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“Gitanjali is a unique multilingual literary
circle in Birmingham, a city known as the big
heart of England with which I have had
privilege of close association for many years.

A multilingual literary circle requires the
liberal and large-hearted disposition of a
multicultural perspective of society. A tribute
is due to those who founded Gitanjali and have
nurtured and sustained it through the years.

Born of compassionate commiseration and
poetic creativity, Gitanjali has grown into a
remarkable multilingual literary group and a
forum of multiculturalism under the able,
inspired and dedicated stewardship of

Dr. Krishna Kumar.

Gitanjali has built wonderful bridges of
goodwill across linguistic divides and has
enriched the cultural life in Britain by means
of linguistic symbiosis and literary synergy.”

Dr. L:M. Singhvi

MP and Senior Advocate
Former High Commissioner of
India in the UK

“It is not as simple as it appears to edit an
anthology and that too when it is a mix of
many minds coming from varied lands and
languages as the reader is about to discover.

Readers will find that Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle has set many minds thinking.”

Dr. Raj Kumar

Poet, Psychiatrist,

“The Milestone”

5, Jia Mau, Lucknow, India
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I am delighted to have this opportunity to provide this message for
inclusion in this anthology of poems titled ‘Gitanjali Poems from East and
West'. The anthology contains contributions from persons of all ages ranging
from the youngest author of seven to the oldest one, well in his sixties,
writing in as many as six languages of the Indian sub continent apart from
English. All the contributions are invariably intellectually stimulating and
written with a lot of feelings. While some of the poems are indeed of a very
high calibre, one should not sit in judgement on their standard and quality.
The objective has been to encourage those with a potential to express their
feelings and emotions through the medium of poetry and to provide them

recognition and appreciation.

The Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle is a symbol of richness of
culture and unity in diversity which is the hallmark of the Indian Society. The
Circle has been doing commendable work to create cohesion and better
understanding between the Br‘i'rishr:s'bcie{‘y and the people of the Indian sub
continent by organising several literary programmes/activities and I have had

the honour to be associated with some of these activities.

I wish it Godspeed in its efforts to promote international
understanding in the multi-cultural society of the UK through the medium of

literature.

(N.P. Sharma)



Foreword

Gitanjali Poems from East and West is the testimony of what can be achieved
within a very short time if we really want. Members of Gitanjali Multilingual
Literary Circle and other contributors worked really hard to meet the deadline
given. It contains multilingual poems in six languages of Indian Sub-continent
with their gist in English. It is a perfect mix of age, race and gender containing a
poem by 7 year old Vibhati Bhatia. To add new colour to this collection of poems
published by Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle some of the poems are
reproduced in poets own handwriting which I hope would be appreciated.

Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle was established in 1995 to promote
harmony and understanding between people sharing this globe through
language, culture and religion and also to promote the ideas of a little girl
“Gitanjali” who died at a tender age of sixteen. The group strives to encourage
children as well as adults to express their emotions in writing and also on the
platform and the inclusion of Vibhati’s poem in this collection is the living proof.
In addition to organising public poetry and cultural programmes the group
members meet regularly and recite their fresh original poems, discuss literary
issues and support each other. Since its inauguration in 1995 it has organised
more than 150 programmes and published two anthologies of poems of Gitanjali
group members. In the future, it is hoped that, more such groups would be
started in other parts of the UK and the world so as to spread India’s ancient
slogan of “Vasudhaiva Kutumbkam”. Over the years a number of distinguished
scholars have been invited to Gitanjali programmes and they all have expressed
hope for a better tomorrow following its aims.

Poems included in this anthology are going to be recited on 12" October at the
Library Theatre in Birmingham to celebrate Birmingham Book Festival 2003
arranged by Jonathan Davidson of Book Communications. It includes poems, by
Julie Boden, the reigning Poet Laureate (2003) of Birmingham, and also by
young poets like Gurpreet Bhatia, Paritosh Sharma, Bobby Sura and Surjit
Dhami. Inclusion of these poems has added a new refreshing dimension to this
anthology. The poems included in this anthology should not be judged for their
class and standard but for the sentiments andfeelings displaying sensitivity and
high level of emotions and as such I salute to dear Vibhati’s poem about Baba
jee. I hope you would enjoy reading it as much as I have enjoyed its editing and
putting in shape.

Dr. Krishna Kumar
Founder and Chairperson
Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle
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When | Saw Babaiji

Nhen | saw Babap thrcugh the sky,
he made mv heart happy.

YWhen | saw Babaj through the sky,
he made me smije.

When | saw Babaji through the sky,
he gave me loads of blessings.

When | saw Babaji through the sky,
| felt grateful to see Babaiji.

When | saw Babaji through the sky,
he made me feel very lucky.

When | saw Babaiji through the sky,
| thought to myself wow its Babaiji.

When | saw Babaji through the sky,
he made everyone precious.

Vibhati Bhatia (Age7)
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Peace

You will be disappointed if you want to finish counting all the stars in the sky in one night.
You will be exhausted if you want to run as fast as the gust of wind.

it will be of no avail if you want to imitate the melancholic chirping of a nightingale.

You will be despondent if you want to earn an accolade by counting the waves of the sea all day long.
You wili be dispirited if you want me to lose the serenity of my heart and soul.

And you will lose yourself completely if you want to fathom the depth of my love.

You feel the calmness of the sky and the stars,

You accept the power of the wind,

¥ ou mesmerise yourself with the tune of a nightingale.

You realise the inundating nature of the waves,

You be drenched in the nectar of my affection and forgiveness,

And have faith in the intensity of my love.

Only then you will find happiness and peace

And be able to become mine forever.

Anuradha Rakhit
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Genesis of a poem

Words can only come from the depth of silence

Theme can only emerge from being a silent companion of many minds
Colour can only be painted from the agom'siné pain of broken dreams

Depth can only be felt from being a fellow sufferer in the sufferings of many

minds

And all these will become poetry if you are there with me from the beginning

to the end.

Sekhar Nath Basu



CONUNDRUM

Who am I
What am 1
Why I am here?
Question asked for eons
by our ancestors , almost all of us.

Shall we try to find at least
a probable answer.
We were born to procreate,
continue the human race:
we do, despite our animal daftness.

So what is real life?
What passes the forch on?
We have a body, minds, and
elusive something else:
call it conscience or soul .

Mind dies, body is left behind
earth to earth, ashes to ashes
*Soul’ - *super consciousness’
migrates to another body:
Soul is eternal.

Soul has no birth no death.
it regenerates, like the trees.
Tree leaves die, branches die
But the tree revives,survives:

So does each soul.

Researchers finding the DNA-found ‘the Holy Grail’
of religions’ founders and philosophers.
Souls, Spirits, reincarnate in other lives,
other bodies through the DNA and genes.
The cycle of ‘dharma’ ‘karma’
Confirm: Soul is eternal.

Rajni ROY
8™ August 2003

10



WELCOME EMILY

Law, Ian married fair
Medicine - Julie
and produced an heir,
With primogeniture gone
sexual equality supreme
Emily will inherit
the Harrison jackpot;
unless a brother or a sister
claims the new baby cot.

We are very very pleased.
Congratulations.
Welcome to the family club,
sleepless nights
but happy days.
Cherish your bundle of joy
to your hearts’ content:
time passes so quickly;
soon Emily will be a lady
just like mummy.

Rajni ROY
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PATHWAYS

Where there is care
there is love
where there is
communication
there is room for

understanding.

Where there is
understandirg
love finds and
makes a home.

Where there is trust
its a prelude to
lasting cerebral love
gift of love is
accepted
with grace.

Where
there is no trust
suspicion reigns

supreme.

Love is made
without emotion
love is rejected
without compuction.

Rajni Roy
June 2003
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BURST of BRITISH SUMMER

England is a land of seasons
not gradual, but
sudden change of seasons:
like I first had four decades ago.

In March, sailing from ¥rance
I had mist, rain and sun in Paris.
strong wind, waves, hailstones and
snow in the Channel;
brilliant sunshine
at Victoria station
all in a day !!

John Smith the British Council
Representative who came
to receive me, an overseas student,
said with a smile-
“Hallo and Welcome
to typical British weather !

Things haven’t changed:
last week we had rain, wind
with hailstones as big as marbles;
and a burst of summer sunshine
all in an afternoon!!

Long live British weather.
Cool Britannia
make the best of it
enjoy roses whilst they bloom.

Rajni Roy
21 June 2000



DIWALL

Hindu festival of Diwali is a comprehensive festival.
It takes in Thanksgiving for return of Lord Rama
to his rightful throne: triumph of good over evil,
and, the start of Ramrajya - utopia
with fireworks and deepavli lights.

Diwali echoes British Harvest Festival,

Guy Fawkes 5" November, and Christmas all rolied into one.
How appropriate that we now have
multicultural, multi-faith, multi-ethnic community in Britain;
which in harmony celebrates our varied customs.

So roll on multicultural festivals :
we are ready
if you are ready for us.
Diversity and unity of purpose our strength:
and for this we, the new British, give thanks.

Rajni Roy
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DRESSINGS

You hurt me and wound me.
Then to dress my wounds
you bring me flowers.

You stab my heart
with broken promises,
and then with kisses;
you want to cement the damage.

But remember:
joins get cemented,
yet, the crack remains.

KALPANA GANGULY

15



APPEARANCES

Just because I do not
Share my dreams
Does not mean I don’t dream
Just because I do not say
I love you
Does not mean I don’t
Just because I do not
Shed tears
Does not mean I don’t hurt
Just because I remain silent
Does not mean I don’t have a voice
Just because it is dark
Does not mean day is over

KALPANA GANGULY
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ARCHIVES

In the archives of my mind,
too many cob-webs.

In the archives of my mind,
abyss and labyrinths.

In the archives of my mind,
emotions entwined with confusion.

In the archives of my mind,
nothing is something:

and, something cannot be nothing.

KALPANA GANGULY
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LOVES LABOUR
NOT LOST

Let me count the ways:
to-love yow- just As Yow Like It.
I will be your Juliet
Your Rosalind and Tempest

Your music; the food of love
Yowur love sonnet
I wild not say - To-be or not to-be’
I will just BE- as yow wish me .

7 will be your Midsummer Night's dreany,
Yow wild not be Taming this Shrew
As I will be tame; just As Yow Like It

Without much ado-let me say

I will love thee; always
JustAS YOU LIKE IT.

Kalpana Ganguldy.

Dec: 2000
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Memories

The human mind is composed of a network
encompassing our thoughts, emotions and memories.
These memories are a product of specific moments in
one’s life. Hence we desire to keep them firmly in our
grasp, with the time memories do fade and endeavour to
escape, however they rarely detach from us completely
and remain forever within out subconscious.

Swaran Talwar
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“Walking Alone”

I walk alone
Sadly, pensively
I wander alone

I’ve no place to live
Nowhere to go
I write songs of
Silence to forget
The sad memories
Of the past love, hate and
Bitterness of destitute life
Aimlessly, I walk alone
Sadly, I wander alone
Chanchal Jain

21



Loneliness

There’re feelings

You can’t express

There’re experiences

You can’t explain

There are pains

You have to suffer alone
Even agonies, you can’t share

There are friends

Who cheat you

Hurt you, desert you

You have to cry alone
Even grief, you can’t share

You have to live alone
Without any help

Without any love

Even life, you can’t share

Chanchal Jain
22
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Birthsong

i whispered to the stars
May all vour dreams come true

I whispered to the moon
May her face shine down upon you

I whispered to the sea
10 hold you in her arms

I whispered to the owl
to fill your nights with psalms

I whispered to the cockerel
to herald in your days

I whispered to the trees
to make a bridle for your ways

I whispered to the Earth
to ground you

I whispered to the Sun
to call you.

May the stars dream you,
moon shine you,
sea hold you,
wind reveal
the ringing of your
days.

Julie Boden
(From ‘“Through the Eye of a Crow’ 2003)
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Beloved

From that first morning song
you must have known
that I would drive
these choking roads
to find
you.

And now I come

not comically
as a child waddling his father’ s wellies
on a dew wet grass,

not meekly as the young
betrothed who learns to say
‘Amen.’

Not dreamily climbing up
the ladder of another’s sleep.

Nor do I come barefoot,
bravely
fast racing the spearhead
chasing on an arrow’s
flight,

but with shell to my left and
pen of a sword to my right
heart’s embers fanned
by your eyes shining the faces
of strangers.

I come to you slo__vvly
following the trail of the
pony path

A
woman
wet-socked
walking.

Julie Boden
(From ‘Through the Eye of a Crow’ 2003)
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bina sahaare’ chalnaa aayaa.

Jub-jub Toone™ bansi bajaie, mantr mugdh maen dauri Aai;
Kahien se’ ek kasak si aai, anjan’ main thokar khaai.
Tum ne’ baraa ke’ haath jo thaamaa, man hi mun baraa itraie..

Socha ab na jaane” doongie, tumse’ yeh vachan bhi loongie;
Doge’ saath sdaa hi mera, raah ho tung yaa ghanaa andhe'raa.
{ngalie thame'rahoge’ meri, jeeven kar doge’ ujyera..

{We human berngs have this 1 us to take credit for the achievements and to blame God/kismat/destiy/fate
for our failures -

Uthatie girie pahonchi shikher par;
Dekhi kshitiz par zhalak jo teri
De'ne’ ulaahna dauri che'ri.

Vachan deke’ phir kyon muh phe'ra;
Dhoondtie rahi sahaara te'ra.
Jab jab maine’ thokar khaai, tumko thie awaaz lagaai!

Sahaara 10 tum de’ nahi paye’, phir kis baat pe’ ho itraye’!..

Dekho! Tum ab phir muskaye’, mridu haasmay.nayan jhapkaaye’

Main ne’ wachan nahien nibhaayaa?

Gir kgr uthane’ ka tumko kisne' thaa sankalp dilaaya?

Haan mat ne” anguli nahie pakrie, tub hi to tumhe’ bina sahaare’ chalnaa aayaa.

fub hu to tumhe’
bina sahaare’ chalnaa aayaa.

Yesterday, being Sunday, due to the Engg works at the local rail track, the trains were running irregularly.
in a hurry I boarded the Express train that did not atop at the small station I was to get down. Hence
sitting at the last stop waiting for the connection I started moaning at the unfaimness of the situation. Like
a lightening this thought transported me to my childhood days when my mom used to recite us stories of
Mirabai’s unflinching faith. During those days, in my childhood innocence I’d make up a dialogue with
Uod, insisting Him to *promise that he’ll never abandon me.” And then in this mental role-play I'll hear
Him say, “You aiso promise me that you’ll never give up, no matter how hopeless the situation be.”

All this T have tried to express in these few lines in Hindi. @Roman script)

Vibha Cale

]
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Questions

Nature is asking me questions
about how to be a proud
human being.

We need to have some
qualities in us to claim us as a
human.

We need to be sensitive and
to have sharing towards
others.

Without that how can we fulfil
to be a human being?

BANASREE NANDI
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The Return of my Beloved

| feel shy like a bride as dusk brings my beloved closer
Crazed by happiness | light every lamp in my house

The music of your footsteps prompts me to hide behind the door
In my playfulness my senses are lost

Happiness engulfs me as the moment of our union approachss
I lose control of my mind and my heart galiops

| tiptoe to open the door to you my love
But my inhibitions keep my gaze away from you

Even my veil betrays me when | am trying to hide
In my shyness | even forget to greet you

Dazed by your love | cease to relate to the world

Drenched by your affection | find eternal bliss
JaVerma
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The Gist

Though I pleaded with many a reason and excuse, to dissuade this loved -
person, from going to the aliens get-together, yet all to no avail. At lastI
had this wishful thinking; if ever there is force in my longing, the loved

one will return to me, since even a cloud sheds its droplets after noticing

my tears!

And so tranced was this beloved person, after all, that a little bit more
consoling, the pearls of tears were gone and a sudden smile came after

all.

My beloved advised me time and again not to dip myself in wine again,
full well knowing that since the time of saints and seers the poets have
been doing this dipping in wine !

R.K.Mahan
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CONTENTMENT

Humans have

Ever been contented

By their own fate

They alwavs want more and more
Than what theyv get.

What a strange !
Thinking of humans
You have made
And thus shaped
Their destiny.

When given a chance
They never can ask
Anything universal
That remains the same.

That is why

Humans continue to wander
And try to hold

Water in the fist

And also try to rub the sun rays
Between the palms.

And thus continues

To bang the head

On the threshold of TIME.

Krishna Kumar
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DESIRE DELIVERED—This poem is an infusion of audio & visual perceptions
using rich & vivid imagery. It joyfully expresses the emotion of an aspirant
when his own foresight turns into reality. The final verses celebrate the
metamorphosis of a feared failure into an extraordinary success echoing
spiritual liberation
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The Poem takes the form of a salutation to the diverse roles of a bride once she

begins her new life. It protrays the conventional responsibilities, modern dutics
& establishes that she has maintained her position as the cernerstone of society
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GOD AND MAN

*h' God! You have created me
With such patience
With such perseverance
With such kindness
With such fondness

“vnen you have placed me
{on this earth
50 full of colours
So tull of others

With fears in my heart
And tears in my eyes
Hooked at you and said
“What do I do here?”
“Where do I go from here?”

God smiled and said
“Move with those moving people”
“Run along with changing seasons”
“Walk along those tedious paths”
“Leamn to love Nature’s Wonders”

But 1if my journey
Takes me to unknown lands
“How do I see You?”
“When can I talk to You?”

God smiled and said
“You might forget me — but”
“My child, I don’t forget you!”
“I can see you night and day”
“I will come for you one day”

Aravinda Rao
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Becoming the Undefined

I exhausted my life,
seeking to define the
subjects of this creation,
but within this pursuit,
failed to define myself.
What blunder was made
in becoming the undefined.

An occupant directed
A renewed quest,
provided a map
and revealed the treasure.
Unveiling the veiled
Accomplishing the journey.

Now are seen riches
Proximate, in subtlety.
no longer piercing
the ignorance of my mind.

The ancient wisdom,
appearing distant, but close to me,
has touched the deepness of the defined,
and caught my self from me.

I now commit
becoming joined
to the infinite reality.

Gurpreet Bhatia

40



The Eye of the Creator

Looking at his creation,
the author suspended his belief,
Paused and issued a notice of thoughts.

The tapestry of divine threads
begins to whither,
No pattern now remains.

Diversity formed,
torn by harmful minds.
Unity not called upon,

duality prevails.

Observe.

The ways of the human,
Greed, the Company of choice.
Question. Not what to give.
But the splendour of taking.

Discuss.
Not compassion
But the depths of intolerance.

Witness.
The Disappearance of Love.

Desires torment,
All perspectives of thought.
Contentment banished, unity dissolved.
Wihere does this journey lead?

Reverse.
This progression.
Seek counsel
And reform the seif.
Step upon, the path of awareness.

Gurpreet Bhatia
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Old Oak Tree

I stand before you—an old oak tree.
Wide in girth, arms outstretched, deep
in root.

Silence is my unspoken virtue—
quietly T hear.

Without a word I watch.

Many have sat in my peaceful shade,
for 2a moments rest before moving on.
Many have spoken, aloud or in
thought,

and I have listened to every word.

And what have I learned ?

I have learned of a changing world,
forever moving and rarely still.

A place it seems, where there is always
somewhere else to be,

something else to be doing, someone
else to become...

This is to me a foreign land,

where it seems easier to take

and so painful to give.

Above all, it is this that bewilders me.

Despite growing burdens

and heavy hearts,

Few contemplate the sharing of loads.
Even with the air man breathes

and the water he drinks,

He casually engages in

games of chance.

His hands are too small,

to hold all that he wants,

And yet he wonders why fulfilment
evades him —
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Can it be any other way 7

And then, I have witniessed

the slavery and servitude,

To whims and desires, habits and
passions.

Through chemical means,

man seeks to regain lost pleasures,
To overcome sadness, bear pain,
find passing utopias.

I see this sad story

in the world I look upon -
Broken homes, divided hearts,
fragmented minds.

I try to whisper to passers-by,
“in togetherness, is hope and joy™

Each leaf, each branch, my evesy
being

Came forth from an unseen part of
me.

To this day I stand firm and strong
In the land that has mothered

and cared for me.

Many storms have passed,
many suns and rains

But my roots have guarded my
dignity.

My humble presence is a
message for all -

“grow slowly, but surely, to your
highest destiny>

As I have learned from passers-by
The story of their lives,

I wonder if they too, will take a page,
From the story of my life.

Dr Bobby Sura



So Ends the Dance of Duality

There have been many times in my life where I have filled pages with
My thoughts, my hopes and the messages of my heart.

I have watched them flow from my open mind, and smiled

To myself at what I’ve been thinking and where I’ve been going

There are times where I have felt boundless within this grand symphony

We call the universe and seemingly floated through clouds and heavens sublime
There has been little I have felt unable to achieve or win

Or gain in these moments

Yet in ignorance, these feelings of liberation, of freedom

And utmost joy have disappeared as quickly as they came and

Like a banished emperor, I have fallen to earth in shame and poverty to
Become a penniless pauper - bewildered and alone

Blown from pillar to post by the winds of despair,

I have felt little more than a speck in a fathomless sea.
My struggle yielding fatigue and weariness

Visibility fading, heart shrinking, breathlessness setting in

But, the eyes of clarity and hope have penetrated this confusion,
And I have smiled to myself, in knowledge that the source

Of unending wealth is deeper,wider and more generous

Than I could become or ever wish to be

But this too is an illusion — another lapse in wisdom and insight....

For I’m not apart from this whole, and know it to be an intimate part of me
From the waves and the tides, the sea is not apart and I am never seperated from
this

Great ocean of life, of nature and existence itself

I am You and You are me, and so ends the.dance of duality

Dr Bobby Sura
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Beauty

Elegance drenched in pure passion
swayed in spiritual delight.

The tender touch of wisdom
awakened the senses to a godly height.
Caressing my thoughts with his words

my mind quivered in the sight of his.
As I gazed into his love
he graced mine in the warmth of bliss.
The subtle beauty of his eternal light
whispered his love in my mind.
Covering my being with his,
he gently held my soul in his arms forever.
Love at first sight created the ocean of my heart
that was once just a river.

Surjit Dhami
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Torturer

My days become the night of despair
Because I follow illusions without care
Stabbing in the darkness of doubts
I stumble on fear that mounts
Carrying the load of sin
My mind is pressured into the donjon of ego
Subjected to unrelenting torture
I painfully stared at my torturer in anger
The hands of my torturer strikingly similar to my own
His structure and facial framework resembled my own
Eventually I recognized my torturer to be me.
My humanity mutilated and burned to ashes
I gauged my own love and suffered
From my own pride a million lashes

Surjit Dhami
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This Poem describes the agony
of a person who at each & every
steps is tortured in a variety of

ways by the people & the world.

However, un-willing to accept
defeat continues to flow like a
wave on the surface of a river.

Madthu Sharma
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DIWALI THE FESTIVAL OF LIGHT.

FESTIVAL OF LIGHT IN EVERY HOME TO DAY.

EVERY LIFE IS FULL OF HAPPINESS AND JOY !
THOUSANDS OF CANDLES ARE BURNING BRIGHT

EVERY WHERE.

MOTHER EARTH IS SO BEAUTIFUL TONIGHT.

INSIDE. OUTSIDE AND ALL GARDENS OF EVERY HOME,
THE FIELD AND RIVER BANKS, COUNTLESS OF BRIGHT
LIGHTS ARE BURNING WITH jOY !

WHAT A BEAUTIFUL SIGHT ! MANY THOUSANDS LITTLE
LAMPS FLOATING AND TRAVELLING DOWN THE RIVER GANGES.
i FEEL THE HAPPINESS AND JOY OF DIWALI

iT SEEMS ALL SORROW AND DARKNESS OF THE MIND ARE
FAR AWAY TONIGHT.

A SPECIAL NEW HOPE OF HAPPINESS IN EVERY HEART.

THE FEARFUL LOUDEST VOM VOM SOUND OF FIREWORKS
COMING FROM EVERYWHERE, BUT NO ONE IS AFRAID,

NO ONE HAS ANY FEAR.

EVERY ONE¥YEELING THE JOY OF DIWALI IN THEIR HEART.

LET THIS HAPPINESS REMAINS WITH EVERYONE TODAY AND LET THE
HAPPINESS AND JOY OF DIWALI COME AGAIN AND AGAIN. TIME AND AGAIN.
AND LET DIWALI COME TO EVERY HEART EVERY DAY.

I SEND MY BEST WISHES OF DIWALI TO ALL.

LET THE BRIGHTEST AND JOYOUS LAMPS OF DIWALI
BRINGS THE HAPPINESS IN EVERY--HOME.

Dillip Bhomwich
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The Garden
As green as ever,
Is my garden beyond,
Nourished by the rain, the air,
Nourished by me,
It is the abode of all life,
That is found around my house,
It is the abode of the plants,
Of the insects,
Of the mammals,
They find it to be their natural home,
Their m though, as one may say,
Prefers his own house,
Built by his own kind,
Artificial though it may be called,
To stay in comfortably, cosily and with ease,
As well as go out whenever be may please,

To the garden.

Paritosh Sharma
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Desert Rain

The scorching heat of the Sun | could not stand

No human, animal or plant to be found on this Barren land,
| being the only one in the desert,

No force to save myself, having lost my alert,

Sweaty, burnt, thirsty I suffered,

| awaited relief from this condition which couldn’t be tougher
| was not expectant of what was to happen.

All my bitter feelings this would dampen,

It started with the sky’s darkening,

Then the roar of the thunder like a storm Awakening,
Water drops began to fall from the sky,

Though small in the beginning was this heaven's Cry,

| was joyed so much when they cooled my body and face,
They grew and grew in intensity till my position

i couldn’t trace,

| was in the rain lost once again,

This time though | did not go insane,

Finally | could relish the rain,

It drew away all my sorrow, my suffering and my pain.Paritosh Sharma

Paritosh Sharma
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Dr. Krishna Kumar

Dr. Krishna Kumar was born in India in 1941
and has lived in Birmingham since 1980. He has
taught in many countries and is currently a
Senior Technologist at the University of Central
England in Birmingham. Dr. Kumar established,
in 1995 a multilingual poetry group, “Gitanjali
Multilingual Literary Circle”, to promote
harmony and understanding between cultures
through language. The group strives to encourage
children as well as adults to express their
emotions in writing and alse on the platform. Dr.
Kumar was the Chairman of the Organising
Committee for the VI World Hindi Conference
held 1999 in London. He also participated in
Jubilee 2000, along with other members of the
group, and contributed poems on “World Debt”.
Dr. Kumar, through BBC Asian Networks has
promoted poetry and created an audience of
poetry lovers. He has recited poems on a number
of occasions in the UK and also in India. Dr.
Kumar’s poems have been published in many
anthologies and magazines. He has published two
anthologies in Hindi and edited an anthology of
multilingual poems with their translation in
English. He has also published a technical book
and more than 40 technical papers.



Gitanjali Multilingual Literary Circle
Birmingham (U.K)

£2.50



