Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)

96.
97.

Bhagavatam (Potana)
Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
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98.

99.

100.
101.
102.
103.
104.
105.
106.
107.
108.
109.

Modern Bhagavadgita

Samparayam (Suprasanna)

The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)
The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

New ones- to be released

110.
111.
112.
113.
114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)

Inanna (The queen of Earth and Heavens)

Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)

Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)

Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)

The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)

The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad and many more...
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YAYATI MADAN G. GANDHI

The Poet Laureate

A visiting fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge Yayati Madan
G. Gandhi is an outstanding educationist, litterateur and publicist who
has been in vanguard of movements for sustainable environment, total
disarmament, human rights and one-world one mankind Vision. As
one of the prominent moving spirits for the rise of eco-feminism in
India, Dr. Gandhi pioneered campaigns like Beti Bacchao Beti Padhao
while actively participating in Sarvodaya, Bonded Labourfreedom and
Civil Liberties Movement.

A winner of Tagore Award in poetry in 1961, D. Litc from
World Academy of Art and Culture and World Congress of Poets, USA,
in 1993,and the International Global Harmony Award, 2013,Dr. Yayati
Madan G Gandhi occupies a distinguished place among contemporary
English poets, especially when it comes to mysticism, Poetry for peace
and one earth mankind. In recent times, he has been awarded with
World Epitome of Humanity by World Institute for Peace Nigeria in
2016. And his name is included in the list of awardees for 2017-18 for
the prestigious World Icon of Peace in Nigeria.

Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
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