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PREFACE 

'Multifaith Multilingual Poems for Peace and Togetherness' is an 
epitome of culmination of the project funded by Community 
Development Foundation (CDF). The anthology contains especially 
composed poems of seventeen poets of different faiths, ages and 
cultures. This anthology is a testimony of what can be achieved within a 
very short time with dedication and team work. Members of Gitanjali 
Multilingual Circle, as always, and other contributors have really 
worked very hard with passion to live up to the expectations. The project 
outline was widely distributed across the country inviting poetic 
contributions on the theme of peace, harmony and community cohesion. 
In response Mr. Oz Hardwick of York was the first to send in his 
contribution in early October 2007 followed by Doris Lawrence of 
Birmingham. This had a galvanising effect and other contributors joined 
hands to give momentum to the project. 

The anthology displays a fine and unique mix of faith, language, age, 
race, sex and culture. It contains poems on the given theme to promote 
shared values and traditions to augment the spirit of Humanity, Peace, 
Cohesion and Harmony in the families and the wider community. The 
poems are in four different languages and their translation/gist in 
English is also given for the benefit of the readers. The collection 
represents poets from five different faiths -Christianity, Hinduism, 
Islam, Sikhism and Nirankari. English appears to be the most popular 
medium of expression for most of the poets in this anthology. The 
collection has ten poems in English followed by six in Hindi and one 
each in Punjabi and Urdu.  The anthology can boast of its youngest 
contributor in Vibhati who is only twelve. I salute young Vibhati for the 
sentiments expressed in her poem. Eleven women contributors have 
outnumbered the seven males writing for the anthology. The 
professional mix of contributors is also very varied including retired 
teachers, professional poets -including poet laureate (2003) of 
Birmingham-, a solicitor, a Consultant Clinical Psychologist, university 
lectures, social workers, house wives, a Hindu priest and Civil Servants. 
In essence this anthology really and truly represents the multicultural, 
multilingual and multi-faith society of the evolving Britain of twenty 
first century. 
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Each poem is special in capturing the innermost emotions of different 
shades. Poems included in this anthology are going to be recited on the 

th15  March 2008 at the Shree Laxmi Narayan Mandir to celebrate the 
ethos of community togetherness through multilingual and multi-faith 
poetry. I expect the poems included in this anthology not be judged for 
their class and standard but for the sentiments and true feelings 
displaying sensitivity to such an emotive issue. I hope you will enjoy 
reading the anthology as much as I have enjoyed its editing and putting it 
in shape.  

I am thankful to Mr.Mahendra Dabhi, President and the entire 
Management Committee of Shree Laxmi Narayan Mandir for 
supporting the project and providing the logistic inputs. I am also 
thankful to Shri Rakesh B. Dubey and Shri Rajat Bagchi of Indian High 
Commission for their continued encouragement to our work. The project 
could not have even taken off without the professional support of CDF's 
management team and would not have been completed without the 
contributions from the poets whose poems are included in this unique 
anthology. Lastly, in the name of God I thank each and every one of you 
who have directly or indirectly contributed to the success of the project. 

Dr. Krishna Kumar

Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle
Founder Chairman
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The Genesis

Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle in Birmingham can proudly claim 
to be the only organisation in the UK providing a formal platform for 
multilingual creative expressions. Those associated with the group 
value its inherently tolerant and supportive character in uniting people 
of different languages and cultures. However, the idea of integrating 
poetry with faith for better understanding and community togetherness 
initially came from Mr.Mahendra Dabhi, President 'Shree Laxmi 
Narayan Mandir' nearly three years ago. This idea lay dormant like a 
crocus flower until September 2006 when he came across a scheme 
which could possibly fund such a meaningful project and pointed us in 
the direction of Community Development Foundation's (CDF) Capacity 
Building Scheme. Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle responded by 
building on the initial legwork done by Mr. Dhabi and an application for 
the grant under Faith Communities Capacity Building Fund managed by 

stCommunity Development Foundation (CDF) was lodged on 31  
October 2006.

GMLC's application underwent a rigorous process of scrutiny leading to 
an advice to scale down the project and to send two references regarding 
the intended project along with a revised work plan. Following worthy 
references by Mr. Mahendra Dabhi and Dr. David Earl of UPF 
(Universal Peace Federation) the application by GMLC found favour 
with CDF by being one of the 343 out of the 1,200 applications for the 
grant. Finally, the intentions and efforts of the group and Mr. Dhabi got 
rewarded and Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle (GMLC) was 
awarded £3,000.00 to pilot the project. The funds were received in June 
2007. We are grateful to CDF for supporting our proposal which will go 
a long way in supplementing our larger objectives. As a part of the 
monitoring process reports were sent at the end of each quarter to CDF.  
The project comes to an end in April 2008 when a final report, including 
the accounts, will be duly submitted. 
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Reflecting on the nature of the project and willingness and ability of 
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle to take up the challenge, we go 
back to the genesis of GMLC. The word 'Gitanjali' ,obviously, conjures 
up images of Rabindra Nath Tagore and his poetry. However, at 
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle, we associate the name 
Gitanjali with a relatively less known Indian girl who died at the tender 
age of sixteen leaving behind a legacy of deeply moving poems in 
English. Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle was formed, in April 
1995, in the UK to celebrate the compelling creativity of her otherwise 
short life and to provide a platform for creative expressions and for 
promoting the spirit of love and togetherness.  The aims of the group are 
“to create cohesion and better understanding between people of all 
ages of the host community and people of Indian sub-continent 
through litreture culture and religion”. Gitanjali Multilingual 
Literary Circle achieves this through a number of activities across the 
UK and elsewhere. The group meets regularly and the members recite 
their original poems, discuss literary issues and support literary and 
cultural activities by joining hands with other individuals and groups in 
the UK and worldwide. At Gitanjali, we celebrate the spirit of 
multilingualism. So far nearly 160 multilingual poetry programmes 
have been organised by GMLC including many at its branch in 
Nottingham chaired by Jai Verma. 

In order that a wider audience benefits from multilingual work 
collected at one place GMLC is committed to publishing works of its 
members. So far five anthologies of multilingual poems in various 
languages with their translation in English have been published.  In 
January 2008 GMLC published an anthology of Hindi poems entitled
 “Suraj Ki Solah Kiranen”. It contains poems of 16 Gitanjali members 
in various styles of Hindi literature.  Introduction for this anthology has 
been written up by one of the most celebrated Indian Hindi poets and 
scholars Dr. Kunwar Bechain.  The group also takes pride in its 
achievements in organising International Multilingual Symposium in 
2006 and other similar projects like a Hindi/Urdu Kavitaa 
Kaaryashaalaa (Workshop on Hindi/Urdu Poetry) in Nottingham from 

th th13  to 14  October 2007 and a Multilingual Story Workshop in 2007 at 
Aston University in Birmingham. Recently, the group  played a leading 
role in organising VI International Hindi Utsav jointly organised by 

st
Aksharam, Sahitya Akademy, ICCR and UP Bhasha Sansthan  from 1  
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It is in the backdrop of such richness of multifarious activities that 
GMLC caught on the idea of bringing different faiths together to 
integrate people and in turn communities. The project fits naturally into 
the scheme of things with GMLC and comes as a shot in the arm to 
further its reach and also to harness the good work done by different 
faiths in achieving harmony. To deliver the project in its right earnest 
and reach out to the wider community 5,000 leaflets were printed and 
distributed in August 2007. The leaflet highlighted the project and also 
gave the deadline for submission of poems and other material. The aim 
was to invite poetic contributions on the theme of peace, harmony and 
community cohesion.  The prospective participants were asked to 
submit a maximum of two poems each on the given theme in the 
language of their choice. Many more people were reached by electronic 
means as well. As a result of this GMLC is able to present an anthology 
of Multifaith Multilingual Poems for Peace and Togetherness. The 
anthology undoubtedly will serve as another milestone in GMLC's 
journey towards integrating people. It will also provide a new incentive 
to strive to reach out to more people from different faiths and enlist their 
participation for harmony and togetherness. 

While we dedicate the culmination of this modest work to the little girl 
GITANJALI, we take this opportunity to urge all likeminded 
individuals and organisations to join hands with us in furthering this 
noble cause. In the end we express our earnest gratitude to all the 
members of GMLC, its associates, sponsors and supporters in helping 
us reach where we are. 
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Oz Hardwick

Oz Hardwick is a Senior Lecturer in English at Leeds Trinity and All 
Saints. He has published two books of poems – The Kind Ghosts 
(bluechrome, 2004) and Carrying Fire (bluechrome, 2006) – and has 
read and broadcast his work throughout the UK, Europe and US: I am 
involved in creative expression in all its forms – both my own and that of 
others. As well as teaching creative writing, I am a passionate promoter 
of literature, co-hosting a spoken word night in my home city of York, 
running events at Leeds Trinity, and generally getting involved where I 
can – at time of writing, for instance, we're just building up to the 
culmination of the annual Leeds Peace Poetry competition. 'Welcome 
Stranger' is on one level about a particular evening in Turin, but more 
generally about that core cross-cultural experience of open and 
generous welcome. 
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Welcome Stranger 

This is where the bright lights shine,
rain-born and flowing to a foreign sea.

I sit by the river, submerged in song
in unfamiliar tongues. Golden girls
and Fellini boys check reflections,
secure in their beauty, secure in their world.

I will not buy a rose tonight.
My love is far, along Roman roads,
past mountains, invisible in heat haze.

Invited to dine, I share and thank
circumstance that brought me here,
a warmly welcomed stranger, raising
my glass to a solitary rower, bending
to gathering evening and the river's pull.
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Doris Lawrence has been writing poetry since she was 12 years old.   
She shared a poetry prize with a French boy at the Oratory R.C. School 
in Ladywood. After having qualified in shorthand, typing and English 
She worked in Health Service.

 

Doris A.M. Lawrence
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The proof of the Pudding

The proof of the pudding is in the eating.
Its recipe for love is in our hearts
the pudding is in our words.
The proof is when we resist wrongful passions
for these will tear our souls apart.
Stay true to your mind and let your conscience
lead you to greater glory
In kindness and rich in story your life shall be.
So bake your cake with care and lovefor the proof of 
the pudding is when you've won.
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HIGHWAYS 

The highways of life are roads we all take
What we do with our time in the decisions we make
is a highway of hope or that of despair. 
in the highways of life in the highways of care.
Highways may come and highways may go.  May the secret of 
peace
on all to bestow.
In the highways of life the child will be man.
A truth to behold for no one can plan
what fate has in store for us only the Deity knows.
for man in deep thought and God to propose.
In the highways of life we are sure to meet, the minds of the 
good
who challenge defeat.
Like errors in kind or the misunderstood, the rich or the poor, the 
old 
or the lame:  The minds of the good will help all the same.
In the highways of life there is rapture aglow, 
through the trill of a song of nature's fine friend
that of a beautiful sunset or a beautiful dawn:
For a magical moment a melody's born.
Inc the highways of England a richer harvest is sought
through culture and customs on this island's great shore.
A beauty of vision envisaged by England's great fan
a poet and scholar was John Henry Newman.
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Vibhati Bhatia

Vibhatia Bhatia was born in Birmingham and currently she is a at  
student at Highclare, a private school in Sutton Coldfield, where she 
earned a scholarship for music. She has been reciting her poems on 
stage from the age of five. Every weekend she does voluntary work at 
Sant Nirankari Bhawan in Wednesbury. 
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When I saw Baba Ji

When I saw Baba ji through the sky,
He made my heart happy.
When I saw Baba ji through the sky,
He made me smile.
When I saw Baba ji through the sky,
He gave me loads of blessings
When I saw Baba ji thorugh the sky
I felt grateful to see Baba ji
When I saw Baba ji through the sky
He made me feel very lucky
When I saw Baba ji through the sky
I thought to myself wow! Its Baba ji
When I saw Baba ji through the sky
He made everyone precious
When I saw Babaji through the sky
He looked divine
When I saw Babaji through the sky
I saw Nirarkar in him.
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Mrs. Kalpana Ganguly

Mrs. Kalpana Ganguly was born and brought up in East Africa where 
she was a teacher for a number of years. She came to the U.K. over thirty 
years ago.  Apart from being a Civil Servant, she is involved in various 
community projects. Her love for poetry reigns supreme. She is a 
founding member of Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle, 
Birmingham and has recited poems on the stage on a number of 
occasions. Kalpana's poems have been published in a number of 
anthologies, including The Art Council funded anthology  "The Saffron 
Tea".
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DREAM

Congregation
Integration
Globalization
A dream –
A noble dream at that
Congregation –
Compassion
Meditation
Self-realization
No parameters –
No linguistics –
No multi-linguistics –
Just love linguistics –
Silence –
Benevolence –
Tolerance
Makes the noble dream of –
“VASUNDHARE KUTUMBUKAM”**
The integration –
As real as  the five elements
Air, Earth,Fire,Water and The Sun.

** the world is one family
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COSMIC DRAMA

There is no God says an atheist
There is no light says the blind
I hear whispers from within
I hear the song celestial
I experience my romance divine
Unknown to others –
but only known to myself
I cannot share the joy of love divine
Oh, how I behold the One
Who has given me cosmic dream
My soul calls the atheist and the blind
Come dance with me the dance divine
Let us enjoy the cosmic drama.
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Mr. Rajni Roy was born in Tanzania and studied at Hull University and 
Lincoln's Inn London to get a First in the degree of Barrister-at-Law. He 
retired from UCE in Birmingham in 1993. Rajni has written and 
published widely in Law but his passion lies in Bridge and Poetry. He is 
an active member of Cannon Poets andGitanjali Multilingual Literary 
Circle, Birmingham. Rajni's poems have been published in a number of 
anthologies, including The Art Council funded anthology  "The Saffron 
Tea"

Mr. Rajni Roy
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FORGIVE

Forgive them for they know not what they do
That's what he said the persecuted Jew
as he hung there
nailed on a cross
on now revered Calvary Hill.

Well did HE hear?
The father He was speaking to:
I think they knew
and I think the FATHER of
The Jew knew

The Father did not pass the cup
of crucifixion pain from The Son
But left mankind the legacy
and the Miracle of Resurrection
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FINDING GOD

When your mind is in a muddle
And you cannot find release
You are caught up in a circle
And you feel there isn't any peace

You will try to come across the border line
And find out just like me
There is no limit to the time
Just an endless grim virtual reality !

You feel unless you talk to some one
You will definitely go mad.
Do as I did, and to God do come
He is the closest friend, that, I have had.

I have found that He is no one's fairy story
Blown up in someone's mind
He is real and full of glory
In Him compassion you will find.

That never-ending Maya's circle
The hopes and fears you feel will not cease
Bring them all to God and you will see
That He can give you moksha, bhakti, or his peace.

He does not mind
Whether you call Him Brahma, Vishnu-Narayana,
 Allah or Jesus Christ;
He loves his creations, including mankind:
Once befriended He will be your friend day and night.

You don't have to search for Him
He is with you through it all
And all you need to get near Him
Is to give Him a gentle call.

His answers may not be the ones
You want to hear always:
But in His  own infinite wisdom our God works
In many mysterious ways.

He looks on us all as His children
We are all His blessed:
So bring your problems to God, our father/creator:
And let Him do the rest.
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Amina Alyal is of Pakistani and English parentage.  She has a degree 
from Cambridge and a PhD from York.  Her interests are varied, and 
include cave paintings, ancient civilisations, qawali, opera, folk music 
of East and West, poetry (of course) in several languages, theatre, the 
stories people tell each other, gardens, cities, and trees.  In fact, she 
believes humanity resembles many groves of trees, festooned with 
lights and ornaments, each one decorated differently, but basically all 
trees.  So she is interested in form, the shapes things take, the 
appearance of things, subjectivity.  Her outlook is metacultural, and her 
poems often explore perspective and communication.  

Amina Alyal
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Ghazal for a girl I know

Words are like sand; words allow misunderstanding,
like a wind fanned, blowing away understanding.

She is less than two years, and speech is beyond her;
but she finds a strand, leading towards understanding.

She has no words, but her hands are loud speakers,
loud as a band;  there is no misunderstanding.

Eyes, all ears, swoop after her hands, hearing 
her gestures so grand, shouting with understanding. 

Eyes kiss, as her hands say which she loves
and make a stand and defy misunderstanding.

Her hands ask to be fed, her hands throw away,
they fly and land, quick as our understanding.

Her hands ask why, rejoice, hide, and show,
a laugh in her hand, Amina, no misunderstanding.
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Proteus

The sea emerges, solid and dark,
pitted, metallic, swelling and sinking, 
treacherous lead.

Dawn lightens the pavements,
like a theatre brightening after the play:
all the tawdry glamour of the night
revealed as detritus.
A slab of municipal granite, mottled with salt,
flaked with dried tears, rises.

A brash swathe of paint reads:
'God woz ere.' 
Who wrote that?  Henry V?
- after Agincourt, his Panipat,
his tiny band swamped 
slathered in mud
winning against all odds
looking past the longbow
seeing the angels nod.  Or Babur
after Panipat, his Agincourt,
overwhelmed 
yet clambering out of chaos
to shout victory 
surprising
his own small troop
looking past the gun and the bow
hearing the angels' ayes.

Over on the beach, 
I see you wrestle with Proteus,
the god who knows.
Mercurial water drops bounce off 
his blue-black dolphin skin.  
And every time you think you have him
he mutates. 
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Mrs. Swaran Talwar

Mrs. Swaran Talwar was born and brought up in India, obtained a B.Ed  
degree from Delhi University and further academic qualification from 
Birmingham University. She is a retired teacher by profession and has 
had many prestigious positions in various social and cultural groups. 
Swaran has worked as a freelance artist for B.B.C. Television. As an 
amateur poetess she has enjoyed participating in literary activities of 
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle and Kriti UK. Her poems and 
stories have been published in various literary books and magazines in 
the U.K.and India. Currently Swaran is the president of the Indian 
Ladies Club Birmingham. In July 2007 she published and anthology of 
poems in Hindi - "Kavita Tum Kaun Ho"  which was awarded with Dr. 
Laxmimull Singhvi Sahitya Prakashan Samman on 16th February 2008 
at Indian High Commission London.
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Mrs Chanchal Jain

Mrs. Chanchal Jain was born and brought up in the Punjab State of India 
where she completed most of her education. She came to Birmingham 
in 1966 and gained further qualifications from Birmingham University 
in 1978. A teacher by profession but has also worked in many other 
sectors in the U.K. She has been writing and reciting poems from her 
school days. After joining Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle, 
Birmingham in 2001 her writing has taken a new turn. She is the current 
Secretary of Indian Ladies Club Birmingham. In the year 2007 
Chanchal edited, “Anjali”, an anthology of multilingual poems by 
Indian ladies residing in the U.K. 
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Why the War?

Is this the war on terrorism
Or the war for the peace
Is it a holy war?
In the name of Almighty God? 
Or the policing 
Of the super powers
In the name of humanity

If it is holy and pious
Why feuds, hatred and 
Killing of innocent people
In the name of Almighty God
Why fighting to bring peace
Why terrorising in the name of peace

The gulf between
Love and hate is widening
The wall between
The rich and the poor is widening

The discussions 
On war and peace
The slogans
“If you want peace 
Be prepared for war”
The impressive speeches
Of many religious leaders
The diabolical work
Of many fanatical religious-minded
Dangerous terrorist groups
Is endangering the world peace
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The attacks on 
Ordinary innocent people
Slaughter of children  
Rape of desperate women 
Is affecting the family life 
The flames of fire 
From the burning houses
And the clouds of smoke 
From the green fields are
Engulfing the green valleys
Of many nations
The acceleration of the 
Production of deadly weapons
By the superpowers 
And the sale of the armaments
To the desperate victims of
Famine, hunger and war
And guerrilla warfare
For self-preservation
Is destroying the humanity
And endangering world peace
 

Nobody will remember 
The religion of the dying souls
Nobody will care 
For the untimely deaths of dying souls
Nobody will even say prayers
For the victims of war
Then why war and not peace
Why not peace in the name of humanity? 
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World Peace

The whole world is
Our big extended family
Let's have peace and harmony
In this big extended family

Let's win the hearts of people
Let's nurture humanity with love
Let's light the candle of 
Knowledge, hope and unity
And live together
In peace and harmony

The earth, the sky and the sea
Religion, caste or class, colour or creed
Of every nation of the world
Is begging and demanding – 

We don't want to fight
We don't want to die
Let's forget or differences
Let's unite the world
With our goodwill and efforts
And live together 
In peace and harmony
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Gurpreet Bhatia

Gurpreet Bhatia was born in Birmingham, lived and received early 
education in Sandwell. Graduated from Kingston University, reading 
Accounting and Law. Currently he is a partner with Harbans Singh & 
Co Solicitors a leading Law Firm in the West Midlands. He is an 
Administrator of the West Midlands Branch of the Sant Nirankari 
Mission (SNM) assisting with the management of a Community Centre 
in a Voluntary capacity in Wednesbury.  Involved in numerous 
initiatives he works closely with Sandwell Multifaith, Sandwell 
Confederation of Indians etc in the promotion of peaceful coexistence, 
within the local communities. He has assisted in the promotion of Arts 
by organising Classical Music concerts and poetic symposia . Recently 
compiled the Guru Pooja Anthology a multilingual book of poetry to 
mark the United Nations Year of Languages.  Gurpreet's theme of 
poetry in English, normally, is spirituality reflecting SNM's objectives 
of unity in diversity. 
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Little Eyes

My little eyes see your profound enormity

The light so bright, bringing indeed tranquillity

I am blinded by your love, balance and oceanic continuity

To live this way, I am liberated connected to your oneness and eternity

Your strands of brilliance weave a tapestry of unity

Gathering diverse natures, healing the conscience of animosity

Sacred love is summoned in the midst of this creativity

I experience your beauty unveiled – this is Divinity

Every flicker reflects your depth and graceful majesty

Since I witnessed the love of your reality, 

This world has become one impressive fantasy

There is only you, my Guru – the formless and the form is true

But the eternal philosopher comments, there is only you, my Guru.
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Dr. Bobby Sura

Dr Bobby Sura attends regular worship at the Sant Nirankari Mission, 
Wednesbury. He is a Consultant Psychologist, and Family Therapist, 
working both privately and within the NHS. He has a young daughter, 
and combines family life with pastimes in photograghy and travel. This 
poem was written whilst he was in his teens, but continues to be a 
special story from his life.
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Dream of Peace

One night I lay in bed and dreamed,

of paradise with fields and streams,

all around me people danced, 

their face aglow, with smiles entranced,

I asked them what this place could be - 

“Come with us... and you will see”

Confused, I joined this buzzing crowd,

who joined together and sang aloud -

of a peaceful world - no fights or fire,

and all because of one Messiah !

Messiah, I asked - What do you mean ?

Could it be Christ that they had seen ?

Had I trav'd thru time on this warm night,

Might I be blessed with holy sight ?

Ahead, I saw a mammoth crowd,

and followed suite as others bowed,

and as I sat down on the ground,

from the distant stage I heard this sound.

Dear Saints, I heard - Blessed are thee

You sit in heaven with Baba Ji,

This man you see dressed in white

Reveals the Lord, with Divine light

This life you lead is very short,

Think deeply of what Jesus taught,

Seek - if you want to find the Lord,

Knock, and opened will be door
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And then I heard another talk,

of the Holy Koran and what it taught,

to trust the Prophet through and through,

If you want to be One with the Truth.

The Holy Granth tells much the same -

build faith in God, and call His Name,

Come humbly to the Living Master,

Gain peace of mind - here and hereafter !

And as I sat and looked around,

in awe at what I had just found,

Muslim and Sikh and Hindu people -

all together - loving and peaceful.

What I could see was Heaven, no less,

All kinds of faiths, in togetherness,

This is religion in its purest sense,

sharing and caring - no barrier or fence.

As I awoke from dreams sublime,

One face remained within my mind, 

Hardev, True Master in human guise,

All knowing smile- forgiving eyes

And as I came out of my sleep,

I prayed to God, this image keep,

Forever deep within my heart,

and from it not to be apart.
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Mrs. Vibha Cale

Mrs. Vibha Cale is an academician who is settled in West Midlands. She 
was educated in India and the U.K. and is a Lecturer by profession.  
Along with many other volunteer roles in different establishments, she 
is, at present, serving as a College Governor. Vibha is currently the 
Secretary of Arya Samaj Vedic Mission, West Midlands, in 
Birmingham. She has been writing poetry in English and also in Hindi 
since her school days. After becoming a member of Gitanjali 
Multilingual Literary Circle, Birmingham she got motivated to write in 
Punjabi as well. 
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dY;k.k

cpiu ls lqurh vkbZ Fkh] cpiu ls dgrh vkbZ Fkh 

lcdk Hkyk djks Hkxou~] lcdk lc fcf/k gks dY;k.k A

vkbZ eu ls bd vkokt+] fd;k Hkyk gS fdldk vkTk \

vkokt+ mls nsrs vk, ij] djks deZ tks  ns dY;k.k A

ekuo ls ekuo I;kj djs]  vkS   lPpk iq#ÔkFkZ djs

vkSj u dqN fQj og dj ik,] dsoy gels U;k; djs A

vUreZu esa tks cSBk gS] lcdk iFk vkyksfdr djrk

ekxZ pquks rqe [kqn gh ,slk] ftlls lcdk gks dY;k.k A

ln~deksaZ ls djks fooÓ rqe] ftlls lq[k gks vkSj lq;Ó gks

uke mls tks pkgs ns yks] lw;Z fc[ksjs gS çdkÓ dks A

cgqeZq[kh lc fof/k&fo/kku gS] /keZ ,d gS lc ekuo dk

LoPN djks rqe vius eu dks] Óq) Hkko nsxk dY;k.k A
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Absolute truth is always one and the same, 

Learned people call Him by different names 

due to his attributes. True God, true 

Dharma, true path is one and only one A 

man should think right, do right and by the 

law of Karma would yield right results. The 

poem says,' O man! think right and do the 

right thing not for selfish benefits but for 

the benefit of all.' Your conscience is your 

true guide, For Sarv Kalyan Do right and 

leave the rest to God.
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Parvez Muzaffar was born in Bhopal and educated in Delhi. He has a 
Masters degree in social work from Jamia Central University and 
further Postgraduate diploma from Dayan Institute of Management. He 
found literary atmosphere within his family.  He came to the U.K. in 
1993 and worked in London. Currently he is working as an Assistant 
Team Manager with Birmingham City Council. Parvez has been 
composing poems in Urdu since his college days. 

Mr. Parvez Muzaffar

44                        Mr. Parvez Muzaffar



45                        



 SEARCH FOR LIGHT 

I am frustrated
To see around me
Every where flame of hatred
The bare field of cactus
Barren desert are in many eyes
I am not only afraid of neighbours 
But also of my own shadow
As it is to spread message of love
It is difficult task
But, I still need to do my duty
And spread the flowers of love
Light this candle again.

                                                                                                                    Translated by Nasreen Akhtar
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BAG 

My respected elders
Staying in my heart
Like a condiments tray
From whom I learnt how to give love
But this know how
Somewhere deep imbedded inside me
The ashes of hatred is beginning to escape
Making designs
From eyes to walls
Even though words of religion
Such as honesty, love and affection are already in the bag of my heart
Today I open this bag
And two tears fell out
So I started new journey
And walking towards the community
To share their grief's.

Translated by Nasreen Akhtar
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Acharya Dr. Umesh Yadav, a vedic scholar, was born in Bihar. He has 
been serving the Arya Samaj for past 27 years. He has provided his 
services in many cities of India. He had been Principal of Dayanand 
Brahama Maha Vidyalaya Hisar for 10 years. And now he is a Minister 
of religion with Arya Samaj West Midlands in Birmingam. He has a 
double M.A in Hindi and Sanskrit, a B.ED and a Ph.d in 
Sanskrit(Spirituality of Yajuraveda). He has many years experience in 
performing Vedic rituals and delivering talks on Vedic knowledge. 

Dr. Umesh Yadav
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oSfnd cks/k

vxj ÓkfUr thou esa pkgks] osn&Ój.k dks xgk djks A

ÇfÔ;ksa dk lansÓ ;gh gS] lq[k ekxZ ij c<+k djks AA

fe=&ºf"V viuk dj tx esa] fe=&Hkko ls çk.k Hkjks A

^fe=L; Rok p{kqÔk çrh{ks* ea= vFkZ gh vey djks AA

laLdkj og tho&ewY; gS ] iap ;K ftldk vk/kkj 

czã&psruk tkx`r gksxh] ve`r&jl fur iku djks AA

lskyg thou ewY;ksa ls gh ekuo dk gksrk foLrkj

,d rjhdk] ,d /keZ gS] czãekxZ ij pyk djks AA

nqxZq.k R;kxsa] ln~xq.k /kkjsa] thou ds ehBs Qy ;s A

^fo'okfu nso* ea= xk ] Hko lkxj dks ikj djks AA

Oskn Çpkvksa ds mPpkj.k] psru eu dks ÓkUr djsa A

^lR;eso t;rs uku`ra* dks] vius fpr esa /kjk djks AA

Rkt vlR; dks lp viukvks] thou dks lkdkj djks A 

Ók'or lq[k dh vfopy /kkjk] czã&xax Luku djks AA

e/kqe; lc osnksa dh HkkÔk] tks thou dh Óku gS A

Å¡p&uhp dk Hksn feVkdj] lcdk gh dY;k.k djks AA

^rsu R;Drsu HkqathFkk%* Hkskx R;kx ls osn dg jgs A

deksZa ij vk/kkfjr Qy ik] vc mesÓ ^larksÔ* /kjks A 
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To avail peace in life one needs to under shelter the Vedas. This is 
the message of ancient saints. Following the eye of friends, be the 
master of feelings of friends. The meaning of the mantra should be 
incorporated in daily life. Values of sacraments are baseed on five 
great Yajnas(holi deeds) i.e. (Sandhya-Brahma Yajna), meditation 
of God (Dev Yajna-Agnihotra), sacred fire, (Pitri-Yajna), Obeying 
parents, (Atithi- Yajna) and obeying  learned guest arriving at your 
door without fixing date and time. The person who comes with 
fixing date and time is not Atithi. To pay regards to your friend and 
relatives is your duty not holi deed but if you pay your true service 
to the learned persons who come without fixing date is your holi 
deed. Bali vaishva dev Yajna- protection of other speices by 
providing food and water will awaken conciousness  of God to 
make available for you divine nectar. The human life is surrounded 
with sixteen rituals (Sacraments) right from impregnation to 
cremation. It demonstrates one system and one divine faith of 
righteousness. To enjoy the sweet fruits of life chant the hymn 
Vishwani Deva- climb the tree of thoughts. Put in your life the 
sweet vibrating sounds of the mantra-Satyameva jayate. To 
achieve eternal peace and happiness bath in the divine river. Vedas 
explain all sweetness of life i.e. no one is high or no one is low. 
Finally Vedas say work towards your needs and the greed 
enshrined in the mantra - Tentyakten bhunjithah. 
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Julie Boden

Julie Boden was born in Sutton Coldfield, England  She continues to 
live in the Midlands area but travels nationally and internationally 
conducting poetry workshops and reading her poetry. Poetry has been 
Julie's passion since childhood but she has also worked as a teacher, an 
educational advisor and as an hotelier before dedicating herself to 
poetry for the last ten years as a professional poet. Julie has been a 
Birmingham Poet Laureate (2002-3), a Fellow of Hawthornden. She 
continues to be Poet in Residence at Symphony Hall in Birmingham. 
Her poetry is broadcast on a variety of well known literary programmes 
on Radio 3 and 4. Her poetry has been set to music, performed in concert 
halls and recorded for television. Julie initiated many innovative 
projects around poetry and Pontefract Press has published five of her 
anthologies.  She co-edited an anthology of poems of 24 women  
published by Heaventree Press in 2007. Aheenthi, a selection of Julie's 
poems translated into Gujarati by Adam Tankavari was published in 
2006.  Julie has conducted readings and poetry workshops in India for 
SAMPAD and for the British Council.  This work is continuing to 
receive appreciations in the UK and also India. 
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Postcards from Nairn
(to Jessica)

Saturday
Dear Jessica,
Here upon the white-light beach of Nairn
where sea turns deep in blue to meet the sky,
I think of you and wonder if you can recall
a time before your name had christened and
reclaimed you. Do you still hear the
Watchmans echoed whisperings relaying
all those prayers that called your birth?
Can you feel the imprint of the hand that
rolled you gently down a hill to split your shell 
upon this rock called Earth?

Sunday
Dearest Jessica,
Before Daddy wrapped you safely in the 
blanket of his world and joy burst his walls
at your becoming or visitors who came to see you
swam inside the deep pool of your eyes,
as you held your Daddys finger in your 
innocent vice - the device that you now 
know as hand ; before Mummy breathed
the scent of your two thumbs - 8 perfect
fingers - can you remember the song of the sea?
Can you?  Or do you need a shell to hear what
is and was and always will be fathoms deep
inside you?

Monday
Dear Jessica,
The sun shining down upon this sea at Nairn
shows the silver-blue of happenings and it
wonders at the woman youll become and it
wonders if, kicking off a tucked in sheet to 
watch your ten toes wave or rolling on this
picnic rug of earth, you see the lamb-clouds
grazing on your field of birthday sky.
Can you rock upon the rhythm of the waters
of the womb or has this world, so soon, laid
down its claim and found new ways to frame
you?
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Tuesday
Dear Jessica,
Today, upon this beach, a boy in yellow shorts
runs out with his green kite held tightly in the
hooping of his hand - As the wind takes it up
he laughs as he shouts, Look at me.  See my
kite, and he pulls on its strings as a voice in
the sky - much too small to be heard - tells
the wind, I am bird.  Why must I be a puppet
at this tiny specks command?
Dont let the bully-boys rule you or the man
who is sure he is wise shout out his truths to
train, to contain or to tame you.

Wednesday
Dear Jessica,
All day upon these sun blessed dunes
footsteps kick out stars to shine the nights
of new horizons; evenings hold the waters
of the footprints that have pressed a damper
sand.

Thursday
Dear Jessica,
I wonder if youll see these words.
I wonder if one day you'll find a way to
read beyond these words, if you will 
answer questions we have yet to understand.
A Peter-Pointer finger traces out the letters
that will celebrate your birthday then I dig
their deeper channel with my hand.

Friday
Dear Jessica,
Our suitcases are packed. The evening beach
is empty and our journey home is planned.
The sky has seen your message now and every
year the breeze will come again to tell you
of these Happy Birthday wishes etched in
sand.
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Grandpa Killoch's Alchemy

Grandfather, in your garage block there were 
many doors but none could bar us. “Nothing,”
you said, “ can harm you.”  As I watched you there
in your waistcoat  -  its watch upon a chain,
“Be Discreet,” you said, “let your left hand feel
Life's secrets.”  I was two.  Too young some say
to understand.  You pressed a liquorice wheel
inside my hand and as you talked that day
I chewed upon the liquorice as it turned
itself around.  It was dark.  It was sweet.
“We know of many things that are not learned
in books, my child,” you said, “ Now, listen… eat.”
My black stained hands held out a bright blue moon.
You smiled, “Ah, Men” and then you sighed, “Amoun”.

From  A Sunday Morning  a sequence of seven poems written in response to sitting for the Birmingham Laureate 
Portrait by Graham Kershaw
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Call Down the Colours

Call down the colours
seal her in gold
bring down the light
guard and enfold
her with light
love and calm.
Tell her she's warm
sheltered from harm.
Call down the strength
of the light
that will arm her
and keep out the night;
centre her white.

Cover her gold
and call on the light.
Keep out the pain
of the room that is cold.
Her strength is in violet
her refuge is gold.

Call on the rainbow
call down the star
channel the power
of the light from afar.
Be strong in the calling
and make her to rise
from a bed that lies far
 from her far away eyes.
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Chisel her granite
drill through her steel.
Pull down the light
and remind her to feel
for the truth of the colour
the hue and the tone,
the seed of her strength
that is calling her home.

Let acceptance and knowledge
Bring strength for the fight.
Centre her white.

Her gift lies in violet's intuitive ray
the cure is within her
and growing each day.

When strength is depleted
the mind cannot hold
its balance from tilting.
Cover her gold.

Safe in the warm
protected from cold
love strengthens within her.
Cover her gold.
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Mrs. Daljit Nijran
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Dr. Krishna Kumar

Dr. Krishna Kumar was born and educated in India and the U.K.  
He has been writing poetry in Hindi since 1954.  In April 1995 
established Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle in Birmingham 
with a view to improve harmony within the people speaking 
different languages.  Dr. Kumar has published three anthologies of 
Hindi poetry and edited three anthologies of multilingual poems, 
including their translation/gist in English, of Gitanjali members. 
Dr. Kumar initiated many novel programmes to promote Indian 
culture and languages in the U.K. He is the recipient of many 
honours and awards in the UK and India. In 2005 he conceived and 
implemented “International Multilingual Symposium IMS 2005”. 

ndDr. Kumar organised 22  International Ramayan Conference 
Birmingham in  September  2006.

in 
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vfXu dk rkaMo

ÓkfUr mBrh tk jgh gS

D;ksa txr ls 

Lkn~Hkkouk ds cht 

D;ksa feyrs ugha \

Ckka> lh D;ksa I;kj dh

/kjrh iM+h gS

Lusg&eerk&,drk ds

O`k{k D;ksa

Qyrs ugha \

lH;rk ds uke ij &&& 

lc caV pqds gSa

/keZ ds fl)kar ls Hkh 

dV pqds gSa

can okrk;u lHkh gSa

}kj ij lk¡dy yxk

cSBs vHkh gSa A

vfXu dk rkaMo

fNfrt ij gks jgk gS

vkSj balk¡ pSu ls 

lks;k iM+k gS

gSa ?kjksa esa og lqjf{kr

lksprk gS A

vfXu dk rks O;kdj.k

lh/kk&ljy &&

ºf"V esa mldh

lHkh ge ,d gSa A
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HkkbZ&cgu

Ekkrk&firk lk

fo'o bd ifjokj gS

vkSj lcdks lkFk esa

j[krk vdsyk I;kj gS A

gS ugha vkrad dh dksbZ txg

lc ekurs gSa

Bksl dqN djrk u dksbZ

vkt ;g Hkh tkurs gSa A

gSa iqjkru xzaFk lkjs] dg jgs

^losZ HkoUrq lq[ku%

losZ lUr fujke;%

losZ Hknzkf.k i';Urq

ek df'pn~ nq[k HkkxHkosr~* A

;g lukru /keZ dh igpku gS

osn ea=ksa esa lekfgr Kku gS A

gS pqukSrh 

vkt ds lalkj dks

gS pqukSrh

vkt ds balku dks

fdl rjg bl lksp dk

foLrkj gks

vkS fopkjksa esa ugha 

Vdjko gks 

fo'o ekuork c<+s lalkj esa

I;kj ik dj I;kj dk

fuLrkj gsk A
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FIRE “TAANDAV”

Why
Is Peace on the wane?
Why
The seeds of compassion sterile remain? 
Why
Is the land of Love lying barren?
Why 
The trees of love, care and harmony 
No blooms sustain?

Divided stand the people
In civilization's name; 
Devoid of
Goodness of faiths,
Keeping vents of conscience slammed,
Within chained doors they remain.

Unaware of the “Taandav” of Fire,
On the horizon afar,
People lie in slumber,
Fooled that
Safe inside they are.
While Fire has a simple calculation,
For its victims
It makes no exception.

Like brothers, sisters, mothers and sires,
World is a family if one desires,
Held together
By love's aspires. 
That “Terrorism” has place none,
All agree and all are one,
But to fight its might,
Nothing solid is done.

All the ancient scriptures say:
'Be happiness on all, and
All be without any disease,
All have good vision and wisdom, and
Be all suffering free'
This is recognition of a Universal Faith, 
Wisdom in the ancient scriptures laid.

Let there be a challenge thrown,
To the entire humanity not to a man alone,
To let this thought be grown,
Without a conflict known,
Allowing humanity to expand, 
Rich in love and,
By exchange of Love and Love alone.
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J)k vkS fo'okl gekjk

vius ?kj esa

dc jgrk gS

vc mlesa

dsoy vkil dk

iy&iy dk >xM+k iyrk gS A

nhokjsa gjne jksrh gSa

lj Åij dh Nr jksrh gS

ik¡o rys dh

/kjrh Hkh rks rM+i&rM+i

vk¡lw cksrh gS A

D;k ls D;k gks x;k

Tkxr dk

tgk¡ LokFkZ

dsoy c<+rk gS

[kqn dh lk;k ls Mj&Mj dj

viuksa dks viuk Nyrk gS A 

Ekkuork ne rksM+ jgh gS

Tkhou&ewY;ksa dh lqdqekjh

pkS[kV ij flj QksM+ jgh gS A

J)k vkS fo'okl gekjk

/khjs&/khjs yqIr gks jgk

blhfy, tx dk gj çk.kh

ty eqëh esa idM+ jgk

Lkwjt dh Lof.kZe fdj.kksa dks

Okg gkFkska ls ely jgk A
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gj çk.kh ds

gj thou dk

ek= ,d mºs'; jgk gS

lk/; vkSj lk/kd dk feyuk

HkfDrHkko dk /;s; jgk gS

bl iFk ij thou ds py dj

lcdks gh lq[k&ÓkfUr feyh gS

vkS lekt ds m|kuksa esa

ekuork dh dyh f[kyh gS A

;g ifjHkkÔk jkejkT; dh

Rkc lqjkT; ys dj vk,xk

ÓkfUr vkSj lq[ke; thou ls

HkweaMy Hkh Hkj tk,xk A
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OUR REVERENCE AND FAITH 

Deserted, 
This abode
Now only breeds 
An ever going squabble.
Walls ever lament,
Roof over the head sobs,
The wreathing ground underneath too,
Does tears shed.

What ever has happened,
To the people today.
Only selfishness thrives.
Frightened of their own shadows
They deceive each other.
Humanity is dying
Morality knocks 
Its head on the doorsteps.

Our reverence and faith
Is gradually vanishing.
People now try and catch water,
And crush between their palms 
The golden rays of the sun.

Salvation has always been 
The life's aim.
That's what prayers are for.
Following this in the journey of life
People get solace and tranquillity.
Humanity 
Blooms all around.
Good governance then
Will realise “Ramrajya”,
And in the Cosmos
Will instil
Peace and Tranquillity.
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Mrs. Saroj Srivastava “Swati”

 Saroj Srivastava “Swati” was born in Lucknow (UP) India and was 
awarded a Gold Medal in M.A. (Hindi Literature) from Lucknow 
University.  She went on to obtain her M. Phil from Delhi University. 
She was the first Hindi and Culture Officer at the Indian High 
Commission London from 1984 to 1989 and during this period she 
initiated many projects which are now bearing fruits.  Saroj has won 
many awards including Premchand Kahani Puraskar, Millennium 
Poetess Award and Rupambara Awards etc. In addition to publication of 
a number of academic papers, she has published two academic books- 
“Bhoomi Sabki Dard Sabka  and “Course Guides for B .A. Hindi 
Literature”. She has also published two anthologies of Hindi poems and 
short stories – “Urti Ret” and “Seepian Aur Shankh”. Her hobbies 
include writing, travelling, photography, music and flower decoration 
etc.

68                     Mrs. Saroj Srivastava 



vkf[kjh iy  

leUnj ds fdukjs

ns[krk gw¡ ml jksÓuh dks

ck¡V fn;k gS ftlus

ikuh dks] 

gt+kjksa gt+kj ghjs

txexk tkrs gSa

gj ygj ds lkFk

Ngjrs ty d.kksa esa

Xqktjrh gqbZ jksÓuh esa ugk dj]

jksÓuh ihys /kuqÔ dh rjg

ysVh gS leUnj dh

uhyh lrg ij &

,d tgkt nwj ls

djhc vkrk vkrk tk jgk gS]

tgkt ds lk, ls nwj]

ns[krk gw¡ ty liksZa ds xqPNs dks]

pkan dh jkSÓuh sa

pedrh gSa mudh

lQsn #igyh [kkysa]

cny tkrh gSa /khjs&/khjs

uhys] dkbZ yxs e[keyh va/ksjksa esa A
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bu lcls nwj]

fdlh uhys leUnj ds

vkxksÓ esa

rSj jgh gSa vufxur ykÓsa

;q) ds dkaVksa ls fca/ks

ge yksx

,d ihM+k esa

,d gh Hkaoj esa &

Osk Hkwy pqds gSa

fd igyh fdjp fdlus pqHkksbZ]

igyh vkx fdlus yxkbZ]

,d Hk; ds leUnj esa

Fxjs buds fny vc

ekSr ds va/ksjksa esa [kks jgs gSa]

vkSj ihM+k ds ,glkl us

mUgs vkl&ikl yk fn;k !
ljkst JhokLro

Akhree Pel

The poems begins with a man enjoying the beauty of the seaside only to 
further reflect on the victims of war on some other shore of the ocean.
From appreciating the beauty of his view, he switches to ponder about 
the dead and the dying and ultimately their last moments in life where 
they share the same feeling.

A feeling where there is no thought of enmity as to who started the 
killings first but a shared feeling of fear for death which brings them 
together
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ek¡ vkSj Óakfr 

e¡k & 

rsjs ikl og lc dqN Fkk

tks muds ikl ugha Fkk]

mUgksaus rq>ls 

cgqr&dqN Nhuk

fQj Hkh]

rsjh lqÓkUr

lkSE; izd`fr esa 

cgqr dqN ÓsÔ Fkk

cgqr dqN ÓsÔ Fkk

mUgsa vius [kkyhiu dk

,glkl fnykus dks

?k`.kk ds f?kukSus LiÓZ ls]

ckSuh vk¡[kska ls rsjs

vUrjre dh xgjkbZ dks

uksp Qsadus dh

xfgZr vfHkykÔk ls]

jDr jaftr

gkFksa ls

rsjk LoRo rq>ls

Nhu fy;k &

Ekuork dk gj 

O;Fkk ij misf{kr

ºf"V Mky

mUgksaus rqEgsa viekfur fd;k

eSus ns[kk gS
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bfrgkl ds i`"Bksa ls

bl lcdks]

tc /k`rjk"Vª us] dal us]

vÓksd vkSj fldUnj us

gR;kjksa vkSj vkrafd;ksa us]

;q) dh ykylk esa Mwch

gj ml Óf[l;r us

eku] e;Zknk] I;kj vkSj Óakfr

dk vieku fd;k

ftls rsjh eerk ds

[kwu ls viuh I;kl cq>kuh Fkh]

cQZ vkSj cfjÓ dh

ijokg fd, cxSj

rsjk ygw cgkuk Fkk]

fQj Hkh] rwus mUgs Ój.k nh 

D;ksafd vkt Hkh rq>s

mudh eerk Hkjh

nLrd dk bUrt+kj gS A

ljkst JhokLro
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 Maa aur Shanti

This poem personifies the motherland as a mother, Where both are self-
giving. 

The poem likens a child's mischief to the various imperialists that have 
tried to rule the world, causing grief to humanity and taking away from 
the motherland. 

Ultimately the poem closes by depicting the forgiving and loving nature 
of a mother that always takes her children back and shelters them.


