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Kuppalli Venkatappa
Puttappa, popularly known as
Rashtrakavi Kuvempu; was a
poet, novelist playwright, critic
and thinker. He published
several books of poetry, short-
stories, plays, critical essays and
novels. He is best known for his
epic poem ‘Shree Ramayana
Darshanam’. He was awarded
many of India’s prestigious
honors including Jnanapeetha,
Padma Vibhooshana, Padma
Bhooshana, Rashtrakavi,

" Karnataka Ratna and Sahitya
— r Academy Puraskar.

Kuvempu (K.V. Puttappa) (1904-1994)

The Lord Signed His Name!

The Lord signed His name—
The ecstatic poet watched the same!

Expanse of the sky—the canvas,

Scattered mountain peaks—the background,
Dense forests edging the panorama,
Beautiful Tunga proudly meandered around!
The Lord signed His name—

The ecstatic poet watched the same!

The river flowed, trees stood still,
And the sky smiled in blue until

The time went silent on the hill, and
The birds impinged with lots of thrill!

Water shone beneath the flowery sun,
Waves splashed mildly against the rocks,
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Mounds of golden sand on either side,
Let the poet’s mind bathe in the tide!

The gorgeous world filled with bliss,

The heart felt the honey of a sweet Kiss!
Emerging out of the horizon’s frame,
They dashed down with fluttering wings!

Into the forests, and the mountains,
They floated and plunged and glided along,
A line of white herons, drawing on the sky,
What a wondrous sight, up so high!

With a line design unfound in paintings,
And a meter unfound in poetic words,

A work of art and a delightful treaty,

Of wonder, splendor and awesome beauty!

The world wonders with great admiration

As the sole witness of skillful creation

Uses as an excuse the flashing formation

Of flying flocking white herons

As though to sign the document of declaration!

The Lord signed His name—
The ecstatic poet watched the same!

Translated into English by M.S. Nataraja
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Dattatreya Ramachandra
Bendre, popularly known as
Ambikatanayadatta, one of the
finest poets of Karnataka, was
also a translator, playwright and
essayist. About twenty poetry
collections, and some plays and
books of critical essays are in
his credit. He has translated
many works into Kannada like
that of Tagore and Kabeerdas.
He was confereed with India’s
prestigious Padmashree and
Jnanapeetha awards.

D.R. Bendre (1896-1981)

The Descent of Ganga

Come, mother, come descending,

Descending you come!

From the matted hair of ascetic Siva,

From a sage’s thigh,

Through Hari's feet,

Come, slipping through,

Come after satiating gods and super-gods,
Come vanquishing the corners of the universe,
Come feeding all visible and invisible creatures.
Come, mother, come descending,

Descending, come!

I shall make myself ready for you,
| shall wear you.

Why do you stumble?

Come downpouring,

Come, deserting the heavens,
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Come, gliding across plains,
Come, knifing through land,
Come, mother, come descending,
Come, mother, come descending,
Descending, come!

Into my head,

Behind my back,

Through inside and below,

Come gushing,

Washing every particle in my eyes,
Enveloping the thread of my breath,
Making the words | sowed sprout,
Come jubilant,

Come, making your home in my heart,
Moving within the waters of life,
Living in the primal soil,

Come, mother, come descending,
Descending, come!

Come, making the bronze flash like lightning,
Come, rolling everything into water,

Come, twisting, turning and re-turning,

To succor

The unpitied wretch,

The ageing, the lowly,

The waterless fish.

Come, mother, come descending,
Descending, come!

Come, as the heart that loves a calf,
Loves the churl to his heart’s content,
Come, as a magnificent blossoming,
Come, meandering!

Come as Siva'’s pristine compassion,
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Even if it yields a speck of sunlight,
And flowers of love,

Come descending down,

Come, mother, come descending,
Descending, come!

None here washes our filth,

Other forces are forbidden, come.

I beg you not to do otherwise, come.

Come piercing and flowing into our nerves,
Roam all over the land, come.

Arousing dead folks, come!

Your pure bubbling waters

Reflect a heavenly dream!

Come as a brave woman, waking to rise sky-high,
But only in order to descend to earth!

With star-like flowers,

Lotus, Lakshmi’s abode, and heaven-residing Parijata,
Come, worthy of worship by the Vrinda plant,

Heavy with Mandara'’s fragrance.

Your are both mother and father,

You are none other than the creator of life-forces,
A maiden radiating the power of confluence,

Of consciousness and bliss.

Come and see at least once for yourself,
If we should dam the flow of tears!

I shall call this descent an incarnation,
A vow fulfilled,

Love washed by ritual bath,

A coming of completeness,

Turbulent and violent,
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Come, forcing your way,

Come, searching for your child,
Mother, come searching,

Come, forcing your way,

Come with washed hands,

Come embodying,

Mother, come down to earth,
Come, mother, come descending,
Descending, come!

Come,

Residing in the consciousness of triple incarnations
Of Sambhu, Siva and Hara,

Come, to touch Datta Narahari,

Come to poet Ambikatanayadatta,

Come, mother, come descending,

Descending, come!

o
Translated into Englishi by K.S. Raghavendra Rao
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Vinayaka Krishna Gokak or
VK. Gokak was one of the
major writers of Kannada
Language and a scholar of
English and Kannada literature.
Many collections of poetry and
some novels are in his credit. He
is best known for his epic poem
‘Bharatha Sindhu Rashmi’. A
recipient of Sahitya Academy
Award and Jnanpith Award for
his outstanding contribution.
Gokak was conferred with
Honorary Doctorates by

| Karnataka University and

. “| Pacific University, USA.
V.K. Gokak ‘Vinayak’ (1909-1992)

The Demon (Hitler) and the Poet

Faded was the face. His joy in killing had left him.

His fast fading smile betrayed the bitterness within him

He shook the world and turned history upside down.

A mere soldier, he had become the sole emperor of Europe.

Rapidly, like an express train, moving from station to station

He had annexed country after country, making them his
satellites.

The world had learnt to fear him then.

But even to live and breathe was an egregious blunder,
now.

Hitler was an astrologer-fan:

But now that he was a doomed man

There was no consolation in astrology.

He felt like seeing a poet now,

He was keen on knowing how exactly

A poet would sum him up, his achievements and his
failures.
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After some thought, he selected a poet for this singular
honour.

He stooped so low as to see a poet so far.

But now that time was against him, he adjusted himself to
it.

The poet whom Hitler visited

Came to the door to receive him.

After seating him suitably,

The poet smiled and asked him

What he, a poet, could do for him.

Hitler knew well that there was no scope for resentment.
He made some polite enquiries.

Had the poet any of his recent effusions with him?

Did he write some stories too?

Which did the people like better, stories or poems?

The poet smiled a little this time and said briefly:

“Due to the heat of your ordinances, Sir,

All poetry has shrivelled away;

Indeed, all creative effort.

No poetry can see the light, these days.

Nevertheless, | could read to you a poem or two

If you have a taste for the play of imagination.”

Hitler flared up at this.

He restrained himself with difficulty.

His anger turned into an incessant shower of rough words.

“My country’s agony burnt into my heart.

My hair stood on end at the insults heaped on my country.
Even if | had to fight the whole world,

I would have done it to soothe the father land

| pledged myself to this task

And | have almost fulfilled it now.

Fate may make us lose or win
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But perfect dedication is our concern,

Why is there this irony in your talk?

Remember, Hitler does not cease to be himself even in
death.”

The poet laughed heartily. He said,

“My life is but a blade of grass.

You are a farmer who threshed a farm-continent of human
beings.

I am but grass before you.

But what | say is the very grain of truth.”

“If the lips are locked and the heart stops,

The poet will stride the air and be heard.

You know that words lead to deeds.

| don’t have to repeat this to you, keeping Goebel in mind.
What do you say, sir,

To the massacre of innocent millions

Which you ordered in a Trice?”

What the poet said about poets

Puzzled and annoyed Hitler.

He was red in the face when the poet spoke of the Jews.
Hitler roared back “I don’t talk about Jews.

I only act.

As for genocide, don’t hold me responsible
Versailles, the unforgettable blunder,

Was the root cause of it.

The wind was sown on that day

And here we are reaping the whirlwind.”
The poet shot back; “In a snake-hole,

There are snakes on snakes hissing together
If Versailles is the cause,

What are the roots of Versailles?
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There is neither beginning nor end to a chain
If Versailles is the cause,

Ambition and greed were the cause for Versailles.
The imperial greed of Britannia

Made the mouth of Germany water.

| do not heap upon your head only

All the sins committed in this Second War.

You are only one character in this tragedy.

Its author is the creator Himself,

Though you are its villain hero.

Among the words that crystallize

The nature of this Second War,

There is a word which sticks to you alone, Sir!”

“What is that word?” asked Hitler.

He flet relaxed a little because

The poet did not hold Hitler

Primarily responsible for the Second World War.

His interest was keenly aroused.

“ASURA” said the poet calmly.

“What does that mean?” Hitler asked.

“I might have to consult my Sanskrit expert,”

The poet replied: “ASURA means ‘demon,’

Rakshasa means vital demon.”

“Demon?” exclaimed Hitler in utter dismay.

“Yes, Sir.” said the poet.

“Said Hitler: that's the difference between Tweedledum and
Tweedledee.

But let that be. This man calls menmonster!

Himler! take him away.

Alas! Himler is no more.”

Exclaimed Hitler in utter helplessness.

The poet said; “Never mind, Sir!

I shall be considerate in speaking to you.”
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And he proceeded to say: “Great inspiration,

Disciplined living, self-respect,

Courage, adventure.

These virtues belong inherently to you.

The marvellous way in which you announced your plans
And implemented them dumbfounded people,

Such total-dedication as yours

To the fatherland, stunned them.

The manner in which you marched from country to country
Resembled the casual handling

Of a toy globe by a geography teacher

In his classroom.

In no time you restored Germany to her former glory.”

The poet proceeded to say:

“But the way in which the demon in you
Dominated your superman virtues
Begot this storm.

Just as you have your father-country,
Others have their own.

And they have a right to love them

As much as you love yours.”

Hitler listened enraptured to this talk

As though it were a fairy tale.

But there was also the story of his criminality.
“On your pursuit of glory,

How could you forget

That man was not a mere beast of burden.”
Hitler hit back: “Well, well, it suits me well,
If this is what you call me a demon for.
How does it matter to me who says what?

| did what my instincts urged me to do

And went where my inspirations led me.
Mr. Poet, you have spoken to me at length.
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“I'll divulge you something for more engrossing.

| wished to do away with the human race itself.
To breathe poison into all these vermin that lived
And to induce the birth of new radiant beings

So that they might be born before | died.

But that was not to be. My inmost self

Did not agree that such a thing should happen.”

The poet was deeply touched by this divulgence.

“There is a gleam gleaming in the darkest depths.

It would be a great day on which your virtues
Throw off their demon yoke and are themselves!”

“May be so and may not be so!” said Hitler.
“I respect your beliefs as you've respected mine.

What is your final summing up of me?” he asked.

“I will now bend my steps towards death.”
The poet asked: “What satisfaction

Can my summing up bring you, Sir?”
Hitler replied: “It is my belief

That a poet is a leader of the people.

In his light is the people’s verdict reflected.
The eyes of the people of all times

Are fixed on him. This is the role

Assigned to him in the drama of the world.”

The poet said: “It matters little

What your beliefs about the poet are.

A poet will survive them all.

Let it be. My mind about you I'll speak now.
You'll be remembered

As the sole paradigm of your century.

You have your place among immortals

Like Alexander, Hannibal, Julius Caesar
And Napoleon. People will say:
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“He lived and died like a man.

He strove hard to make his dream come true.

Even the sun and moon are not without spots.

The lamp-black eclipse, like that of Rahu and Ketu,
Seized them almost wholly

But for an aperture-circumference of light.

You have been a superman of the age of science.
And an inverted devotee.

That would be a day of days

On which you cast off your slough of demonhood.”

Said Hitler getting ready to go:

“I shall now be with death.

You say my aim was foul and my means too.
I do not worry in the least about your beliefs.
I do not accept them.”

He started stepping towards the door

And was somewhat uncomfortable.

The poet knew his mind and said:

“Please do not worry.

You have done enough for me.

I am the only human being you have met
After Eva Brown’s death.

This will make me famous all over the land.”

Bidding farewell to poet

Hitler then went forth into the father-city,
Shadowed by death, to meet his doom.
Immortal with the ominous title, ASURA.

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Udupi Rajagopalacharya
Ananthamurthy was a poet,
novelist and scholor. He earned
his Doctorate from the
University of Buckingham and
taught English literature at the
University of Mysore. Beside
poetry he wrote several novels
and other fictions. His novels
Samskara, Bara, Avasthe, Mouni
and Deeksha have been made
into films. He was conferred
with prestigious
Padmabhooshan, Rajyotsava
and Jnanapeetha awards.

U.R. Ananthamurthy (1932-2014)

Who Are You?

In London, if asked, “Who are you?”
“I'm Indian,” as if to say,
I'm not a Paki.

In Delhi, I'm a Kannadiga

In Bangalore, a Malnadi

In Shimoga, I'm from Tirthalli
In Tirthalli, born in Melige

In Melige, there’s no need to ask
I am this caste, this man’s son

That | am all of the above, effortlessly
is what | believe, excuse me

My grandmother died, like her grandmother,
only after drinking Ganga water from the jug in god’s room
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Ganga stills remains
in the same greening copper jug

Grandmother didn't have to give her address like | have to
Nor did Yajnavalkya

To all the ancient sages, salutations.

[
Translated into English by Suketu Mehta
and Sharath Anantha Murthy)
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G.S. Shivarudrappa (1926-2013)

Guggari Shantaveerappa
Shivarudrappa was a poet and
scholar. About a dozen of poetry
collections are in his credit
including Sahitya Academy
Award winning Kavyartha
Chintana. He served as a
Professor at Maharaja College
of Mysore’s Osmania University
and retired as the director of
Kannada Study Centre of
Bangalore University. He was
also awarded Nadoja,
Nrupatunga, the title of
Rashtrakavi (Poet Laureate) by
the Government of Karnataka
and Pampa awards.

My Pocket

Do not put your hand into my pocket,
Brother. It is mine and no one else
Should meddle with it. There may be
Many things in it. It is not your cocern.

My bank book, my debt account, my love letters,
It could be anything. But it is mine.
You cannot sort out my troubles. Let them

Be. Give me just your friendship.

No, do not worry about the contents
Of my pocket. | do not worry about yours.

Let the sky between us be clear

Of clouds. That is sufficient.
o

Translated into English by G.S. Amur
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Siddalingaiah is a poet, critic,
playwright and fiction writer.
He has three poetry collections,
some theatrical plays and an
autobiography in his credit. One
of the founders of Dalit
sangharsh Samiti, Siddalingaiah
is regarded as the pioneer of
Dalit Literature in Kannada. He
has received Dr. Ambedkar
Award, Bharatiya Dalit Sahitya
Academy Award, Karnataka
Sahitya Academy Award among
other honors.

Siddalingaiah (1954)

Thousands of Rivers

But yesterday,

they came like a mountain,
my people.

They arrived in hordes

my men,

yesterday!

Black faces bearded with silver
burning eyes red with rage

burst through the blankets of sleep
breaching the bounds of night.

Earth heaved in the mountains of my men
and quaked to their dance of rage

and those who crawled in lines of ants
rose in paws of jungle beasts

and those who crept like reptiles

rose in cobra hoods.
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They rose, my men, in mountains
shouting the red song

Down, down Inequality

own caste Hierarchy

Down the bug that fattens on money.

Ah, they flooded and flowed in rivers,

my people,

yesterday!

The town and village they inundated
they plunged to depths of unknown roots
they floated to heights of unseen stars.

See how by the bushes and under the trees
in the streets and in the alleys

they gather in hordes,

my people,

flushing down the ranks of headmen’s power
and the files of money-lenders away.

These shroud a shriek of defiance

those are struck dumb,

those thunder from angry throats

those fall silent

Ah, the winds of Hevolutio,

my people

have seized the throats of those cut-throats.

See how in the whirlwind

twist the police batons

and knives of secret agents

see how like twigs and dry leaves
spin the debris of Vedas

of puranas and shastras.
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See how the dirt of ammunition

and hardware of gun-men

whirling the whirlwind

of Revolution!

Ah, my people

how they flooded in thousands of rivers
to swell in Revolutionary Sea.

o
Translated into English by P. Rama Moorthy
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Palyada Lankeshappa,
popularly known as P. Lankesh,
was a prominent Kannada poet,
fiction writer, playwright,
translator, critic, editor,
filmmaker, screenplay writer
and journalist. Beside poetry, he
has penned several short stories,
theatrical plays and critical
essays including an
autobiography. He was awarded
the Sahitya Academy Award,
Karnataka Sahitya Academy
Award, B .H. Shreedhara Award
& Karnataka Nataka Academy

Award among other.

P. Lankesh (1935-2000)

Avva”

My mother,

black, prolific earth mother,

a green leaf, a festival of white flowers;

earthier with every burn,

with every pang

more fruit and petal;

her limbs thrilled to children’s kicks:

laying down the basket on her head,

she groaned, closed her eyes, never opened them again.

She raised a hundred measures of millet
to please my father

and win a bracelet for her arm;

swilling water for each clod of earth,

for pepper, pea, millet and grain,

* mother in Kannada.
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she ploughed with her hand:
blossoming in flowers, ripening in fruit,
she watched over the fields,

spending her youth in a tatter of saris.

She died, she did:

what'’s the age of a hag bent double?

how many new year moons,

how many festival of sugar bread

over the live coals? How many times

had she wept, this woman,

for coin, for dead calf, for ruined grain?

How many times had she roamed the villages
for some ancient runaway buffalo?

No, she was no Savitri,

no Sita or Urmila,

no heroin out of history books,

tranquil, fair and grave in dignity;

nor like the wives of Gandhi and Ramakrishna.
She didn’'t worship the gods

or listen to holy legends;

she didn’t even wear, like a good wife,

any vermillion on her brow.

A wild bear
bearing a litter of little ones,

she reared a husband, saved coins in a knot of cloth;

like a hurt bitch, she bared her teeth,
growled and fought.

She was mean, crooked, ready to scratch like a monkey;

her only rule: whatever raises a family.
She would burn and flare
if a son went wild, or the husband elsewhere.
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A jungle bear has no need for your Gita,
My mother lived

for stick and grain, labour and babies;
for a rafter over her head,

rice, bread, a blanket;

to walk upright among equals.

Admiration, tears, thanks:

for bearing and raising us;

for living in mud and soil, for leaving as she did,
as if leaving home for the fields,

cool as usual,

in the middle of small talk.

Translated into English by A.K. Ramanujan
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Nissar Ahmed is a poet,
translator, thinker and writer. A
professor of geology, Ahmed,
has published about a dozens of
poetry collections. He is
considered as an experimentalist
in his poetry. He was conferred
with various prestigious awards
and honors including India’s
Padmashree Award, Nadoja
Award, Soviet Land Nehru
Awards, State Sahitya Academy
Awards and Anakru Award.

K.S. Nissar Ahmed (1936)

America America...

Whenever your American Way of Life is raised to the sky,
| feel like pulling off one by one you folk’s ties, suits, skirts,
lifting from the blood-baths the Spaniards, Germans,

the Portuguese, the Englishmen, the Negroes,

the pirates, the killers, the adulteresses,

and throwing them at you and laughing alone—

but | see Lincoln, Kennedy, King,

and | shutter, stumble, bow my head, and keep quiet.

Whenever, in the name of stamping out Communists and
Nazis,

you tuck up people’s lives and brag about it in Life, Time,
etcetera.

I want to spit on you, drink vodka,

and talk Castro, De Gaulle, Ho Chi Minh, and Nasser—

but the Chinese and Pakistani invasions stab my memory

and | see your hand of friendship, terrifying
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and six thousand miles long
and | shut my mouth.

When you fly flags of culture on the Empire State Building,

| see the male macho eyes in nightclubs and on the beaches,
the 007s,

The Hollywood beat, the twist, the mental somersaults,

hashish, marijuana, LSD, the condoms, the perverse itches,

the Mafioso, the divorces at the rate of twenty-five a minute,

and | want to crow, clap my hands,

and broadcast it all to the world.

Lady Liberty faces the world and keeps her back to you—

I'd turn her around so that she can face your heart’s slums,
the black Harlems—

I'd snatch away the toy guns you give your children as
birthday gifts,

and gave them Bibles, Gitas, and Korans instead—

I'd like to give the lustre of Eastern sages

to your folks’ pale morning—after bedsheet faces—

I'd like to rub the Nehru rose on LBJ’s lips

and iron out all the knit brows

and the lines on his forehead—

America, America,

whenever you brag about your power

I'd like to tweak your ears and tell you about

the victories of the young Vietcong

rubbing out armies like bedbugs,

the shame and defeat of your CIA

overturning governments and setting up Yes-Men,
and your ladders to the moon and the satellites
that fell into the sea.

But then | remember
your wheat loans, your LP480s,
and foreign policy seals my lips.
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I stomach the fact

that there’s no country quite like you,

that when an elephant falls, it's still taller than a horse.
So, | sew up my lips, America,

and | bow to you.

Whenever | bitch about and resent
all that growth of yours

which devours me silently in the new,
our poverty

our population

our geography

stop my tongue

and teach me lessons in patience.

o
Translated into English by A.K. Ramanujan
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| Chandrashekar Patil,
popularly known as ‘Champa’;
is a poet, dramatist, playwright,
critic, editor and social activist.
He has written many plays

| including Ardha Sathyada
Hudugi (Girl of Half Truth). He
is considered as one of the
frontier voices of Bandaya
Chaluvali, a revolutionary
movement in Karnataka. He also
has served as the President of
Kannada Sahitya Parishad. He
has been awarded by the
Karnataka Sahitya Academy for
his poetry.

Chandrashekar Patil ‘Champa’ (1939)

Once upon a Time

Once upon a time,

my friends,

this sky knew no limit

and this earth, no boundary.

Whatever you shouted then
became a song. But

none listened.

Wherever your feet took you
became a path. But

none to follow you.

But when lips are sealed

and feet chained,

just a struggle of the feet

(the chains may not be broken, but.)
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you might light up
the milky way in the sky.

Just an attempt to break the silence—
(You may not produce a syllable, but.)
the earth might

break out into a chorus.

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Baraguru Ramachandrappa is
a poet, novelist, playwright,
short story writer, literary critic
and film director as well. His
work includes novels,
collections of poetry, short story
collection, drama, and research
and criticism. Kanasina
Kannike, Marakutika and
Maguvina Haadu are some of his
poetry collections. A recipient of
Karnataka State Film Award
Ramachandrappa was also
awarded by the Karnataka
Sahitya Academy for his literaty
. - contribution.
Baraguru Ramachandrappa (1947)

Peacock Field

Who harvested the crop

That stood smilingly in the peacock fields yesterday?
If eyes closed here, frogs overflow wells

Memories peeled off in sleep.

Mind flowered out in dream-nurtured

I know not who smeared it in blood.

The light that was reaped with sweat
Stole it who in the darkness, | know not.

Revenge laid an egg in sword fighting
Love’s dead in the soil

Pain, overflows in street by street
Remains frozen in the eyes.

Sweat in flowing river, sweat in scorching sunlight
In the darkness, in the naked Sun

56 / Eternal Voice

T

|



ST THEST (T ]%)
HIL g1

TSR A1 SISHT fesia qeehrse spioteen! et
HHS Hil?

st faftedr o Famere 9 Fife Fesa EnaEs
FRTEh! I B STa Hf0RE|

HUATeh! RERS Hihal 7

TRl B, SHUS VAT et B 98|
AT hIeehl TSRS

HHS Heh! 81 AR, o1&l B AT

gfeiee T3 3Uel IR TER JGHT
TS 7ehl B UH
TehuSsh 1S el

AT ST ekt Wehl SIfd A1 |

SRREeh! o= 9feT, SReteeh! FRfehtom afaT

AT AT/ L



The sweat’s writing all around
Thirsty to devour all the life’'s ocean
Evaporated, thinking it may sweat.
Life’s ocean, a burning anthill
Every wave, a hissing cobral!

No, the sweat that awaits dawn
Gives no life here

Sun never opens eyes to see

Ocean remains unchurned

Nectar never oozes out, even a drop.

Finally, repeated requests
Beget no tears;
Sweat made naked

Darkness that sat closing the doors, rules.

Sapling planted in Birth

Death, who Kkills all

Why don’t you die?

While the star weeps

Over strangled bird’s neck
Why don’t you show up?

Hidden among the elements
Oh, scheming death,

Left shattered

The dream house built in sweat.

A nest of thunder in the clouds

A bud of lightning in the soil

A burning coal doll among the branches
Light in the boulder turned blind!
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Hundred anthills in a rundown shelter
Pictures flung down on a snake’s tongue
Seeking life in a butcher’s shop

Our dream: live to die.

Planting a sapling of death in birth

Awaiting meticulously for ripened fruit
Nourished and watered amidst daily difficulties
Wasting life, longing for a ripened fruit.

Tell me Death, tell me

Which corner do you sit

Covering yourself with ‘life stress’ blanket unseen?
How come you appear suddenly,

Like an arrow shot at Karna!”

o
Translated into English by Sadananda

* Karna of Mahabharatha
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Siddaiah Puranik was a poet,
lyricist and administrator. He is
well renowned as a modern
vachanakara. His major
compositions include
‘Jalapatha’, ‘Vachanodhama’,
‘Vachana-nandhana’, ‘Vachana
Rama’ among other. He served
for Indian Administrative
Service in Karnataka. He
received many prestigious
honors and awards including
Karnatkaka Rajya Academy
Award, Belwara Award and
Malavada award.

|

Siddaiah Puranik (1918)

Vachanodyana

1
The earth’s my mother
The sky my father
But Thou, birthless One
The father and mother of both,
Swatantra dheera siddheshwara!

2
Having crushed the seed,
how can you look for the sprout, brother?
Having destroyed the sprout,
how can you have the seedling, brother?
Having snipped the seedling,
how can you expect the bud, brother?
Having nipped the bud,
how can you find the flower, brother?
Having plucked the flower,
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how can you long for the fruit, brother?
Swatantra dheera siddheshwara,

Can Thy creation, or this human life,
have any significance, apart from Thee?

3
In the incubator of Infinity,
perhaps,
countless worlds are biding like eggs;
but in one
multitudinous beings are born, and die!
Perchance,
their struggle for existence
has brought thee a headache!
So
Hast Thou given up the act of creation
in numberless other worlds,
deeming it as futile?
I hope not, Father &
For
a Gandhi, Tagore or Aurobindo
though born one in a century
proves quite the contrary.
When this is so &
when centuries to come

can boast of bringing forth as many superman &

why this dudgeon,
Swatantra dheera siddheshwara?

4
Swatantra dheera siddheshwara
If | were to be reborn

let me be a Kannadiga and

a devotee of Basava &

If not,

64 / Eternal Voice



e orA fod et afida et aref?
A= ¥R fager

Tl st steifq A Aersiiaen!

T dTgeh 318 o + 21 B 1?2

3
SHHddlehl g H]
e
s fages sverh SifyReen &1
W TS
ST Sftel SITeRt B T T &)
e
foes areTent @I TREH! TgHe
frieEorR g:@ S Bl
[RREEC)
% vt o1& sraee fagm
gfwent =1 wifefeus
fofieEars s T@R?
I T 9 S T W U A fr..
IEREE]
TR, NI T eRfa<
NIIEE i R SRR
g i)
& A T ...
T 3T VA RES
R TRTPEY foux o1 e T T, .
B =t sy
wa R fagat?

4
A o A
gfe 7 B s s\
TS TS ShAfem T
T Yo Y.
R

RUCERECICIE WACES



Rather than be the ambrosia of the gods
let me be the buttermilk available to the poor;

Rather than be the Airavata proclaiming the glory of India

let me be a devotee’s bullock;

Rather than be the Kalpataru favouring the rich
let me be a bush yielding berries to the poor;
Let me not be

Yama's buffalo

but Dattatreya’s dog;

Not a coffer holding

the pearls and jewels of the rich

but the toolbag of Hadapada Appanna!

5
Some doubting Thomases
laugh at my deep belief in Thee!
But | say,
stop, show me something more worthy of faith,
I will give Thee up and believe it.
Shattering faith’s easy
But how difficult
to attain the bliss of faith!
Thou art the life breath of faith &
The Faith Supreme!
| feel no shyness
to declare my abiding faith in Thee
Swatantra dheera siddheshwara!

6
How if too many paths
leave us no land to till?
How if too many lanes
leave us no room to build?
How if involved in many arguments
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we have no time for small talk?
How if listening to many preaches
we confound ourselves?

This is a delicate seedling

don’t transplant it everyday;

This is a poor child

may it not be handled by many &
Make me walk Thy path,

imbibe Thy teaching,

and speak the truth,

Swatantra dheera siddheshwara.

Translated into English by the poet himself
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Kalegowda Nagavara is a poet,
novelist and folklorist. He has
written about two dozens of
books on folklore including
‘Janapada Sahitya’ and
‘Bayaluseemeya Lavanigalu’.
His other prominent work
includes ‘Garigedarida Navilu’
and ‘Manadalada Kanasugalu’.
He is the founder and director of
“Bandaya Sahitya Movement’
and chairperson of “Karnataka
Janapada and Yakshagana
Academy’. Presently, he is a
professor at Mysore University.

Kalegowda Nagavara

Kavita

At the moment of your blossoming
the fragrant darling, Kavita

this bank became wet and cool

as the flood swelled and overflowed.

The boy being shy

is standing on the other bank
poor fellow

now he’s craving to have her
near him, pleads incessantly
with great anxiety.

Whether he stole or didn’t steal anything
but he gave the account

however hotch-potch it is

is there anything that does not melt

in the vicinity of a red-hot man?

Is there anything that does not recede?
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Brand new form of dream manifested itself.

and

then again when you blossomed

the peacocks of seven hues danced
the song-bird’s throat

rejoiced there with ease and comfort.

The luscious climber here
wearing flowers in abundance
did actually mock at everyone
the beautiful maiden

followed incessantly

the counting of tiny things matured
the clever guy

arrow of the bow

being in accord

embraced tightly

etwined in amorous excesses
then the two rose up, victorious.

This way:

The fringe of your robe
And the edge of your eye
A deceitful life

Beauty inside the colour

Sa vast

Is that not so, Kavita?
You were born with
the waves of sighs

the dream-world leaves
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the sprout and blossoms and lightings
being one with constant joy

and the people’s pain and privation
you are the friend with warmth

come closer, the elegant one,

come quickly here...

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Prof. Doddarange Gowda is a
lyricist, screenplay writer and
politician. His poetry collection
‘Kannu Naalage Kodalu’ is
widely acclaimed. He has
penned lyrics for around five
hundred songs. He has written
dialogues for about a dozen of
feature films and has scripted
over a hundred of tale-serials.
He received Karnataka Sahitya
Academy Award and was
awarded Best Lyricist Award
multiple times.

Doddarange Gowda (1946)

The Road to Kathmandu

1
On the road to Kathmandu
Sights inexhaustible
There appear chasms
Issuing free tickets on abysses
Crooked turning points
At every step
Birds sitting quietly
Stopping their chorus
Scared of the pressing chill.

Mountain streams,
Sporting like children
Buses crawling

Like tortoise

Countless forms come close
Like wave after wave
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And whisper
Into the heart of hearts.

2
On the way to Kathmandu
At every step
Sky-high trees on parade
Clouds playing hide-and-seek
With travelers,
Winking hills with silver-white caps on
Glittering green tiers of fields.

With their giant's eyes

The huge scares

The life out of the unaware
Traveler

Toy-like wooden houses
Like a joke,

The evoke a new world
And take root

In the hard of hearts.

3
On the way to Kathmandu
Blinking-eyes, tomato-checked
Dwarfish girls,
Saddled with burdens
Valiant Gurkhas marching
In the silence of cleft of mountains.

While unwinding the skein of memory
The road to Kathmandu

Isn’'t myriad-coloured dream

It's true real;

The golden granary of Nepal.

o
Translated into English by Prof. Hayagriva Achar
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Siddalinga Pattana Shetty is a
poet, story writer, biographer,
playwright, novelist, essayist,
and a famous saint and
performer. ‘Nina’, ‘Aurangazeb
and Other Poems’, Paradesi
Songs, Hundred of Verses are
some of his poetry collections.
He has a story collection, two
biography and many plays and
novels in his credit. He has
translated many Hindi plays into
Kannada and has performed
many stage performers.

Siddalinga Pattana Shetty (1939)

Song Lost

My favourite song is lost
In which forest do | seek
In which land do | search

The land tired in thirsty moans
Where do | get the contentment
The water has gone dry with the cloud

Can the divine river flow here
Lost is the love of my song

In which lyric do | search it
What way to get it

The ocean waits

For the flowing streams and
Happy rivers

Dreams haunt, mind dull
Coiled is the mute mind
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Lost is the rhythm of my emotion
In whose mind should | peep
Which strings do | play

The whisp of air becoming a storm
The breath the ugly body

Can mirth be gained by

The life, tormented with burning path

Lost is the link of companion
In which gathering should | seek
In whose company should | search

| still hope of descending rain and
Soaked satisfied earth

Still lurks in my mind

The dancing babies entering

Opening the door to bring the auroma

The song playing the yard of nectar
The wood mirthfully playing the companionship
Getting my lost endearing song

My favourite song is lost
In which forest do | seek
In which land do | search

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Dr. Jayanth Gowrish Kaikini
is a poet, lyricist, short story
writer, TV host and scriptwriter.
His poetry and story collections
include ‘Ondu Jilebi’,
‘Charminaar’, ‘Rangadindostu
Doora’, ‘Kotitirtha’and
‘Shravana Madhyama’. He is
regarded as one of the most
significant among younger
writers in Kannada today. He

| was awarded ‘Karnataka Sahitya
Academy Award’, ‘Kusumagraji
National Award’, ‘Dinkar Desai
Poet Award among other.

Jayanth Kaikini (1955)

The Last Word

The poem’s last word is gazing elsewhere
like a child at the window seat,
being both inside and out.

Some say that’s where everything ends
or where it all begins—with the last word
and it's impossible to really end a poem.
You've to harden yourself and move on
like mountaineers leaving

exhausted companions behind.

It's better for hired words

to quietly do their work.

They've traversed long distances

on the tongue,

seen old detours in new dreams.

Like a pitcher that slipped into a well

They’re resurfacing in the mind after eons now.
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Some find words suddenly

like spotting a dusk-hued shell

on a desolate shore

or like stumbling upon a baby’s fallen boot
on a fairground the day after.

Like an orphaned, forgotten mirror in a scrap-yard,
they beckon you to come see your face in it,

and some like a biscuit slipped from fingertips
sink soggily to the bottom of the teacup

and swell and scare you.

Only unfortunate words end up being picked
as the poem'’s title

like a numbered placard

hanging around a convict’'s neck.

And the word which has crept quietly

and embedded itself in the middle of the poem

enjoys a momentary illusion of emancipation

'cos it can’t be spotted easily or isn’t bound by any rule

that it must take a plunge to the next line.

And even if it falls and breaks its leg

The screams cannot rise quickly from the chasm of wordless
silence.

And whose poem is it anyway?

Certainly not the poet’s

or else he wouldn’'t have abandoned it like this
in the middle of the marketplace.

But look how the last word of the poem

gazing askance

has clung tightly to the poem’s neck with its two tiny hands
like a reluctant child on the first day of school,

in mortal fear.

([
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Professor Dr. Vijayashree
Sabarad is a poet, playwright
and educator. She has published
several poems such as Jwalanta
(Burning issue), Lakshmana
Rekhe Datidavaru (Ones who
crossed the line of Lakshmana)
and Mugila Mallige (Skies
Jasmine). Her plays include
Eradu Natakagalu (Two plays)
and Urilinga (Burning Shiva).
She is awarded the Karnataka
Rajyotsava Prashasti, Attimabbe
and Chimmalagi Kavya Award
among other.

Vijayashree Sabarad (1957)

The Tragedy | Witnessed

Metals blossom into art

Home of Bidriware, where

Wearing the crimson kumkum (on the forehead)
Attired in a green saree

Responding to the gentle cool breeze.

In the garden of the mind
Dreams of multi-coloured charm
Flying with wings spread out.
Birds in procession

Chirping sweet.

In the midst of ripe buds

That opens up into beautiful
Blossoms wafting fragrance around
Ram, Rahim and Guru Nanak
Breathing peace.
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Then, cannibals and crocodiles
Cunning foxes that pounce and kill
Invited the thunder bolt

Into the fort.

When nature herself was raped

And crimson soil grew more crimson
The anger of man turned into fire
Corpses floated in open wells

An prison walls thundered!

On the red hot ashes of human values
In humanity’s death-dance.

Sparkling life

Shining stars

Got imprisoned in dark-depths

The sun and the moon faded into dimness!

Thus
In this deserted crimsoned soil
In the roaring crow-cacophony
My heart pines and pines
To hear the kokil's song
Again and again!

[

Translated into English by Prof. S. Anantha Narayan
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Chennaveera Kanavi is a poet
and writer. He is considered as
one of the leading writers in the
Kannada language. His poetry
book ‘Jeeva Dhwani’ received
the SahityAAkademi Award in
1981. He was awarded the
Sahitya Kala Kaustubha,
Karnataka Kaviratna Award and
several other honors. He has
been honored as ‘Bharatratna’
and he is also called as
‘Samanvayada Kavi’ and
‘Soujanyada Kavi’ popularly.

Chennaveera Kanavi (1928)

| Do Not Intend to Write a Poem

| do not intend to write a poem right now.

I am off to the office, after a meal, in a hurry,
By bus if | get one, or slowly on foot.

Holding tight to my coat and trousers,

Now loose. There is fresh pain.

In my right ankle, though the wound healed

Years ago. The watch given to me at my wedding
Needs repairs now and then, but its delicate machine
Holds me by its magic. As | take the road.

Buffaloes, the pride of our town, cross my way,
Urinating, defecating, their happy tails

In constant motion, and spring laughs

In the roadside trees, sharing the joy of children
On their way to school, sleeping

Through bicycles, cars, and scooters,

Carrying bagfuls of books on their shoulders.
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At the office, tables and chairs: following

The procedures, files; replies to letters; circulars;

Heaps of notes and comments, complaints on the phone,
The orderly progress knotted by red-taped problems;
The rhythmic tread of typewriters heard

Above the din and noise; in the end

The outward dispatch, signed from top to bottom.

(How could the job be left unfinished?)

The evening approaches. | straighten my back

And float towards light and air, in the open

Cows returning home, chewing their cuds

Songs from transistor radios hanging

From young shoulders;

Sweat on the forehead of women crushed

By loads of firewood; shadows descending from the hills:
A line of silver birds drifting in the mid sky

Floating with unforgettable memories

On the playgrounds, it is all cricket.

As | climb the house steps, | turn around to see
The red of daily toils dying in the sky;

A couple of dim stars just risen,

Motionless birds in the nests above,

What have | accomplished today?

What acts of heroism?

The endless task of yoking yesterday

To today, finding answers to tomorrow’s challenges?
This is the way we go round and round in circles.
The world’s labor finds its rhythm in meters,
Emerging from blank verse, treading softly

In the freedom of free verse.

o
Translated into English by G.S. Amar
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B.A. Sanadi is a renowned poet,
writer and radio personality. He
_‘ has published about two dozens
| of books of different genre.

| Some of his famous books are
Babasaheb Ambedkar,
Burkhaada Hudugi, Ooru Keri,
Janakavya Drishti, Shantigondu
savalu and Hosa Hosa Hoove.
He has received the prestigious
Pampa Award, Kannada
Rajyotsava Award, Shreshta
Horanada Kannadiga Award,
Niranjana Prashasthi and
KaranthAward.

B.A. Sanadi (1933)

The Sun

They say:

The sun sets in the west.
Having risen in the east
Why does he do the opposite
Or

Does he really rise and set?
I'm not sure:

Are you?

Like parasitic creatures

Stuck to the earth

We move and move

Around the sun

Ignoring in the process

Who's really on the run

We or the sun?

We wrap the truth with our slogan:
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We do at dawn witness the sunrise
And hence the sunset not a surprise!

Day in and day out

The streams, the rivers, the sea waters,

The trees, the creepers, the fruits and flower
All smile at the sun with a grace;

But why do we put up a gloomy face

Even when there’s enough day-light

And why do we keep on groping

In the darkness after the sunset?

Are we scared of facing the truth

While failing to judge our own worth?

[
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Professor Dr. Sumatheendra
Raghavendra Nadig was a poet
and writer. He was well versed
in Kannada, English, Hindi,
Marathi, Konkani and Bengali
Language. His Major poem,
‘Panchabhut’, is considered to
be an original contribution to
modern Indian literature. He
received many awards including
the Karnataka Rajyothsava
Prashasti, Dinakara Pratishtana
Prashasti, Aryabhata Award,
Vishveshwaraiah Sahitya
Prashasti and V.M. Inamdar
Prashasti.

Sumatheendra Nadig (1935)

[
I

What an Old Man Told Me in Philadelphia

We love children, our grandchildren

May or may not come to see us.

Once or twice a year

They will speak to us on the phone

Or send us cards on the Grandfather’'s Day

Or on the Grandmother’s Day or greet us before Christmas.

This is no country for old men

Where we are not even living memories;
We are living corpses, interesting only
For studies in geriatrics or

Sociological studies in ageing.

We have dreamt of golden countries
Where it is not crime to be old.

The young in one another’'s arms
Will have their adventure and fun;
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But lisping, babbling children

Not caged in cribs or rooms

Nor ill-treated by baby-sitters,

With gleaming innocence in their eyes.
Their world uncontaminated

By the ideas for decay and death,

Play around their grandparents.

In their mirth they do not keep away

Their grandparents as corpses

But will touch them, kiss them and ask
Intriguing questions, pester them to tell them
Marvelous stories

And make the old forget their loneliness.

We do not mellow,

But we feel hollow and morbid. We feel
Depressed by looking at depressed faces
We are sick of wheel chairs

And sick of each other’s old jokes.
Starved for love, we are full of hatred.
The only other feeling is dread.

In this country of perpetual adolescence

We know that decay cannot be stopped,

We know that dwindling energy cannot be stopped.

We know that pursuit of happiness is a romantic myth.

We also know

That our loneliness can be reduced

If only there is life around us,

If only there is the laughter of little children.

o
Translated into English by the poet himself

102 / Eternal Voice



T Il T SISl fIsTemT gf &
T SEheE

T q SUGH! GHTRHT T B
ST SATETeh! Affha] FHITaert
forfreeent IO gftd g7 oA

qcgeh! &TIeh! SN foie

ST STSTersteh! IR Tet B

ST GEeh TR DS 2@l T 37 faies
SRz IICISE R [GH

T e B Rl T9EE

Y GRS, TR o 9 = fror

T foaisfer &1 ol e Joeeet!

FE HERT &

WG T T ST TS |

T ST STRREE 2R 3Th STaHEu gl
feataaiafa fom IfiTEchenl © BHIoR

T USHTShiehl 9T 351 YeRg=<T Uf oTer HgHeheh! B
T TSR BT BSUTELEhT

B STIgS ITaT wiuent Bf

TG e SHET T A deh B

Al 1 foheiE®eh! Hegeh

BHIOE U8 ©, i U Foed eTFers

T8 B, VS TS T HHSTE UH o hilos

UqE B, GHIOR TSI bl TS hHicqd 98 o1 T

TR A1 Uit ae ®

HTS Tfeh=S THT TehToh IS

7fg g aRuR Sfteq g7 &1 oA

T GHMI Sherchareh! giEl T IS & 9|

A ATE™ / 03



Dr. Sarjoo Katkar is a poet,
novelist, playwright, translator,
social worker and journalist. He
has published sixty-four books
that include poems, novels,
dramas, travelogue, biography,
research works and translation.
He is regarded as the first ever
journalist of Kannada to receive
Ph.D. He has been awarded
several prestigious honors and
awards including Karnataka
Sahitya Academy Award and
Karnataka Government
Jagajivan Rama Prashasti.

Sarjoo Katkar

Mother

1
The baby she lifted never cried.
The sapling she planted never withered.
She was never an object of sorrow to anyone, anytime.

The words she uttered became vachanas”
And she departed smiling, the same way
She had appeared on the scene.

2
I have never seen you
Wear a silk saree.
I have never seen you
Wear a piece of gold ornament.
I have never seen you

* aphorism.
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Sitting peacefully in a corner
Till your last breath.

You have embraced
All the anguish of the world
As your own.

When you ground flour,

Tears flowed from your eyes.

Every ‘roti’ that was prepared by you
Was mixed with your tears.

For the very reason,

Even if the sky falls apart

I am able to lead a stoic life.

Tell me on which part of my heart
I should inscribe your name,

Or which University in the world
Should be named after you?

3
She flaunted a vermilion mark
On her forehead
As large as yours.

She wore an ordinary saree
As you do.

Her lips wore a smile

As beautiful as a flower.

Even in sorrow, she seemed to smile
With a sense of pride.

She wore glass bangles

To which had just stuck the jowar flour

Used for making ‘rotis.’
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She, who resembled you in all respects,
Had just passed in from of me.

Mother! | thought she was
Your own manifestation.

And | bowed to your image.

[
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Ramjan Darga is a poet, writer
and journalist. He has written
several books on Veerashivism
and has published a number of
poetry collections that include
‘Kavya Banthu Bidige’ and
‘Hokallali Hoovide’. ‘Basava
Prajne’, ‘Sahitya Mattu Samaja’,
‘Amrutha Mattu Visha’,
‘Basavadharmada
Vishwasandesha’ are some of
his acclaimed books. He has
received various awards
including ‘Rashtriya Basava
Puraskara’, ‘Rajyotsava

Prashasti’ and ‘Madhyama

Ramjan Darga (1951) Academy Prashasti’.

Manifesto

We are workers

When we ascend to power,

We shall convert the police and judges
Human, wholly human.

Tanks will turn into bulldozers
And our uneven land gets leveled.

At a gun’s mouth

A sparrow builds her nest.
Under ‘red lights’

Green parks will grow.

If we get chance, a single chance,
We’ll sow the seed of peace
All over the globe.
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Later:
Our children look up dictionary
To understand ‘Cenotaph.’

[
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Jambanna Amarachintha was
a poet and novelist. His
collections of poetry include
‘Munjavina Koralu’and ‘Adho
Jagattina Akavya’. His novel
‘Kurumayya mattu
Ankushadoddi’ is one among his
widely acclaimed work. He was
awarded with several awards
inluding ‘Karnataka Rajyotsava
Award’, ‘Karnataka Sahitya

;| Academy Award’, ‘Aryabhatta
Award’, ‘Kannada nadu Sahitya
Z7| Award’ among others. He is
popularly honored as ‘Bandaya

2/

Qe Y12 772008 844005, Zs Sahithi’ (Rebel writer).
ambanna Amarchinta (1945)

J

Petromax-Bearers-Koravaas

Who are these, who are these?
where do they go, these?

These have been moving

from generation to generation

bearing torches on their heads

they are the strangers even

no to those, not to those

but to their own shadows

these the pastoral prosodies

forgotten by the genius bards
who are these?

Heat of petromax over their heads
shoot of pain of hunger in the stomach
boiled and burnt in life all through
gone to grave being evaporated
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delivered the babe—'HUNGER’
each day from the womb—mother
who are these?

Those living and those looters
those won the minds of voters
gleamed bright in the light

of those torch-bearers

Who these are, who are these?
the unseen, invisible bearers
the bijili light bearers!!

They stood in darkness
hidden under the petromaxes
sinking slowly down

in the mire of darkness

Who are these?
who are these?

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Subbu Holeyer (1962)

H.K. Subbayya, known as

Subbu Holeyar is a poet, writer,

theatre director and social
activist. He is also the producer
of Tele programme. He has
published two collections of
poetry. His short story “Dhana
Kayadhavanu’ has been made
into a movie as ‘Kariya
Kanbitta’. He has received
several awards including
‘Karnataka Rajya Sahitya
Academy Award’ among other.
His poems have been included
several universities in Indian
state of Karnataka.

Even Now... There...

I could have simply stayed there,
Like my father and his father

And his father,

In the same house they lived, in the same alley
I could have, even now, been there &

| pinched myself
To make sure

That the image in the mirror was my own.
And some kind of a flash in my eyes.

Villages, cities, lanes,

Have undergone a change in course of time,
Forests and rocks have been bladed,
But the unbroken fences in my village

Are narrower.
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Not an inch has changed
My house with a platform in front
Against the shadows of the heaves.

The way my father stood, was

Like jumping over water that stood still
Like those numberless birds that flew
After having sailed on dream-boats
Even now, carefree revelry &there

Free from filth

Making vows to the village deities

Offering unbroken banana bunches from outside
And offering prayers from within

My grandpa, covering himself with a black blanket
Prayed to the goddess for the welfare of all.

He did forget my father,

And his father and his father,
But I—their grandson’s son’s son
I cannot forget.

Those that pinch the baby to cry and smile— there.

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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G .S. Siddalingaiah is a poet,
critic and writer. He has eighty
books to his credit. He presently
serves as a member of the
encyclopedia, Kannada section;
and member of Literature and
History of the Central Sahitya
Academy. He has received many
awards for his literary
contribution including Masti
Prashasti, state honor by the

| Kannada Sahitya Academy and
the Rajyotsava Award to name a
few.

G.S. Siddalingaiah

Ahalya

Is this from where we reach Mythila, My Lord?

1
Is this from where we reach Mythila, My Lord?
Some monastery was there you say.
Is this the hallowed land of meditation?
Desolate, forsaken and solitary
Cold, cold is the sacrificial fire.
Still are the incantations
Vanished is the smoke of the sacred flame;
Naught is there,
But the peace of the grave,
Caught and charred like fruit in wild-fire,
What terrible curse is laid on this land?
Is it where the stone-turned Ahalya frets and pines?

2
Thy beckonings to me enjoin silence
Caught am | in a whirlpool of emotions.
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Lo, | hear a voice
Imploring, begging and importuning!
The voice of grief and suffering
What music is in this voice!
Ahalya: Her course was lifted when blessed by Rama
What peace! The peace that passeth understanding!
The body and soul comingled
Silence you enjoin, My Lord!
But can dumbness prevail?

3
What memories of my former birth,
like fragrance, haunt me!
What light brighten my path!
Creation animated
The redeemed soul embodied
The voiceless bird
The silent bee gathering strength
Sing in full throated ease!
Inanimate earth quickness to life
Purged of sin, the innocent face.
Where have | seen it?
(The tale, where have | heard it?)
What sage is this?—
With torch-like eyes
What woman is she?—
The temple-idol!
Soft and soothing the flesh,
And warm the breath on the feet.
Steady the eye, fixed the gaze,
The mellowed soul,
The sage has now found a haven here
Her beauty is milk that soothes—
She kneels and bows to me like mine own child,
Ah! | recollect, she is Gowthama’'s woman!
Is this from where we reach Mythila, My Lord?

o
Translated into English by B.C. Wesley
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N. Shivashankar, better known
by his pen name Jaraganahalli
Shivashankar; is a well-known
Kannada poet and writer. He has
published several books that
include ‘Shubangi’, ‘Bugge’,
‘Male’, and ‘Vachana Sangama’
among other. Some of his works
are recorded in audio CDs. He
has received a number of awards
and honours including ‘Chutuku
Ratna’, ‘Karnataka Rajyotsa
Award’, ‘Basavajyothi State
Award’ and ~ Advisor Saahitya
Prashasti’.

Jaraganahalli Shivashankar (1949)

A Mystery

| travelled by train

The engine driver

Just a few bogies away
Was invisible to me

| travelled by plane

And took many a round
In the Sky

But the Pilot

Was beyond my purview

How can |,

Then

See the driver of

The Universe?

I mind my journeys
And He minds his duty
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H.S. Venkatesh Murthy is a
poet, lyricist and writer. His
published work includes
‘Shankhadolagina Mouna’,
‘Uttarayana Matthu’

‘Kannadiya Surya’, ‘Vaidehi’
and ‘Suneetha Bhava’. He is the
lyricist of songs like ‘Bannada
Hakki’, “Gili Gili Gejje,
Apoorva Rathna. He has been
honored with several prestigious
awards including ‘Bala
Puraskar’, ‘Kendra Saahithya
Academy Award’, ‘Karnataka
Saahithya Academy Award’,
‘Rajyotsava Award’ among
H.S. Venkatesha Murthy (1944)  many other.

Let the Children Be Children Forever

Don’t know he fell down from the tree, the child Duru.

His thigh is swollen this much! May be the bone is broken,

Thinks the palace-physician. It is padded up with bamboo.

The child has fallen asleep just now. Why the light is not
put out yet?

Saying comes in Kunti along with her elder son, hiding
behind

The pallu of her sari chewing at the tip of his shirt-sleeve.

Look at him, Yudhi, Duru’s thigh is broken! Eh! Why are
you crying?

You should not quarrel among yourselves from today
onwards, saya Kunti,

Stretching her hand to him. Yudhi comes near his younger
brother

And asks shall | press your leg? Duru with half opened
eyes holds Yudhi’s hand
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Says weeping: Don’t any body play with Bheema. Is it too
much pain?

Asks Yudhi stroking Duru’s head tenderely... Kunti looks
at Yudhi lovingly.

Now enters Bheema with halting steps out of guilt and
remorse

And tells Duru: Tomorrow you push me from the tree top

And | shall fall down. Duru says crying: No, my brother, it
pains like hell

If the thigh is broken. Kunti mumbles wiping her tears:

Be like this for ever children. Okay, but what was it that
happened later?

Children won't remain children for ever. They grow up. Their
moustaches

Beards, greed, wickedness, sefishness and jealousy grow.
The mothers

In Kurukshetra beat their heads and wail: Why, at all, do
the children grow up?

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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H. Dundiraj is a poet,
playwright and writer. He has
published forty-five books of
different genre in Kannada.
‘Hani darshini’, ‘Dundi Nage
Bandi’, ‘Hani Khajane’ and
‘Alilureve’are some of the
books he authored. He is
considered as an eminent
humour writer. Presently, he is
working as Assistant General
Manager in Corporation Bank
H.O. Mangalore.

H. Dundiraj (1956)

Another Siddhartha

In the beginning

this one was very much like one of us
living the way he was

among innumerable

sick and old people

and corpses

Then, he got up one day
all of sudden
and disappeared

The moment
he, by chance, saw somewhere
a healthy man
a youth
and an individual
really
living his life.
]

Translated into English by the poet himself
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Prof. T.V. Kattimani is a poet,
translator, writer and scholar. He
has published several books of
poetry, translation and research
works. His books in Kannada
include ‘Mungaru Male’ and
‘Mandal Commission’; whereas
‘Bharateeya Dalit Sahitya’ and
‘Katha Shesha’ are among his
books in Hindi. He has been
honoured with ‘Gangasharan
Singh National Award,’
Rajratnum Sahitya Paricharak
Prashasti and ‘Creative
Translation Award’ including
many more.

—_—
S i

T.V. Kattimani (1955)

Pleasure and Grief

He who considers

Others’ pains to be greater than

Hiw own, alone can know the

Meaning of grief

Often, grief strikes us in such a way
That it appears to be pleasure in disguise
Often, grief is mixed with pleasure

Like perfume mixed with the wind

Unlike pleasure, grief cannot be obtained from market
As it is available in plenty at home

When grief strikes us

It evaporates slowly

But happiness is in perennial unrest.

o
Translated into English by Basavaraj P. Donur
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Dr. Mallika S. Ghanti is a poet,
biographer and scholar. Her
poetry includes ‘Thuliyadiri
Nanna’, ‘Ee Hennugale Heege’
and ‘Rotti Mmattu Hudugi’
among many other. She has
published biographies of Ahalya
Baayi Holkar, Itagi
Bhumambike and Sangolli
Rayanna. She has received
several awards and recognitions
including Rajyothsava Prashasti,
Kavyananda Prashasthi,
Ratnamma Hegade Prashasti
and Vishweshwarayya
Prashasthi.

Mallika Ghanti (1959)

Skin-bag

This skin-bag
is no ordinary bag.

Men who have ruled

all the three worlds

have crawled here

for nine months without paying any rent.

The saints who have

considered this bag impure

have rolled in here

for nine months without paying any rent.

God men have taken shape
in this same skin-bag

and both Ram and Rahim
have forgotten this
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in their eagerness to serve the world.

In the marketplace of the world

the skin-bag is priced cheap

you could never ever

determine the value of this skin-bag

but do pay a rent in arrogance.

Putting a price tag to the womb-bag of woman
making mother a surrogate mother

you are humiliating and making fun

the poor and the poverty.

o
Translated into English O.L. Nagabhushana Swamy
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Dr. Basavaraj Sabarad is a
poet, essayist, playwright,
folklorist and critic. He has
published dozens of books. His
books like Sahitya Sangati,
Hosadikku and plays like
‘Pratiroopa,” ‘Narabali’ are
widely acclaimed. Abhinaya
Gangotri, a drama company, is
considered as one of his greatest
contributions to the Kannada
theatre. He was awarded
Karnataka Nataka Academy
Award, Karnataka Janapada
Prashasti and Kuvempu

L 4 Prashasti including many more
Basavaraj Sabarad (1954) awards.

Three Questions

The other day,

Seeing the people

Who were about to leave for Ayodhya
For constructing a temple,

Where a mosque had been
Demolished there earlier,

The child asked:

“Daddy! Does God too

Shiver from cold?”

Then,

Visions of people

Who lost their hearths and homes
At Killari, in the terrible earthquake,
And their pains and sufferings,
Conjure up before my eyes.
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Yesterday,

After the anointment ceremony
Of the Gomateshwar”

At Shravanabelagola,

The child asked:

“Daddy! Why doesn’t
Gomateshwar have breeches?”

Then,

I remember

Thousands of baby Gomateshwars
Roaming the streets and bylanes
Without breeches.

Today

When aAbomb explodes
In a temple

In the heart of the town,
The child asks:

“Daddy! Who killed God?”

Tell me what | should
Say, or reply?

Translated into English by Dr. V.K. Venkataramana

* A giant monolithic, naked statue of Bahubali which undergoes

anointment ceremony once in 13 years.
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B.R. Lakshmana Rao is a poet,
lyricist, novelist and playwright.
His books include Hani
Darehani, Dundinage Bandi,
Hani Khajane, Aliluseve and
Mani Mohini among some
more. His poems are translated
into English, Hindi, Malayalam,
Tamil, Telugu, Oriya, Bengali
and Kashmiri languages. He has
received several awards
including ‘Karnataka Sahitya
Academy Award’, Chutuku

| Ratna Award and

| Vishveshwarayya Sahitya
Prashasti among other

| Salute God

| salute God

For giving milk-filled breasts

To my mother

And to me a hungry mouth;
Besides for retaining in me

A passion for well-grown breasts.

| salute God

For giving the rainbow

Not just the red

But all the seven distinct colours
Such as green, yellow and orange
And to me

Wonder-filled eyes.

| salute God
For giving me hands
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And keeping Himself away.

For giving me legs

And making me lose my way in the forest.
And though He did not give

The fruits of the sky

To my outstretched searching hands,

For giving the firm earth

Under my feet.

| salute God

For the hammer that pounds and crushes,
For the chisel that shapes,

For the unfeeling sugarcane-press

That forces out the juice

And also for at least a few

Hooked-drags and soaring rockets.

| salute God

For giving the base

For the joy and continuity of life

Inside the tender vulva

And the support of the hard erect pillar of the phallus
Inside the body’s gutter.

| salute God

For giving the throbbing sprout

Not only between the splits of a pulse
But also at the tip of the lonely corn
And in every innerself

An Atmalinga.

| salute God

For giving the deer for the tiger
The lamb for the wolf

And man for man;
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For giving thick-skin to the trampler,
Sweat for the labourer,

The wine of renunciation to the escapist
And the power-packed

Eunuch-words to the poet.

| salute God

For giving the smile

Only to man among all creatures

And a variety of smiles;

For giving the ladder to climb

And the snake to bite;

For giving a multitude of reasons to fight,
Disillusion in the end

And the mysterious death.

And especially

| salute God

For giving me the intellect
To pose omniscience

And argue with terrible logic
That God does not exist
And crave restlessly for Him
In my deep solitude

And struggle endlessly

With my self-respect.

[
Translated into English by Sumantheendra Nadig
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Mogeri Gopalakrishna Adiga
was a poet, short story writer,
essayist and translator. He has
about two dozens of books in
his credit. Chandamaddale,
Bhoomigeetha and Vardhamana
are some of his poetry
collections and Kannada
Abhimana, Vichara Vimarshe
are among his short story
collections. He received the
Kendra Sahitya Academy
Award, Kabir Sanman and
Pampa awards including many
other awards and honors.

M. Gopalakrishna Adiga (1918-1992)

Past

1
They haunt me, the mysterious foetuses of the past;
The stale air of the sunken old well
rises on all fours crawling upside down
entwining the sunbeam that sings a lullaby
and charges towards the basil bush.

The stalk-detached navel-cord and

the severed rat’s tail quiver.

As | grope peering in the darkness
suddenly flashes a line of golden ore

And a wing-burnt star which is struggling
in the dark moats of the new moon.

2

Today’s newspapers are full with the news of the past.
One part above water and seven underneath,
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the iceberg becomes all at once a fiery word-erupting

snow-covered innocent volcano.

Though the papers are closed,

noiseless empty skeletons gather in the room,

with feet turned back strain, making dumb signs.

In the standing waters of the sky

spermatozoa rush to seek their goals.

Behind the curtain of the darkened stage

shining words wait for their clues.

Do they not desire the outside air surrounding the colourful
plants?

3

Shelterless forefathers wander in the wind

without knowing where to incarnate.

I know the chants to drive away the ghosts,

but I forgot the chants which could make them divine.
In vain | wave the magic wand.

We trusted the purohits, and turned to the west.

At least now we must delve deep into our ancient lore.

At the time of digging, the soil is foetus form.
Deeper and deeper thrust of the pickaxe

might show us the shining golden ore.

Excavating it, smelting and purifying it,

at least now we must learn

to shape them into the images of our personal Gods.

4

The decaying water inside the well, goes up as vapour;
the sky becomes its field of action.

The unseen drop

In the dark womb of the clouds
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is like the foetus form that waits for nine months.
For the pastness of vapour rain is the present form.

Prepare the fields for paddy and grains;
Turn them into beautiful gardens;
Temple towers will have golden peaks.

[
Translated into English by Sumatheendra Nadig
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Professor Allama Prabhu
Bettaduru is a poet and writer.
His famous works include ‘Idu
Nanna Bharatha’, ‘Kudure Mele
Mattu Nilagiri® ‘Katti Battevu’,
and ‘Navu Kedahaballaru’. He
started career as a Kannada
Professor in Galli Siddeshwara
College, later he worked as
Principal in same college.
Presently he is residing in
Koppala. His style of writing is
North Karnataka Language.

L T rr‘-"llE.--.':"—--. ERNTITTTTIREY

Allama Prabhu Bettaduru

The Rose Folk”

Gandhi grandpa,

it appears we're really on the move

but we must keep mum

We’'re told not to raise our heads

for fear of bumping into batons;

we're told not to look where our feet take us
for fear of running into blindfolds,

to keep dreaming of coming harvests

so others can reap now.

Ah, Gandhi grandpa,

it seems we are on the march;

our prosperity bulges lustily

with a widow’s wanton pregnancy.

* The Nehru Family, from Indira’s father’s habit of sporting a rose in
the button-hole of his long coat.
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O Grandpa Gandhi, this is your land
so they erect your statues

and in the land of your birth

they make you a god

to confirm your death.

But Gandhi grandpa,

nothing’s lost yet,

there’s still the same land

of untilled earth, unbroken rock
and on your grave they've raised
a throne and built monuments
on the rubble of our homes

and we are still alive

to witness their reign.

Oh, Gandhi grandpa,

we have your Freedom

to drink and forget,

we have your Truth

to swear away your death,
and your Nonviolence

is proven by our bullets

and they are building Delhi now
a capital on village ruins,
these descendants of the Rose
building a Rose Dynasty.

o
Translated into English by Chandrashekhar Patil
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Arathi H.N. is a poet,
translator, playwright and senior
media person. She has
published two poetry
collections, one play, one
travelogue in Kannada language
and two books of translated
works from English to Kannada.
Her poems are translated into
seven languages. She’s the
recipient of many awards
including two of state awards
and a national media award
among many other awards and
honors.

Arathi H.N. (1966)

Elevator

Abruptly the door opens to

this enclosure that is no man’s land &
An uncomfortable silence enguilfs,

as you step in.

Like a condolence meet

of a death undesired.

As the elevator travels up

the stifled soul fluttering around
invisible, is neither prudent nor a scamp.

The scent of someone who just stepped out
still lingers on.

A petal lies crushed on the floor,

Like the dim light spreads pretentious anger
A hand pulled in haste

Pain drops of tear

But see here a smile by the side
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A fresh lover with
lips full of longing.

| presumed one has to take

the stairs, step by one step

Stop, lean, sit, trip, thirsty, caress a forelock
and reach the top but

can one take off this way too?

Suddenly, like devil possessed

wherever the legs take one?

Can one knock on the door of desire?

Like this?

Nobody waits for us to arrive

standing by the door

waiting with burning lamps of eyes.
All ascents are followed by descents

It is not right for you to break the rule.
Climbing up and rolling down like in

a game of snakes and ladder.

What can one say?

He is not valiant who cannot ride the horse given to him
He is a lover most ardent

and | am his charmed angel.

This ride in the elevator

with mirrors all around.

Ten reflections of a single face.

You are polymorphic

but | wear only a single mask.

There is no account of the

footfalls in and out.

Constant companionship is no guarantee.
Even the ones who accompany you

get off midway.
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Here, relationship are of multiple tiers.

Of several levels and restricting boundaries
Just when a space lies vacant

a door opens somewhere.

Yet again, the mind turns as ocean
churning, rigorous.

Elixir or poison—emerges what?

Should I turn into

a poison-maid,

yet again?

[
Translated into English by Prathibha Nandakumar
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Dr. Lokesh Agasana Katte is a
poet, short story writer,
playwright and critic. He has
twenty books in different genre
in his credit. His notable works
include NEEROLAGINA
KICCHU (literary criticism),
AMMELLARA BUDDHA
(play), and HATTIYEMBA
BHUMIYA TUNUKU (short
story collection. He received
Karnataka Sahitya Academy

=| Award twice. He was awarded
other several prestigious awards
for his short stories and plays.

r ; X ‘\\\!
Lokesh Agasana Katte

The Burial of the Dead on that Night

1
They came and went on that
very night.
They foregrounded the ritual that
They must not stay back as
They buried the dead on that night.

They carried coffin on their shoulders,
and put the dead deep into the earth
They set aside mourning and went home.

2
Mercilessly the oven is burning
in the kitchen
Food is boiling and boiling relentlessly
to quench the fire of the
gluttonous stomach

166 / Eternal Voice

T

|



PIHI I hg
Y Ahl HAashan! T<ATY

R
i Ie® o1T T wicht
=l @l
TEHREh! Hedl S T faieee
Tt oo fafes ol
fopym =0 T gashers QWebl o fofeea)

T eEs HRToTE ST HieHT sich
HeheTs Tl Weelivs T
iTeh FRe ot 3Ny foe® T s wiehu)

Frgren! e wifehes T Tifshtds @l

RUEER I IC IS WARAY)



As they are the carriers of the dead
something is murmuring in the

Pooja hall, which sounds fishy.

The others misunderstood

The two daughters of the dead mother
as crying.

3
Unsettled accounts in the dark
Where their mother used to
light the lamp.
Unresolved transaction of
the younger daughters with
tears in her eyes.

A pair of hanging golden ear

ornaments won by my father

and made her joyous

by lifting the wheel of a chariot,

To whom do these ear rings belong

To whom the nose-stud and

the bracelet?

One said, “l possess them all as | have only females”
The other said, “Let me own them for my

incoming in-laws.”

4
The ghost of bank loan and interest
haunting the heads of four

sitting in the dim light of the

oily earthen lamp.

The long balance sheet of

the elder did not end till down

he was smoking endlessly

What an immaculate cooked up accounts!
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There are dew drops of
perspiration
on the furrows of the

foreheads of three around the lamp.

5
The old dog is groaning
In the fixed corner of the house.
The flood remained untouched
not served by old woman.
Food went unnoticed
served by the in-laws
Food and water is forbidden
in the house of the dead.
The fragrance of the hot meals
obsequious in the platter
paraded the kitchen.

Translated into English by Prof. C. Veer Naik
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Dr. Latha Rajashekar is a poet
and writer. She has written five
epics, one each on Buddha,
Jesus, Basaveshwara,
Mahaveera and Sri Rama. She
took active participation in the
Kaveri movement to get
classical language status to
Kannada. She has served for
Karnataka Sahitya Academy and
Kannada Jagruthi Samithi
besides serving as president,
secretary or member of
organization and institutions.

Latha Rajashekar

An Experience

There are pictures all round me,
Pictures transparent and in motion,
And how quiet, all of them!

Here it is all SILENT,

The ECSTASY of an ocean.

In the oceanic depths

Did we unite, the earth,

The sky and me.

Here it is like a dream,

The dim light all around,

The moon light, unsubstantial.

It is my own shadow,

On the soil where | sit,

The grass under my feet,

Links me to my previous BIRTH.

172 / Eternal Voice



Tl TSGR
T3 A4

T Rk afeeE o1
IR T TSI s
T Hfd A B o wa |

A TS T B
Tugeh! & g e

B3k CURIIGREL ]
TS el geaion
3T T HI

TR @ G oS
TRRR T g
S[Aeh! foRtor 70 @rs|

I T 3H BT B
T I HEH

Hor T gfeseh ST sifefes

RIEER I IC IS WAKCH



In the declining sun there is
The warmth of my previous BODY.

This earth has seen the passing
Of many of my lives for ages.
Somewhere here lie all their roots.
I have to look for them.

Behind me is the EARTH
And the SKY spreads ahead.
| stand between them,

For a fleeting moment.

The ripples of memories

Touch the borders of the mind.

Some are sharp, while some obscure,
Now | grasp them, now | don't.

Oh, did | melt into clouds,

And become one, with the vast sky?
The moon and the sun are my vision,
And the whole of universe,

Is my homeland.

I watch the world with

Ten thousand eyes.

My breath is ZEPHYR and body VULCAN
And my tears wake POSIEDON.

Ah! the smiling EARTH is myself.

The SKY is an awareness

Of my own depth.

This glamorous mortal body,
Is an earthen cup filled with wine.
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With all these evidences
| desire to be one with the LORD.

Am I, my own evidence?
I am only a mind animated!
Inside“me is a pagentry,
Of images that are still.

In the sky of my bosom,

That bird has found its wings.

Beneath the shining SUN

That STAR has found its twinkle.

In the inner most parts of my heart,

The moon beams have clasped themselves.

I am the preserver not the APOCALYPSE,

I am constancy and not imagination capricious
“I AM BRAHMASMI”

I have excelled the limits of name and form.

I am the fruit of knowledge,

In the tree of conscience.

I do not own the land | sit on.
No. | do not own this body too.
No. Nothing I call my own

Is my own. What then?

My own is this and everything.

I am the daughter of COSMOS,
Shadow of the SUN.

Burning wild fire and

Raining moon beams.

Form that has gone beyond its shape,
Blooming image of true form.
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Some voice is beckoning me
Beyond the realms of myth and reality.

A sea like silence,

Is thundering in my heart.
Which magic finger did draw me?
Me who stood back

With a dreaded heart!

Ah! Is it true | am frightened?
What next? And how it will be?
Again in the blue vault sprouts
The tender lights of desire.

Here speech is the guest of silence.

In a game, the colours flood the evening.
Like the lightening across the blue clouds,
In the silent globe is

Only the song of eternal joy.

Right before me the ground

Had shut its eyes.

Unaware, | threw particles

Of mud. The eyes, shaking off

The dust, opened widely

As if to stare at me.

The fear enveloped me a moment,
As if the stare was groping my heart.

For this titanic man of universe
The sky is the chest and

Arms are the milky way.

The stars are his lovely locks
Where lie his feet and head.
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What a feeling! What an experience!
| fail to catch this is words

That which sculpture can

Reveal as a rhythm.

That grandiose beauty

Painted in AIR.

o
Translated into English by the poet herself
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Chandrashekhar Talya

Chandrashekhar Talya is poet,
translator and writer. His literary
works include ‘Nanna
Kannagalakke’, ‘Suduva
Bhumi’, ‘Prabhu Allama’ and
Nelava Huduki’ among other.
‘Ramakrishna mattu Avara
Kala’, ‘Bharatiya Tatvashastra’
and ‘Gandhi Hodaru’, are some
of his translated works. He was
honoured with ‘Aryabhata
Award’ (1995). ‘GSS Kavya
Award’, ‘Dr. Nallru Prasad
Sahitya Prashasti’, ‘D.S. Max
Sahitya Shree Prashasti’ and
many others.

To the Superior Officer

In this square shaped
stone edifice

I am leaving

my monumental silence
like

a seed that sprouts

a bud that blooms

in the fires that you stoked
in your putrid talk

in your pompous files

in your delirium of bribes
what did you sow?

what did you grow?

what did you learn
from a blade of grass
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from the morning dew

in the breeze that wafted gently
touching the soil

you became

a coal aglow.

The clay that tool: shape
on a potter’'s wheel

the stone that was sculpted
With a carving chisel

the fledgling that flew

into a bird in the sky

none became your concern.

the twinkle of stars

a squinting moon

that appears and disappears
in the seamless sky

none touched your heart

in the stale burps

at self-absorption

in the pompous marches

of all power

this worm infested body of yours
will be swarmed

by my sighs

by the silent flames of my eyes
by the roar of my unhappy soul

you who fail to understand
the thrones that tumbled
the forts that bit dust

the swords that turned mute
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can you
obliterate me?

see here

I will become a flower

a song of the mango tree

in the morning glory

in the mirror of a raising sun
I will keep shining

in the voice of birds
in the permanence of letters
I shall flourish.

o
Translated into English by Chalam Bennurakar
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Manu Baligar

Dr. Manu Baligar is a poet,
writer, author, playwright,
former civil servant (KAS) and
current president of Kannada
Sahitya Parishat. He has
authored over twenty-seven
books including five story
compilations and six
anthologies. His famous works
include ‘Belaka Bedagu’
(esseys), and ‘Mylara
Mahadeva’ (play). He is the only
bureaucrat to receive an
honorary doctorate from
Karnataka University for literary
contribution.

A New Poem

Need to write yet another poem
Not to start any big revolution.
Nor to create a clean, warm

Or an exciting Heaven.

Not to become a harbinger of
a new era.

Only to feel a sort of newness in me

And to kill the monotony of life.

Need to write a new poem

Like the Sun rising up as a new born babe.

Like the moon smiling across the street

To live out those aspects of life and of world
That | had never experienced or seen in the past

To cleanse the dirt of the past
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Even if some signs of the dirt
remain uncleansed

The past and the future are in a constant war
But fresh steps need to be taken continuously
Some are consistent in their commitment

For many, consistency in faith is an impossibility
Some others look for a new way of doing

Variety is the order of life

But poetry does not take notice of it.

Things around us hardly change
Sat | my hands tied at a place.
Anthills grow all around me

The progeny of wicked surround me

Let there be some limitations

So, a new poem needs to be weaved

As if to express a sigh

So that the heaviness in the heart gets released
The pressure on the mind gets evaporated

All of this strikes a chord in me for a new poem.

Translated into English by Prof. Basavaraj P. Donur
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K.V. Srinivasa Murthy (1969)

Dr. K.V. Srinivasa Murthy is a
poet, writer and scholar. He has
published around two hundred
papers/essays on literature and
cultural issues in various
journals. ‘Mouna Maathadaga’,
‘Nilada Kannu’, ‘Kannada
Rangabhumi’, and ‘Kavya
Kogile’are some of his
published books. He has
received ‘Rama Jadav Book
Award’, ‘Kannada Sahitya
Parishat Book Award’, ‘Dalitha
Sahitya Parishat Book Award’,
‘Kempegowda Award’ to name a
few.

The One Known to Me

The one known to me
Is in his ‘dhoti,’

The new-born today
Is in his shorts

Rama was then born

In his mother’'s womb,
Today, he is reborn

In a corner of a mosque!

Then, Rama was born
During day-time,
Today, his rebirth is
In pitch-darkness

Then, arrows and bow
On his shoulders,
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Today, a bamboo stick
In his armpit

Then, for Rama’s forehead
Two or three sacred lines,
Today, for our foreheads
Only one line of blood

Then, Rama left
Towards vanavasa
Today, our Rama left
For Delhi

Then, Rama’s shelter

A thatched hut in the forest
Today, badly required

One crore strong bricks

Then, Rama loved

All living-beings,

Today, no one is allowed!
Dalits—of course,— & ok

Then, Shambooka’s murder
Was averted by Kuvempu
Today from whom

Can we be safe?

Then, Rama used to spread
Message of love, affection and peace
Why today spreading

Chaos and scare?

Today before us
There is Bheema's constitution

194 / Eternal Voice



TS Seh! Bl B
IS HREHT =TI

T 9T T e
4 g1 gfas Y@ fag

3T BT freme

Hae T3 W B TIaehl

T IS TS TR DTS o
AT ST
ST BT THS

fedl SHehT @1 SIEhl B ATHT =)

T Jd@Teh! THSh! 3T
TS B o g
3T E g Sl 32
Teh HUSHI|

T 9T T

o gvieeers qm
M g B9 HADTE |
gfa— S, ...37eh|

T @1 HUTS Jchehl T
IIRShTeh! BCTTS

TS HiETE
TRfaTd g Has et?

T 9T TS

Y1, ©E T IMf=<iehl g<3 Hasy
TS TR RIS T

9 Hifewes?

TSI BT TS
ffHehl Gfaum ©

AT ATEAT / %



Why then needed
Rama’s constitution?

Let Rama be there

Why people’s meddling
Why then, unnecessarily
The wrath of Ants!!

o
Translated into English by Prof. Maher Mansore
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Siddharaj Pujari is a poet,
short-story writer, critic,
translator, journalist and
musicologist. Many of his
poems, translations and short-
stories as well as criticism on
literature, art and music has
been published. He is well-
versed with Kannada, English,
Hindi and Urdu languages.

Siddharaj Pujari

Awaiting...

Waiting for our dad,

We sleep in a shabby little hut,

Peeping stars twinkling above,

The thin radiance of the flickering lamp
Dimmed to die out.

For us—

Night sings a lullaby,

Hugging the deep sleep,

We rejoice in our slumber—

Mesmerized by those enchanting dreams.

Late at night—
Our dad when returns from the factory,
Always, we are in the arms of
such dreamy fascination.
So, we do not hear his tired footsteps.
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When the day breaks,
For our grief, he has already left for the factory
To do his routine hard work.

In the night—

Our dad must have fondled us,
For which—

Our mom stands an eyewitness.
And she tells all about—

His kind disposition.

The pleasant touch of—

his coarse patting palms,
The soft imprints of—

his cosy kisses on our cheeks,
All that has been wiped away.

One day, when—

The labour strike forces

The closure of the factory,

His tired body mingles with us,

Sitting amidst all of us—

He stares intently into our eyes—
brimming with love and anxiety,

Immediately, sensing the silence around

Somehow he laughs,

Or he too knows about laughing!

Alas! someone has sucked his blood.

There throbs the strong vital spirit—
within his skeletonized figure.

We do not feel like—
touching and embracing his body.
(causing fresh nuisance to his physique.)
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Simply we sit there—
throwing an empty look upon him.

Our dad must be thinking that—
We are asking his something.
At that moment—
His face bears wrinkles of—
worry, apathy and helplessness.

When his hands gently—
caress our hairs,
pat our cheeks,
lift us in affection,
We ask nothing from our dad.
Only we expect—
A dad from ‘a dad’
A mom from ‘a mom.’

o
Translated into English by the poet himself
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Prof. G. Abdul Basheer is a
poet, writer, educationist, editor
and a thinker of culture. He has
written more than thirty-two
books in Kannada with relation
to language, grammar, poetics,
criticism and folk literature.
‘Shabdhamani Darpana
Deepike,” ‘Kavya Mimamse
Mattu Sahitya Vimarshe’ and
‘Basavanna Mattu Mohammed
Pygamber’ are some of his noted
books. He was awarded ‘Best
Teacher State Award’ by the
Government of Karnataka.

G. Abdul Basheer (1947)

My Mother

Carried me in the stomach

Gave birth into the world

Carried again in her hands

Nothing but a queen on my part.

Land - water — sky

Tree - plant - air

Mother gave me to eat

The fertility of moon - star — sun

She is the tasty salt

None other than the relative like my mother!

Mother ate nothing- a little bit
Fasting all the times

No clothes to the body

Ate food like water

And gave me tasty food!
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Mother will hide me in her saree
Mother come to me, come to me is my cry.

She is the place for roots of plants

If | beat — scold — press by the legs

My mother will tolerate it!

She is the origin of the song of birds

On the branches of trees

On the hands of coconut trees

She is the origin of happyness for living things!

She wept wept wept
Flowing tears will be my—
Respect to my mother!

Translated into English by the poet himself

206 / Eternal Voice



STTHT SHIEHT GohTee STHIS T
S T Yeble g H, AT 371 e |

JeTEES ST TS 318 g ST

#o femhit — HAT — T TSl T WA
e !

FGH G T ARG EGhT TITHT TR T
TUEER Tdeh! & g1 ST

T 7 g1 ©a Seaswen! GEieh|

I T, e

I g B WHLehl 3NTg

Jumy B ST |
°

TEEA ATETH / R009



|

Professor B. Sukanya Maruthi
is a poet, scholar and activist.
She has five books of poetry to
her credit. She has worked as a
member of Karnataka Sahitya
Academy and Kannada
Development Authority. She is
active towards mobilize rebel
literature and group women’s
writing as well. She has actively
participated in Gokak
Movement, Dalit movement and
other social activities. She has
received All India Dalita Sahitya
Academy’s honourary award
and Ambedkar Award.

Sukanya Maruthi (1956)

The Daughter of Fire

I am the daughter of fire
Risen from the flames.
Nothing can burn me.

The pride of five husbands
Is for outward show.

None of them found a home
In me. None inhabited me.

I am a hollow sky

A house for wide spaces.

My flames came alive

When rarely the son of wind”
Passed by but he never came
Like a cool breeze kissing

* Bheema, the son of Vayu, the Wind Jed.
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And comforting. | squandered
My youth in revenge
And became an instrument of war.

In palace of forest

Pritha’s sons’ failed

To bind my feet to earth.
They were lost in their own
Private worlds forgetful

Of the days when we met.

The sons of Ashwini brothers’

Had no medicine for my loneliness.

I walked in their footsteps
Laboured shoulder to shoulder
And turned to water

In the Keechaka¥ —whirlpool.
So when raw, immature mind
Seek to burn and destroy me
They fill me with amusement.

I have defied the power

Of Dushasana, the uncontrollable.
I have lived on fire

And swallowed burning coal.
Nothing can burn me.

Translated into English by Dr. G.S. Amur

* Kunti's sons Dharmaraja, Arjuna and Bheema.
T Nakula and Sahadeva, sons of the Ashwini Kumars, the divine healer.
¥ A Matsya hero who attempted to rape Draupadi but was killed by

Bheema.
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Jyothi Guruprasad (1965)

R. Jyothi, better known by her
pen name Jyothi Guruprasad,
is a poet, story writer, columnist
and essayist. She has published
about a dozen of books. Her
poems ‘Chukki’and

| “Mayapettige’ are among her

famous works. Her poems have
been translated into English,

Hindi and Malayalam languages.

She has received several awards
including ‘Geetha Desayi
Prashasti’ and ‘Neelaganga
Endowment Award’ among
other.

Bashful Drape

Semi clad, | am bashful,

to come to the court yard!

You, my dear one, cannot come
to the backyard and hence
stay waiting at the courtyard.

I seek at the backyard of solitude.

Someday you will pick out
that lost drape that will

cover me completely

and appear at the courtyard.

I will salute your reservedness,
lead you by the hand

to the inner hall.

After passing the servary, kitchen

and the pooja room

I will take you to my favorite place,

the backyard.
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Chanting a favorite mantra

you plant a small sapling

and depart

Fearless, without constraint.

Perhaps this magical sapling

may turn out to be the medicine;

to the shortcomings of the semi clad.
Perhaps become the slimming point of
the obese, sitting at the courtyard.

I shall not rush, shedding my shyness.
I shall take this prudency tot the backyard
And convert it into drape

to appear before you.

o
Translated into English by Pratibha Nandakumar
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Dr. K. Sharifa is a poet and
writer. She is considered as the
first poetess from Islamic
community to write Kannada
poems. She has twenty-one
books to her credit. Her works
include ‘Bidugadeya
Kavanagalu’, ‘Paanchali’,
‘Bandaya Muslim
Samvedane’and ‘Mirza Galib’
among other. She has received
several awards and honors
including ‘Attimabbe Sahitya
Award’, ‘Dr. Geetha Desayi

K. Sharifa (1975)

Award’ and ‘Gaurava Prashasti’

Be a Woman, Once, O Lord!

It is rancid kitchens for us.

It is slimy postnatal rooms for us.
No chance for throwing tantrums.
O Lord, shouldn’t you once visit
The sunless cells that is our lot?

My son

who went to the town

Died in a police encounter;

My husband

who went to war

Came back as bloody rags;

And my daughter,

in unbearable shame,

Hanged herself after being raped,;
To know the depths of my pain,
O Lord, shouldn’t you be born a woman once?
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If | step out to earn a meager meal

Unseen holy hands push me behind curtains
Training the guns on me;

I shudder at the slightest sound,

Go pale, become breathless, miss a heartbeat;
I am totally lost;

How shall I live, O Lord?

To know my indescribable pain,

To know what it is,

O Lord, shouldn’t you become a woman once?

The man who has the world’s contract in his hands
Has declared a war at the borders;

How shall | describe the nature of my pain,

My anxious moments;

So, shouldn’t you become a woman once?

o
Translated into English by Kamalakar Bhat
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L.N. Mukundaraj is a poet,
playwright, biographer and
translator. He has published
about a dozen of books.
‘Deshakosha Dasavala’ (poetry),
‘Devara Aata’ (play) and ‘T.R.
Shamanna’ (biography) are
among his noted works. He has
translated poems from African,
Malayalam, Bengali, Hindi,
Urdu and Oriya languages. He
has received several awards
including ‘Karnataka Sahitya
Academy Award’ and ‘Gautama
Buddha Award’.

All the Way Along

I was treading on the way
Holding my own pierced eye-balls
In my hands &

Yonder was the moon.

The lightning blazed

All through the way

And kept me from darkness!

In the moonlight that strewn

My eye-balls glimmered like grapes!
Nursling children were hungry too,

To eat the grapes; they skirted around me
And looked for my eye-balls by moonlight!

Fierce and wild was a tied-mouth dog
With collar round his neck
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Weighing up his chances

To shoo the innocent infants away!

No doubt he was merciful sentry of my eye-balls;
Yet the children wanted

To devour them and satisfy their hunger thereby
Still | pity the little sweet hearts

All the way along!

Truly | was frightened

I was most frightened of

The maniacs and somnombulators;

For, in slumberous spirit

They could grab anything from elsewhere!

But, what made the children

The grubbing spirits for my eye-balls?

The eye-balls were in my hand all along!

I saw the people same as ever—

The people who were walking

On their feet lifted upon their heads like horns,
The people who were walking

With their hand knotted like plaits

Hung loose behind their backs.

The people who were walking

With their noses poked

Between their knees and buttock’s bottom

As if they could flash the torch,

The people stretched their legs well apart

and rested their noses between their burning bowels
as if they could sniff the whole world!

Yet beautiful and bright they stood in moonlight
With their zippers opened; my dog
Shied at the sight and bowed low.
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Oh! There | saw no women

But the lush green infants

All the way along

Drilling their tender sinewy roots
In the fertile soil of my back!

o
Translated into English by Vaddagere Nagarajayya

224 / Eternal Voice

T

|



T 7S =Rl g e efa
firrent =pme 98 S

T fyeRfep! Tek W e TReBT
YETShl Shelehdl I 6

ElCkity

TARAT ATETS / IR



Mohan Nagammanavara is a
poet, writer, columnist,
journalist, theatre artist, film
actor and docudrama director.
He has published several books.
‘Agraharada Ondu Sanje,
Mahanirgamana, Suryageetha
are his collections of poems.
His poems have been presented
for syllabus in Gulbarga and
Mangalore University. He was
awarded Muddanna Kavya
Prize, Dr. D.S. Karki Prize, and
Sahityashree Award including
many other.

Mohan Nagammanavara (1962-2018)

Under the Bodhi Tree

Sandals at the foot of a platform

Can the Bodhi rustling in the wind trace him?
Can the mysteries nestled in the dark cave

Of the heart-forest be revealed?

None can trace the Buddha’'s whereabouts.

The tree standing between the earth and sky is silent
Too stiff to cognizance of him who seeks the blessings
O God, bestow knowledge infinite on us

Daily meditation goes on as one looks on.

Right under the nose of the standing tree many wars were
fought

Series of murders overburdened history

Be fire in the bowels of the earth which nothing can put
out

Countless are the poor groaning souls trampled under feet.
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Drawn swords shining fought fierce battles

But safe were the poor men’s cottage far off the royal forts

The thick smoke of Nagasaki eclipsed the sun

Despite Basava and Gandhi’s preaching, there was no stop
of violence.

The flowing river flowed on, and the standing tree stood
firm

When the Bodhi found the tongue it was daybreak

Of what use are austere penance and counting of beads

What saves life is all that matters

Blessed is the man who cuts the noose of caste and creed.

The world bothers least about penance and bead-counting

Enough, if love sprouts and binds heart to heart

Lo, there goes the Vanity Fair where people throng in large
numbers

Distant remains the Knowledge Absolute which ages after
ages sought.

o
Translated into English by Dr. Mallikarjan Patil
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Dr. Latha Gutti is a poet,
novelist, travel writer and
autobiographer. She has two
novels, six travelogues, one
short story collection and one
volume of autobiography to her
credit. Her poetry includes
‘varthamana’, ‘Gaanjadaali’,
‘Belli hoovu’ and ‘Soojigallu’
among other. She has been
awarded with ‘Saahithya
Rathna’, “Karnataka Rathna’,
“Kavirathna’, ‘Kathyayini
Sammana’, ‘Vishishta Lekhaki
Sanmana’, ‘Pankajashri
Saahithya Sanmana’.

Latha Gutti (1953)

Freedom

Be careful, be alert

your son in naughty

don’t leave his hand
everyone's advice

while partaking at

the airport.

ticket, passport, baggage
this and that

releasing him from

the hold of three hours
putting him on the

window seat in the plane
pressing his seat belt

| got relieved.

his eyes were full with tears
struggling to unlatch the belt &
so much sobbing, struggle,
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chocolate given by airhostess
was of no use to my dear son
demanding to go home &

as the plane entered

the required level, the sign
of seat belt went off.

as soon as my son’s

seat belt was unlatched

he jumped out of the seat
like a spring

walked up and down

the aisle, dodging to

escape from getting caught
other kids on the flight
joined one by one in the
aisle his sleep disappeared in
the clouds

his face is beaming

with moon

twinkling stars in his eyes
wheels in his feet &

o
Translated into English by the poet herself
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Dr. T.C. Poornima is a poet,
translator, writer of children’s
literature and scholar. Her
poems include Bhoomi
Ninnadalla, Hadibadiya
Hadebade, Mounageeta,
whereas Gandhi in 2005,
Neergudurege Ramaviddaga are
her work of translation. She has
received India’s National
Awards like Gandhiyan
Philosophy Award and The Best
Information Editor Award
including some state level
awards within Indian state of
Karnataka.

T.C. Poornima

The Burning Earth

O sister, daughter of mother earth
Your feet, once red and soft,

like petals grace the lotus,

now splintered and broken!!!

What caused the shreds?
Were they the stones and thorns
Decorating the path you traversed?

An excruciating pain,
Fourteen years long,
Absorbed in yourself!

Should a liniment do?
O sister, show me your feet,
An effleurage shall soothe.
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Don’t you whimper,

Bear it heart and soul,

Such is the beauty of delusion,
Like how sparkles gain attention.

Legends speak of Ravana,
The one who stole you!!
That isn't all, let me warn,
O you born of the earth.

As you walked your exile,
The queen fell sick, mentally,
King breathe his last in a while,

Leaving other wives on their own, eventually.

You told you found a Ravana

In depth of the forests?

Ravanas linger here too.

Unsatisfied souls within the civilization.

Smear a little more, shall 1?
There might be a pain at the sole!
Could anything heal pain at the soul?

Hypocrites all over,

Did they ever mind their own?
Eyes, invisible, everywhere,
Walls, nothing left to spare.

Lustful eyes beg through windows of hope,
Stern faced men scan me in sly.
Crafting the probable scope.

A soldier, a noble’s son,
Let me not forget the diplomat,

But intentions to solicit, remain one.
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Warriors and heroes of a class,
Not one but two, to protect you,
Like you, delicate as glass,

I have—myself, but whom?

Dear sister, people hardly believe me,
Shameless saints, full of lechery and zeal,
The pain of a life, in her womb,

Can only a pregnant feel.

A secret, keep for me please,

Men here are ungrateful wretches,

For their heart so weak,

The want all beyond their hand stretches.

Happy, | seemed, without my soulmate’s presence,
But let me tell you | bore the pain,

Of my beloved Lakshmana'’s absence,

With holding the tears drain.

You and | were in the same boat,
Loneliness haunting you in Ravana'’s gardens,
The same with me in these high gardens.

Neither protection nor a sanctuary, Janaki,
Chambers so desolate,

Myself locked, while in hand the key,
Echoing thoughts and breaths did | tolerate.

Never ending pains made me quiver,

Too petrified was I, sister,

To whom could | send my prayer,

‘Can you please relieve my pain, mister?’
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Let me work on your back with a massage.
About those hungry eyes I'd like to tell you,
All try to convey the same message.

More about my survival, I'd like to tell you.

You there; and | here,

A Ravana for you, here a countless, dear,
To you, ‘Sita,’ they rever,

For 1, your sister, is all they refer.

What went wrong with your husband by law?
With all this reverence, despite,
He made you walk into the fire, for a flaw,

The raging fires, | made him pay for the spite.

You did live up to your reverence,
You did calm the great fire,
You did become virtuous!

Gone unnoticed were my ordeal,
Not once mentioned was the victory,
Chivalry remains a greater deal,

Yet you never fought this, no glory.

You were tried and tested once,
I went through the same every day,
No complain nor a wince.

Look at your feet, sister,
Soft as lotus petals again,
Relieved you look.

You may need some rest.
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One last thing dear daughter of earth,
Here | am, the earth,

In me an ever burning core,

I am me, an ever burning earth,

I am Urmila.

| burn forever, hoping for a rain,
But no Rama is mine.

At the least

Lakshmana isn't mine either!!!

o
Translated into English by Prashastha Creations
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R. Tarini Shubhadayini (1971)

R. Tarini Shubhadayini is a
poet, translator and scholar. She
has published four poetry
collections namely ‘Thodiraga’,
‘Chittaglaniya Maatu’, ‘Ondu
Tundu Bella’ and ‘Poorva
Bhashi’. She has translated
many literary works into English
and has published several
research articles both in
Kannada and English. She has
received various awards
including ‘Bendre Pustaka
Bahumana’, ‘Kademgoldlu
Shankarbhat Award’ and ‘G.S.
Shivarudrappa Kavya Prashasti’.

Restraint

1
They restrained me
from writing

Stubborn,
| was indifferent

They hit me on
the wrist

Pains hardened into
fabulous lines

After so much hitting
The cop was exhausted
And said, ‘How many times

Did I tell you? You, impertinent.
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To the rhythm of his cudgel
My words come out like
Butter from the churning milk

| stood solid

2
How difficult it is
Not to become a mother myself!
The baby was accustomed,
and refused to be weaned away.

| applied neem paste on my nipples
smeared them with bitter gourd juice
To pretend to be Putana

But what did Krishna do?

He that sucked the breast

keeps sucking the melody

from the pipes

transforming the terrains of sweetness
into everlasting music

3
A rooted tree
never bends back
It rather goes deep
into the earth

Nurtured by earth’s roots,
It is so hard to cut down

o
Translated into English by H.S. Shiva Prakash
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Tejashree J.N. is a poet,
translator, editor and educator.
She has published six
collections of poems. She has
translated writers as Leo
Tolstoy, Tagore, Pablo Neruda,
Wole Soyinka, Shankha Ghosh
and Sardar Ali Jaffery into
Kannada. She has received
eleven awards and prizes for her
works. They include the
prestigious Sri Vijaya Award,
Bendre Book Prize and G.S.S.
Kavya Prashasti.

Tejashree J.N.

O Tiger, in Your Eyes...

Two tigers in sunset colours:
One on the tree-stand in deep slumber,
Another, tongue stretched, patrolling hither and thither

The sleeping tiger’s belly heaves up and down,
That is enough to scare people

“Hey! Truly a tiger, a real tiger

Look at the belly, now up now down”

Turning its back to the world

It is lost in deep sleep.

Against the alluring magnetic-coloured whole
Of its body, are lined up streaks of charcoal

The patrolling tiger wants to turn away the world’s noise
In its eyes, a volcano that can blow everything to bits,
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Restiveness of motion reaches the boil of intolerance
Wave after wave flooding the folds of its back

Two scarlet eyes

Fiery spinning tops,

Hoisting the tip of the flame,

It searches every nook and corner,

Not knowing why it's been held captive,
Seeking the meaning of human existence.

O Tiger with your back turned away,
In your eyes...

o
Translated into English by Jayanth Kodakni
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Subbanna Ranganatha
Ekkundi, popularly known
Ekkundi, is a poet, story writer,
translator and educator. His
poetry collections include
‘Haavadigara Huduga’,
‘Mathsagandhi’ and ‘Santana’
among other. He has translated
passion poetry to Kannada.
‘Neralu’, a collection of his
short stories, received Soviet
Land Award and Kendra Sahitya
Award. He has received many
awards including best teacher
award and state literary award.

S.R. Ekkundi (1923)

Two Farmers

“This must be the abode, dear Kumbharam,
Spring season seems to have camped here,
Tender’leaves and buds hang in between,
Bumblebees buzz the essence of poetry serene!”

“It certainly seems so to me, Bhyrosimha,

Deer by the dozens have loitered here with love,
The cool wind spreads its fragrance here, after
Kissing the droplets on the cheeks of flowers!”

Doors of this abode are like open arms,
Ready to welcome any arriving guests,
Welcoming voice is heard at the entrance,
Yes, it has got to be him, the famous one.

While they wait with clasped palms, he arrives
Wearing clothes fresh like mist-less dawn,
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And a shawl on his shoulder, with a smile like
A fluttering butterfly on a tender banana leaf.

“Please come in” says he, “How may | help?”
And not being sure, asks who they were.
The guests say, “It is Shivaraatri, right?

We are on pilgrimage to Ujjain this night.

We are neighbors sir; we both are farmers,
Just had the darshan of Mahaakaaleshwara.
After the temple visit, we are here to meet you,
We've heard a lot about your reputation, sir.

You're the Poet Laureate Kaalidaasa, aren’t you?
You took sage Kanva's daughter to the emperor,
You saved that poor cursed girl, Shakuntala,

By making the disappeared ring reappear!

You sang of Parvathi’'s innocent silent fragrance
Resulting in Shiva’s gracious union with her; you
Carried on your shoulder, pots full of emotions;

Cycled the Seasons, made cloud talk to the mountain.

The sole flower from the reputation-tree, you are,”
Said, the farmer admiringly. A bit embarrassed,
The poet invites them in, treats them to a feast,
And wants to know what else he could do for them.

Says Bhyrosimha, “Yes, sir, we wanted

To talk to you about that cloud you sent, for that
Yaksha'’s love, Yaskhi all the way from Raamgiri
To Alakaavati. Yes, we wanted to talk about that.
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We both came here to make an appeal

To you sir. Our yield of the land is all but dry,
Not a drop of water, sir, would you please tell
That cloud to pour some rain along the way?”

o
Translated into English by M.S. Nataraj
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Editorial/Publisher’s Note
Moksha

Recreation of the nature through words is a special existential
search of a literary life, and also a distinct identity of human
civilization. Poetry is the most luscious and exciting genre of
literature. As a part of the process of introducing international
literature to Nepali audience, fifty-one poets writing in Kannada
language, one of the major languages of Karnataka State of India,
have been presented in Nepali translation along with their English
versions in this collection, Bharat: Shashwat Aawaj.

In the context that Nepali Kalashaitya Dot Com Pratishthan
has been putting efforts to take Nepali literature to the global
arena, we considered it important to introduce world literature
to our readers at home, and hence we decided to bring this
translation of Kannada poetry as a part of that initiative. Nepali
Kalasahitya Dot Com Pratishthan had signed a memorandum
of understanding with Kannada Sahitya Parishad to carry
forward this initiative. Our Indian counterpart was responsible
for the selection of the poems to be included in this collection. It
is a matter of pride for us to present this translation to our
esteemed readers. We thank Kannada Sahitya Parishad and its
executives for their collaboration and support.

I am indebted to my poet-friend and translator Suman Pokhrel
who shouldered the responsibility to translate all of the poems in
this collection by himself. He has worked sincerely to ensure the
distinct Nepali expressions while rendering the poems into Nepali.
We spent hours together to discuss on the translation in order to
refine them during the editing process.

Nepali Kalasahitya Dot Com Pratisthan extends it sincere
gratitude to poet Keshab Sigdel, poet and vice president of the
Pratishthan Rajeshwor Karki, chief patron of the Pratishthan poet
Bimal Koirala, patron and poet Usha Serchan, honorary members
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SP Koirala, Dr Govinda Raj Bhattarai and poet Mani Lohani for
their support and cooperation. | am thankful to poet Amar Shah
who has been a link between our Pratishthan and the Indian
counterpart. | am grateful to poet Surendra Shrestha, chairman
of Nobel Academy, for the publication support. Similarly, | am
thankful to Jeevan Nepal for typing and designing the inner pages,
and to Sundar Basnet, treasurer of our Pratishthan, for the design
of the cover page. | take this opportunity to thank everyone who
has in some way supported this project and feel the bliss of
accomplishment, moksha. But | am all aware that questions still
remain...!

Momila Joshi
President
Nepali Kalasahitya Dot Com Pratishthan
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Translator’'s Note

Poetry that emerges from a poet’s mind becomes complete only
when it enters into the reader’s sphere of comprehension. A reader
takes poetry deep within him or her by accomodating it within
his/her range of consciousness. So there is a possibility that the
poems are received and understood differently when they enter
into readers’ sphere. Such reception is, in a way, a process of
translation. Every interpretation of a poem, therefore, is a form
of translation.

Before getting translated, a poem already gets shrunk or expanded
within the ‘sphere of intellect’ of the translator in the original
language, and it again gets shrunk or expanded within the ‘sphere
of intellect’ of the translator in the target language. Thus, in the
translation of poetry there exists a possibility of the components
like imagination, art of wordplay, skill of constructing internal
rhythm and expansion of knowledge of the poet getting affected
by the constraint and different methods employed by the
translator. This is the very reason behind the belief that ‘only a
poet can translate poetry,” and by the same token, it becomes the
highest risk in the process of translation, as well as the greatest
challenge for the translator. And this is also the very concern
where a translator should maintain the balance.

With full awareness of the risk and challenge, | have tried to
translate these poems by maintaining balance and with full
sensitivity and seriousness. These poems are not translated from
the original language in which they were written. These are the
translations of Kannada poems from their English translations.
And, as Nepali language is closer to Kannada than to English, |
have tried to bring these poems to the Nepali readers by
maintaining the original wherever possible.

I would like to sincerely thank poet Momila and Nepali
Kalasahitya Dot Com Pratishthan for their confidence in me
for this challenging task of translating poetry.

Suman Pokhrel
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