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EDITORIAL 

Since the dawn of civilization, the toughest challenge before mankind has been 
to proclaim with certainty the existence of the omnipotent, omniscient, 
omnipresent and omnibenevolent entity called God. Writers, poets, saints and 
philosophers have deliberated upon the above subject since time immemorial to 
formulate, in their own way, the form, shape and function of the creator, 
preserver and destroyer entrusted with the responsibility of ensuring that all is 
well on earth. John Milton states in the Invocation to the Heavenly Muse in 
Paradise Lost  that his purpose in creating the immortal epic is to “assert eternal 
providence and justify the ways of God to men.” Milton’s resolve brings to the 
fore the eternal dilemma related to questions of good, evil, faith, justice, truth, 
and free will that have engaged the human consciousness in individual as 
collective capacities.  

In keeping with the epic tradition of Homer and Virgil, Milton does follow the 
structural requirements of the genre but in terms of the subject chosen Paradise 
Lost is decidedly unique. Milton’s epic goes beyond Hippolyte Taine’s concept 
of literature being centred around “race, milieu, and moment” to embrace what 
is universal and eternal in time and space. The conflict here is not between 
heroes battling for kingdoms and empires but between Satan, the manifestation 
of Evil in multifarious shapes and forms, and God, the embodiment of truth, 
justice, compassion, mercy and love. It may seem ironical that Satan’s portrait, 
painted with exquisite touches of artistic perfection, at times overshadows the 
invisible power and splendour of God. Satan’s qualities of leadership marked by 
his carefully worked out speeches to uplift the spirit of his fallen army, his guile 
in devising strategies to perpetuate evil, his steadfastness in hating God, whom 
he considers his sworn enemy, and his courage “never to submit or yield” 
creates a doubt in the minds of readers whether Milton had intended to make an 
incarnation of evil the hero of Paradise Lost.  

On the plane of ground reality, it is customary to celebrate the symbolic triumph 
of good over evil by destroying mythological effigies amid religious festivities. I 
call it symbolic because we seem to have become used to seeing the regular 
conquest of the power of good by that of evil in our day-to-day experience of 
life and events around us. When submerged in despair by the corrupted currents 
of the world, we cannot help doubting the existence of a supremely divine 
authority sitting in judgement to punish the evil and reward the good. When 
Satan himself acknowledges the power of God while lying in torment in the ever- 
burning fire of Hell, he knows the futility of a one-to-one combat with divinity. 
Yet, as wisdom prevails upon him, he refuses to beg for mercy and decides to 
use his foresight and intelligence to fight a war by proxy against God’s creation. 
Consequently, Satan appears in the Garden of Eden disguised as a serpent and 
tempts Eve, with charming flattery, to eat the ‘forbidden’ fruit. Eve succumbs to 



the temptation little realizing that she would be transgressing the Will of the 
Creator in the process.   

When we witness the unholy and extremely powerful nexus between Lord 
Mammon and Lord Mafia succeeding in their nefarious designs, we have little 
choice but to patiently bear what Hamlet calls “the slings and arrows of 
outrageous fortune” in a spirit of helpless resignation. Be it an event of global 
import like the Russian invasion of Ukraine or ‘insignificant’ incidents like 
inebriated teenagers crushing, with their super-luxury vehicles, youngsters in 
the prime of their life and career or scores of ‘devotees’ dying in a stampede 
while seeking blessings of some self-proclaimed divinity, we have to believe 
that the ‘serpents’, with all the instruments of evil at their command, will 
continue to assert their power and affluence in dominating societies and nations.   

What offers a ray of hope in such gloom is Milton’s conviction that God prefers 
as His abode “Before all Temples th' upright heart and pure,” a view that 
resonates the idea put forth by Kabir, the Sufi saint, in one of his verses: “O 
Servant, where dost thou seek Me?/ Lo! I am beside thee./ I am neither in temple 
nor in mosque: I am neither in/ Kaaba nor in Kailash/: Neither am I in rites and 
ceremonies, nor in Yoga and renunciation/ If thou art a true seeker, thou shall at 
once see Me.”  (I.I 13, One Hundred Poems of Kabir. Tr. Rabindranath Tagore)  

Thus, all we need to do is look within. God is and will remain invisible unless 
the good lying dormant in us comes out and compels us to stand with the good 
and the just without fear of any backlash whatsoever. Evil has a ready nexus 
because it offers lucrative packages of immediate encashment value whereas 
the good offers nothing lucrative in material terms. Yet, when even a rare event 
shows good and justice triumphant it jolts us out of our amnesia and we 
momentarily begin to ponder over our own stand and values in life. Unfortu-
nately, when the moment passes by, we return to the imperatives of our day-
to-day existence and find comfort in indifference to the suffering of others.  

Before concluding, I deem it a privilege and honour to greet and congratulate 
one and all with this celebratory 50th edition of Re-Markings that marks the 
completion of 23 years of our publication. This unique volume showcases the 
journal’s commitment to address issues like race, caste, class, colour, gender, 
religion, language, democracy and dictatorship. It is heartening to see in these 
valuable offerings how celebrity writers, academic luminaries, noted historians, 
activists and scholars affirm that the struggle against the forces of evil must 
continue no matter how small the gain. Rather than indulge in shadow-boxing 
with adversities and calamities, it is worthwhile to be seriously involved in 
exploring ways and means to enhance the tribe of the ‘good and the righteous’ 
so as to reduce the predominance of evil and, thereby, make the world better.  

Nibir K. Ghosh 
Chief Editor 
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Short Story 

HONORING THE FORM 

Charles Johnson 

For decades pilgrims from around the world have flocked to Lake View Cemetery 
on Capitol Hill in Seattle. Tens of thousands arrive every year to pay their 
respects to an international celebrity from Hong Kong, who Time magazine listed 
in 1999 as one of the one hundred most important people of the 20th century. 
This is one of the ten most visited gravesites in the world. Many martial artists, 
like you, went to pay your respects at Bruce Lee’s final resting place on the 
fiftieth anniversary of his death in 2023.   

It’s on a late afternoon that you, not too clear in your head and heart, go to his 
gravestone. Lakeview Cemetery has few trees and even less shade. The sun, a 
raging ball of gas and plasma, is blinding so you’re wearing a pair of polarized 
Ray-Bans. To reach where Bruce is buried, you walk straight back from the front 
gate. His grave and his son Brandon’s are cordoned off, which means you must 
pad along a paved walkway. An almost hymnal stillness floats over his grave. 
On his headstone there is just a black-and-white photo of the man, forever thirty-
two-years old, who revolutionized fight scenes in American movies and 
shattered stereotypes by projecting the image of an Asian man who was 
unbeatable, handsome, young, and sexy. His name appears in English and 
Chinese, and beneath that are the words, Founder of Jeet Kune Do. At the foot 
of his grave there is an open book as black as anthracite or onyx. On its left side 
there is a Yin and Yang symbol.  

You’re short-winded when you get to the grave. At age seventy-five, you’re still 
in good health, according to your doctor, but certainly not young, handsome, or 
sexy, if you ever were. You no longer feel like yourself. Your old athletic self. 
Something feels a little off balance, a little wrong. And your training regime has 
become spotty, less rigorous, lacking something, though you don’t know what. 
After throwing during your lifetime millions of kicks and split-second punches 
that were faster than thought and drilled into muscle memory, you sometimes 
wake up wondering what part of your anatomy will be acting up or aching next. 
Sometimes after a workout you need to soak your knees in ice and take an Advil. 

There is another pilgrim ahead of you, an Asian man, who before your encounter 
ends today will tell you a horror story and show you something you didn’t know 
you needed to see. He is seated in a wedge of sunlight on a stone bench a few 
steps from the gravesite, wearing a pewter-grey sweatshirt and sweatpants. You 
place this visitor’s age at eighty. Maybe eighty-five. He’s five feet seven, no 
more than one hundred and forty pounds, like the man whose burial place you 
are visiting.  Briefly, without staring, you notice his well-barbered salt-white hair, 
bony wrists, and how he carries himself with a quiet dignity, at ease in his body 



 

VIEWPOINTS FROM CALIFORNIA 

Jonah Raskin 

ICONOCLASTS: ALLEN GINSBERG, 

ABBIE HOFFMAN AND FELLOW TRAVELERS 

In case I didn’t realize it – and I didn’t – Re-Marking’s editor and founder 
Nibir Ghosh pointed out recently that I have often written about 
iconoclasts. He was probably thinking of my books about the Beat 
Generation poet, Allen Ginsberg, and the versatile, all-around hell raiser, 
Abbie Hoffman. My dictionary defines an “iconoclast” as 1. a “person 
who attacks cherished beliefs or institutions,” and 2. as “a destroyer of 
images used in religious worship.” That definition fits Ginsberg and 
Hoffman. 

Wikipedia defines an “iconoclast” as “One who destroys religious 
images or icons, especially an opponent of the Orthodox Church in the 
8th and 9th centuries, or a Puritan during the European Reformation.” 
According to Wiki the English word comes from the French 
“iconoclaste.” Of course, iconoclasts have inhabited all centuries and 
ages. They are at work right now causing trouble for establishments and 
orthodoxies.   

I have written about Ginsberg and Hoffman, and honored their accom-
plishments because they were American iconoclasts who strived to 
remain true to their ideals, which meant in part that they reinvented and 
reimagined themselves and their personae.  

The spirit of rebellion was planted in me at an early age, and by the time 
I was a teenager I was already defying teachers and school rules. As a 
preteen I read books I was not supposed to read and writing book reports 
about classics such as Rabelais’ Gargantua and Pantagruel, and also by 
wearing a hat in school in defiance of the rules.  

Ever since boyhood I have been drawn to the lives and work of 
iconoclasts. I grew up in a family of iconoclasts and in a home with 
books by and about them such as Tom Paine, the 19th century 
pamphleteer  who took part in three revolutions, in England, the USA and 
France. Early on I learned about the American abolitionists like William 
Lloyd Garrison, who aimed to overthrow the institution of slavery – which 



was sacred to southerners – and also union organizers like Eugene Victor 
Debs, a socialist who rallied the working classes to battle injustice and 
inequality. Debs ran for president; he was arrested and sentenced to 
prison. At home, as a teenager, I also learned about radical American 
women like Mother Bloor and Mother Jones who clashed with patriarchy 
and wanted to break the back of male chauvinism. They did things that 
women were not supposed to do; like talk back to men in power. 

DON’T CALL THEM EXOTIC: ALIAH HUSAIN’S 

LIBERATING PORTRAITS OF SOUTH ASIAN WOMEN 

Often we feel isolated and ostracized from our unique backgrounds 
that make us who we are. We feel alone and that others don’t 
understand us. My hope is that you all see yourselves in this book and 
are inspired to express yourselves authentically. - Aliah Husain  

Aliah Husain’s lavish new book, Rani, offers more than 100 portraits of South 
Asian women in ways they have rarely if ever been depicted, not in San 
Francisco, where Husain lives, nor in New Delhi, San Jose or Mumbai. “Rani” 
translates into English as “Queen,” and, while there’s something regal about the 
women in the photos it wouldn’t feel right to call them “exotic,” or say they 
reflect the mysterious Orient. Edward Said, the author of Orientalism and 
Covering Islam, would likely hail Husain’s creativity and bravery. The fact that 
she’s a South Asian woman makes her eminently qualified as a photographer 
to capture both the inner and the outer beauty of women from India, Pakistan 
and Fiji.    

The photos in Rani were all shot by Husain in the San Francisco Bay Area—in 
urban settings and also with nature in the background. They’re sexy and they’re 
also artistic and playful. The women are full-figured, not slender like Twiggy, 
some light-skinned others dark-skinned. They look poised, self-possessed and 
dignified. You won’t see anyone like them at the upcoming show, “Fashioning 
San Francisco: a Century of Style,” at the de Young in Golden Gate Park.  

For now, Rani is only available online at https://shop.snap-collective.com/en-
us/products/rani-by-aliah-husain 

Nine years ago, when Husain started out as a fledgling photographer, she looked 
without success in the media for images of South Asian women who looked like 
her and dressed like her. What she did find, she says, was that “the most 
prominent South Asian fashion models appeared in either traditional attire for a 
wedding, or hiding their own culture behind Western-based comer-cial 
campaigns.”  

Fortunately, she connected with professional models who wanted to break out 
of stereotypes and fuse their own South Asian styles with contemporary 



Western fashions. Some of the women had walked at New York Fashion Week 
(NYFW). Others were teachers and engineers. 

The subtitle of the book, “A progressive exploration of South Asian femininity” 
doesn’t quite prepare the viewer for what’s inside. Not a single model who 
appears in Rani wears a sari or a veil of the kind that are featured in Bollywood 
movies and in the films of Mira Nair, one of India’s most successful directors, 
and the brain behind Monsoon Wedding and Mississippi Masala.  

*** 

RE-MARKINGS@23 

Re-Markings is celebrating its 50th issue. That means it is 23-years old which is 

still young as far as publications and people count, but also plenty old in the 

world of journals and magazines which come and go with the seasons.  

I have been told repeatedly of late that what matters is team work and 

togetherness and that no person can go it alone and survive. Still, something 

has to be said for individual initiative and for one person’s efforts to get the ball 

rolling, the wheels turning and the pages flying.  

That one person is and has been Nibir K. Ghosh, the founder chief editor of this 

journal. Of course, over the years he has recruited others to carry the ball, write 

and edit for Re-Markings, but I dare say that the journal would not exist and 

would not be in its 23rd year if it were not for him.  

Alas, I did not write for the inaugural issue from March 2002. The names of 

most of the contributors to that issue are unfamiliar to me. I do not recognize 

the names Kamala Markandaya, Daphne Mariatt, Sandra Lunnon, Omprakash 

Valmiki, Sharan Kumar Limbale, Ngugi Wa Thiong, Meja Mwangi and Upamanyu 

Chatterjee.  

I do recognize five of the authors whose names appear on the front cover: 

William Shakespeare, Robert Browning, Sylvia Plath, Thomas Pynchon and Sri 

Aurobindo, the Bengali philosopher, yogi, poet and Indian nationalist who died 

in 1950. Nibir Ghosh introduced me to the life and work of Aurobindo. 

All the famed writers whose names appear on the cover, from Aurobindo to 

Shakespeare are no longer alive; they are also some of my favorite writers. 

Ghosh and I have often shared the same favorite books and authors. He has 

good taste. I hope I do, too. The inaugural issue boasted a special section on V. 

S. Naipaul, the Trinidadian born novelist who has made disparaging remarks 

about India in An Area of Darkness and other books.  



Ghosh has not demanded that all contributors agree with him on all subjects. 

He is open to varieties of opinions. I thank him for that. I believe that others who 

belong to the Re-Markings family also treasure Ghosh for his open mindedness, 

tolerance and respect for different schools of thought and belief.  I look forward 

to receiving and reading the 50th issue and to the continued life of Re-Markings. 

Thank you, Nibir. Thank you, contributors. I’m delighted to be part of the family 

that knows no national boundaries and that spans all the continents of the earth, 

except of course for lonely Antartica.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

RICHARD WRIGHT AND THE HAIKU BLUES 

Ethelbert Miller 

In 1997 I placed twelve African American writers on postage stamps issued by 
Ghana and Uganda. How I accomplished this feat still amazes me especially 
when I look back and realize the idea came while reading a newspaper article 
about stamps while sitting in a hotel lobby in Bahrain. One of the writers I 
decided to honor was Richard Wright. I was introduced to his work while 
attending Howard University. It was there that I read his books Native Son and 
Black Boy.  Neither book influenced me as much as his 1937 essay “Blueprint 
for Negro Writing.” Here was a critical assessment of how Black writers who 
came before had been received. Wright’s analysis of literature was shaped by 
his leftist leanings at the time. One immediately notices an early reference to 
Lenin and the calling into contrast the petty bourgeoisie with the lives of Negro 
workers. Wright highlights the importance of folklore in his essay. If African 
American writers would turn their attention to this cultural reservoir it would 
enrich their writings. They would first however have to accept a Marxist per-
spective in order to understand how a society develops and functions. If African 
American writers turned their attention to the needs of their people they could 
then produce poems and novels that would examine the human condition in all 
its complexity. The key was to understand the history of one’s race.  But Richard 
Wright also felt that tradition was not a guide. His essay and blueprint was 
visionary. He saw the possibility of a new alliance developing among writers of 
various backgrounds.  

I found Wright’s essay to be useful as I pondered what type of writer I wanted 
to become. I had no knowledge of the folk or folklore. My father was born in 
Panama and my mother’s family had roots in Barbados. I knew nothing about 
sayings and tales told from one generation to the next in Mississippi or South 
Carolina. If I wanted to be at home among my fellow writers, I indeed was in 
need of blueprints and direction. Without them I might be Bigger on a rooftop in 
Chicago. I was somewhat haunted by Native Son. It reminded me that any 
involvement with a white woman could be dangerous. Would I one day find 
myself in a dark basement trying to fit a soft limp body into a furnace?  And yes, 
what if one day I found myself on a rooftop with snow falling and police sirens 
snapping like dogs discovering my scent. What would I do? 

I found comfort in the work of Langston Hughes and James Baldwin. While in 
my college dorm I read Hughes poems, short stories and The Big Sea. I wanted 
to throw my books into the Hudson River and sail beyond the horizon to Africa. 



Baldwin’s work was another vessel of transport. I learned what it meant to love 
and to have faith in my fellow human beings. I learned more about the essence 
of the Civil Rights Movement from his essays than any speech made by Martin  

 

CONVERSATION WITH RENOWNED VISUAL HISTORIAN 

AND FILMMAKER KEN BURNS ON HIS  

OUR AMERICA:  A PHOTOGRAPHIC HISTORY  

Robin Lindley 

I have had the great privilege and opportunity of operating in that 
special space between the U.S. and “us” for decades—and if I have 
learned one thing, it is that there is only “us,” no “them.” -  Ken Burns, 
Our America 

---------------------------------- 

Renowned American visual historian and documentary filmmaker Ken Burns’s 
love affair with photography began when he was a toddler, as he describes in 
his powerful and arresting new book, Our America: A Photographic History 
(Knopf). As a young child, he watched his father, a professor of cultural Anthro-
pology, perform magic in a darkroom by simply dousing blank photographic 
papers in pans of chemicals and then revealing the slow emergence of stunning 
images. 

The engaging and often moving photographs in Our America are the product of 
years of Mr. Burns’s extensive research and meticulous selection from tens of 
thousands of images. The book reflects the same qualities that characterize his 
award-winning documentaries: painstaking attention to detail and historical 
accuracy. And still photographs are the building blocks for his films.  

The book presents 251 black and white photographs in chronological order that 
span our history from 1839 (with the first known American selfie) to 2019 (with 
a striking portrait of civil rights icon and Congressman John Lewis). The photos 
appear one per page and are captioned with only the location shown and the 
year of the image. At the back of the book, a section of “Illustration Notes” offers 
information on provenance and the historical context of each photo, often 
revealing facts that deepen the mystery of our past or heighten the contradictory 
nature and wonder of our history. The book tracks themes that are familiar to 
viewers of Burns’s films from race and conflict and brutality to moments of 
innovation and genius and justice. With this powerful collection of images, Mr. 
Burns captures our democratic spirit and our at times confounding past. He 
writes of the book: “Here is our authenticity, our sacrifice, our playfulness, our 
curiosity, and our grief. Here is our beauty, fragility, grandeur, and cool. Here is 



reflection and perseverance, industry and Nature. Our harmony and our disso-
nance. Our forgetfulness and our memory.”  

Our America can be viewed as a visual poem and, as with great poetry, each 
reading is likely to inspire new insights and revelations. It can be seen as a 
kaleidoscope of frozen moments in time. 

THE DELINQUENT DEVOTEE:  

JEJURI’S MOCK-MYSTICAL TURNS 

K. Narayana Chandran 

---------------------------------- 

Arun Kolatkar’s Jejuri (1974/ 1976) belongs to that subgenre of narratives that 
conduct poets through chapels and temples, only to make them rue with Philip 
Larkin: “But superstition, like belief, must die, / And what remains when disbelief 
has gone?” While Jejuri’s relentless exposé of the hypocrisies of site-driven 
pilgrimages is unique to the Indian-English thought, it locates a precious space 
jammed between the sacred and the secular, the devotional and disengaged, 
where shadows rather than substance haunt an eerily mystical experience only 
the poet seems to register. Kolatkar’s readers meanwhile turn now and then 
toward the gross and offensive rubbish and wasted lives. Jejuri’s 31 discrete 
fragments flay the pietistic bhakti gestures of religious lore. Their spatio-
temporal disarray bespeaks the senescence of folk-mystical rituals. Stones and 
gods are hardly distinguishable in matter and minds. If the ugliness and squalor 
of temple-towns are any indication of dharmic corruption, Jejuri lays it all bare 
while it self-parodically alludes to Eliot’s waste, the Holy Grail quest, and the 
overwhelming questions at Chapels Perilous. Perhaps Jejuri’s critique goes 
even past such irony.    

---------------------------------- 

A sacred place is a place of clarification (a focusing lens) where … 
the ordinary … becomes significant, becomes sacred … by having 
our attention directed to it in a special way…. [The sacred and 
profane] are not substantive categories, but rather situational or 
relational categories, mobile boundaries which shift according to the 
map being employed. There is nothing that is sacred in itself, only 
sacred things in relation. – Jonathan Z. Smith, To Take Place: Toward 
Theory in Ritual, 54-55.  

Arun Kolatkar’s Jejuri (1974/76), now in its 50th year of publication, is a poetic 
sequence that first appeared in Opinion Literary Quarterly in 1974, and as a thin 
book of poems in 1976 (Clearing House, Bombay). While for the most part, the 
sequence comments acerbically on Indian spiritual and sacerdotal traditions, its 
deeper engagement is with alternative, if unorthodox, folkways and mores of 
devotional care. In other words, if one grants that the Indian spiritual traditions 



remain strictly coalescent with the Brahmin, and that their pristine precincts are 
located monopolistically within the legendary temples of the chaste upper 
classes, Jejuri works compulsively against such shibboleths. The objective of 
this paper is twofold. First, my study of Jejuri will focus on Kolatkar’s method 
of reading visible signs of ruin and disarray as forms of worship and care in their 

WHY DALIT LITERATURE MATTERS 

Shanker Ashish Dutt 

----------------------------------                                                                

Dalit inferiorisation, indignities and intersectional oppression are not located in 
the colonial structure with the colonizer-colonized formation but in the caste 
based social, cultural, economic and mental structure of the Brahmanical social 
order. Dalit subalternity is more insidiously inhuman than racial dis-crimination 
because while race is never legitimized by legislations of civil society or religious 
prescription, caste is legitimated through religious sanction, social mandate and 
performativity of social and cultural practices. This article explores the historicity 
of the evolution of caste, the cultural symbolism of systemic violence, the 
Gandhi-Ambedkar Dalit politics, creative representation of Dalit lives by Dalit and 
non-Dalit writers, the ethics of rhetorical empathy and the future of Dalit 
literature. 

Drawing on critical, theoretical and philosophical insights by Carol Boyce 
Davies, Emmanuel Levinas, Bhimrao Ambedkar, Mohandas Karamchand 
Gandhi, Christophe Jaffrelot, Kancha Iliaiah, Chandra Bhan Prasad,  
Sharankumar Limbale, Mukhtibodh, Manoj Mitta, D. R Nagaraj, Gail Omvedt,  
Jotiba Phule, Arundhati Roy, Suraj Yengde, Slavoj Zizek, Lisa Blankenship, the 
article analyses a wide gamut of works by Heera Dom, Jotiba Phule, Arjun 
Dangle, Shantabai Kamble, Kumud Pawde, Babytai Kamble, Bama, Daya Pawar, 
Sharankumar Limbale, Shankerrao Kharat, Omprakash Valmiki, Meena 
Kandasamy, Shanta Rameshwar Rao, Mulk Raj Anand, Arundhati Roy, Rohinton 
Mistry, Manoranjan Byapari and Geeta Hariharan. In order that literature is to be 
an apparatus for social change, it is necessary that Dalit agency is represented 
in literature, scripting the oppressed as subjects rather than objects of inequality 
and injustice. Sharing experiences of trauma, humi-liation, inequity, submission, 
rebellion and hope and to be able to voice these emotions as social experience 
is carried through by Dalit writings. Such writing does not glorify victimhood; it 
enables agency for subaltern resistance. The language of poverty, deprivation, 
quotidian struggle and slum life cannot approximate the refined language of the 
privileged and conversely, the language of refinement in privileged life cannot 
authentically represent the struggles of Dalit life. The vulgarity in language is an 
authentic, visceral expression of lived experience of the dispossessed. It shocks 
and makes advantaged readers feel uncomfortable, challenging them to accept 
their complicity in the structures of oppression. The social imperative of 
teaching literature lies in its ability to nurture holistic, empathetic and informed 



indivi-duals who can contribute positively to society. The study of literature 
enables deeper understanding of human conditions, enlarge critical faculties and 
broaden a sense of shared humanity. It is therefore imperative to include Dalit 
writings in school, college and university courses creating an ethical, 

THE CLASH OF CIVILIZATIONS AND  

PROBLEMATIC INTERPRETATIONS 

Abdul Shaban 

---------------------------------- 

Certain geopolitical and world-order principles drive war, peace, and conflicts. 
International relations and geopolitics have been fields often dominated by 
conservatives and national and cultural chauvinists. The racist geopolitics drove 
the oriental and occidental divisions, while in recent years, the thesis of the 
Clash of Civilizations has created a new consciousness and new meanings of 
the past, shaping our collective futures in the larger frame of ‘we’ versus ‘them’. 
This paper briefly but critically examines the thesis of the Clash of Civilizations 
and argues that conflicts and peace in the world order are based on certain 
consciousness; national chauvinism and conservative racial and cultural 
approaches have often undermined collective peace and co-existence.  

---------------------------------- 

Introduction 

Cultures differ across the geographies of the world. In each geography, religion 
and culture have evolved either in isolation or in connection with other cultures 
and religions. This does not mean that religion and cultures have not been 
spatially mobile; they have moved from one continent/geography to other 
continents/geography since the beginning of human civilisation. For instance, 
Abrahamic religions spread from the Middle East to across the world's 
geographies, and so did Indic religions like Buddhism. However, geographies 
have produced some specificities in cultures, and despite having several things 
in common, each one has some distinctiveness. The complex of culture and 
religion have often been referred to in the literature as a civilisation, including 
the dresses, food habits, belief systems, and social and political organisations. 

Although different civilisations have co-existed for a long time, in recent years, 
they have been interpreted as a possible source of conflict in the past, present 
and future. Religion has been given a warped meaning in this interpretation. It is 
not that religion was not used to describe the conflict in the past; its use was 
limited, and it never defined the world order. However, since the last decade of 
the twentieth century, which can also be called a decade of globalisation and 
the rise of digital media, religion and civilisation are being used more 
innovatively, creating a new consciousness of religion and culture, and this 
consciousness, in turn, can be a source of future conflicts.  



After the Cold War, Francis Fukuyama (1992) wrote The End of History and the 
Last Man with the basic assumption that with the end of the Cold War, the  

 

THE CITY OF LIGHT, DUST AND ASHES 

Rajesh Sharma 

---------------------------------- 

This essay is a meditation on the writer's experience of Varanasi – a sensuously 

enchanting, spiritually mysterious, intellectually enigmatic place that exists at 

several planes and eludes definitions. 

---------------------------------- 

After Louis XIV ordered street lighting of Paris in 1667 to discourage crime, the 
city began to attract night-walkers from everywhere. Over the centuries it 
became one of the most illuminated cities in the world, and came to be known 
as La Ville Lumière, the city of light. The Age of Enlightenment gave to the name 
an intellectual halo. 

Kashi is another city of light. Known as the spiritual capital of India and the 
Athens of the East, it is storied as the world's oldest living city. This is the Kashi 
you travel to. 

But there is another Kashi of which poets have sung for centuries. They alone 
find it, the legend says, who embark on the inner pilgrimage. One exists in time, 
the other in eternity. Arriving in the first does not guarantee you will experience 
the second. Yet the twins are conjoined; abiding as one, defying the imagination. 
One lights the way, the other is the light. So the name: Kashi, the ethereal city, 
the city of light. The word evokes its twin: akasha, the word that names the sky  
and that means ether, and also light. The light in which everything is manifested 
and held.  

Both Kashis inhabit a metaphor found scattered across poetry and parable. Raja 
Rao wove this metaphor, an aphorism in Advaita, into a labyrinthine philo-
sophical fiction when he wrote The Serpent and the Rope. A rope appears to be 
a serpent until you see it is not. But the serpent is because the rope is: it 
manifests out of and in the rope. And disappears into it.  

* 

I arrived in Kashi after thirty-two years in the spring of 2021, to spend a week 
to absorb the place. I didn’t anticipate that absorbing a place like Kashi demands 
unusual work, that it demands contemplation – which Aristotle understands as 
lucid thinking of the order of seeing. Kashi demands that your thinking achieve 
a degree of lucidity that enables it to be seen, to possess form, so that you may 



work on it like an artist. In Aitreya Upanishad, tapas – the generative fire of 
asceticism – is the word used for such work: the Creator creates the Cosmic 
Being through tapas, which produces form. Form reveals coherence, making 
manifestation – and seeing and thinking – possible. Tapas is 

LANGUAGE ENDANGERMENT:  

THREATS, CHALLENGES AND SOLUTIONS 

Prasannanshu 

---------------------------------- 

Languages keep evolving and disappearing, and this is a natural process. How-

ever, in recent times the process of language ‘disappearance’ has outpaced that 

of language appearance, leading to an imbalance in the linguistic ecosystem. 

Moreover, since language is inseparable from core constructs of human 

existence such as culture and identity of individuals and communities, hence 

language loss has important (but adverse) social, political, cultural, and 

individual consequences. The saving grace is that with the basic needs of 

humanity fulfilled in most of the world, attention is shifting towards the challenge 

of language endangerment and disappearance as a real and perceptible threat 

to many cultures. However, in view of the magnitude of the problem, more 

urgent and drastic steps need to be taken. The rich linguistic inheritance in the 

form of endangered languages in the world today is awaiting preservation, this 

is also a legitimate right of the speakers of these languages This study evaluates 

the serious situation of language endangerment from philosophical, social, edu-

cational viewpoints, amongst others, and presents valuable insights and 

observations, and makes pertinent recommendations.  

---------------------------------- 

Introduction 

In an impressive yet intimidating statement of fact, while reviewing Katzner’s 

The Languages of the World, Kaye (1997) noted that there are between 5000-

6000 languages in the world and pointed out, ‘It is noteworthy that the foreword 

to the 1977 edition by Charles Berlitz is still included, in which we read that there 

are still three or four thousand languages spoken in the world’ (vi). Although no 

one really knows the exact number, most linguists would estimate a higher 

number.’ (Source: https://academic.oup.com/jole/article/1/1/19/2281898) 

There are approximately 6,500 attested spoken languages that are (or 
were) mutually unintelligible with each other. But let us spell out more carefully 
what this number actually counts. The ‘mutually unintelligible’ languages share 
less than 30 per cent of basic vocabulary (Wurm and Laycock, 1962). Further, 



this number too, is not constant but a convenient though temporary method of 
casting information (Casad, 1974). Such scale of diversity is many things at the 
same time: enriching, enabling, unifying, and dividing. Moreover, despite Kaye’s  

 

WHY DO WE WRITE? 

Deena Padayachee 

I wrote, and continue to write, so that I could come to terms with the legally 

permitted humiliation, irrationality and absurdities of Apartheid South Africa and 

beyond. All my life I have spread authentic information that was hidden from 

most of the people.  

Some of the South African state and other media of my youth spoke and wrote 

happily about racism, colonialism and imperialism while denigrating socialism, 

Communism, and the non-European countries of our planet.  

At the same time, the lived reality of South Africa meant that my parents and 

most South Africans were not allowed to sit on benches, enter hospitals, parks, 

hotels or restaurants. Certain Non-Europeans were usually charged with the 

duty of legally enforcing these rules against their own legally disadvan-taged 

people. 

During Apartheid I was often asked why, I as a medical doctor very busy with 

healing people, was speaking out and writing against Apartheid? It is impossible 

not to think about legally enforced irrationality then and now. All writers feel the 

need to express the thoughts and ideas that give them no peace until they are 

written down. The irony, of course, is that the gangsters who benefited from the 

injustice gave people like me no peace, embarking on a tsunami of undermining 

and defaming us and destroying our credibility in every way. Being dishonoured 

and violated in our very personal spaces is part of the cauldron that people like 

me experience. 

Unfortunately, many people are duped by the machinations of the psychopaths 

and our effectiveness as liberators is very seriously eviscerated. But we are who 

we are, patriots first and foremost and our duty is to confront the treacherous 

traitors to our homeland, South Africa, as often and as much as we can.  

There was so much to write about, and I did, in the form of quotations, poetry 

and short stories. I refused to be coopted by the fascists despite their intimi-

dation and gangsterism. Soon after my book of short stories, What’s love got 

to do with it? was published by the Congress of South African Writers, my home 



was invaded by brutes, one of whom stabbed me three times on my left arm as 

I tried to ward off his knife. I managed to escape. 

The hoodlums demanded nothing and stole nothing. That was the mark of the 

Apartheid secret police. These days, everything is stolen, including one’s most  

JAMES BALDWIN AS SPOKESMAN AND PROPHET:  

A BIRTH-CENTENARY TRIBUTE 

Nibir K. Ghosh 

The place in which I'll fit will not exist until I make it. – James 
Baldwin 

---------------------------------- 

This birth-centenary tribute examines the life and writings of James Baldwin, 
one of the most persuasive voices in the African American pantheon, in the light 
of his role as spokesman and prophet of racism in America. The essay attempts 
to shed light on diverse aspects of Baldwin’s approach to the “American 
Dilemma” that includes his challenging the status quo to discover and assert his 
identity as a black writer as well as an American citizen across and beyond the 
color line. Baldwin’s indelible presence as a writer beginning with his Paris 
sojourn, followed by his creative-activist role through the stormy 1960s, and 
the power of his prophetic words in shaping contemporary movements like 
Black Lives Matter have been dealt with in detail to ascertain the inestimable 
value of his contribution to American literature in particular and humanity in 
general.  

---------------------------------- 

“I’ve been wondering who might fill the intellectual void that plagued me after 
James Baldwin died. Clearly it is Ta-Nehisi Coates.” This statement, by Toni 
Morrison, that appears on the blurb of Ta-Nehisi Coates’ 2015 book, Between 
the World and Me, immediately caught my attention as I began to wonder at the 
possible reasons that may have prompted Toni Morrison, the first African 
American Literature Nobel Prize recipient, to show such exemplary admiration 
for the intellectual attributes of James Baldwin (1924-1987), the African 
American writer, essayist and activist. A little bit of research into the association 
of Baldwin and Morrison (1931-2019) brought to the fore interesting insights. 
Though born seven years apart, the two first met in 1973 when Morrison was 
an editor at Random House. 1n 1998, Morrison edited two volumes of James 
Baldwin’s works –  Early Novels & Stories and Collected Essays – for the 
Library of America. At the funeral service held on December 8, 1987, following 
the untimely death of Baldwin due to stomach cancer, Morrison spoke with a 
heart full of emotion and mentioned the gifts that came to her from Baldwin: 

https://www.loa.org/books/118
https://www.loa.org/books/121-collected-essays


The season was always Christmas with you there and . . . you did not neglect 
to bring at least three gifts. . . You gave me a language to dwell in, a gift so 
perfect it seems my own invention…. The second gift was your courage, which 
you let us share: the courage of one who could go as a stranger in the village 
and transform the distances between people into intimacy with the whole 
world…. The third gift was hard 

TREAD SOFTLY STRANGER 

THE GLASS MENAGERIE – AN ANALYSIS 

Shernavaz Buhariwala 

----------------------------------   

Tread Softly Stranger is a plea for compassion and understanding of the 

mentally and physically challenged. The road to enlightenment is beset with 

deception. These are aggravated by complexes. The exami-nation of these 

complexes and the role played by subject (the patient) and object (onlooker) is 

unsparingly searched. The inter-relation of the characters under the veils of 

deception is followed till a confrontation becomes inevitable. From confrontation 

follows self awareness. Along the way we encounter illusions posing as truths, 

and truths masque-rading as illusions. The separation of these powers, 

embarked on their tangled destinies, offers an interesting undertaking with the 

purpose of establishing a humanism that is free of indulgence or righteousness. 

---------------------------------- 

Tread softly stranger, for you tread on my dreams. My dreams are all I have. 

Life passed by long ago, love turned away. Glimpses come occasionally from 

my casement window which I try to recreate … maybe into a collage, maybe 

into a menagerie, but they keep me company. My mother looks after me. I 

guess I’m happy; I guess I’m not happy. I want to live a little more; I want to 

love a little more. Here is the cry of hungry humanity; the pain of lonely hearts 

… those who are “disabled” in the words of the “conservatives” or “differently 

abled” in the words of the “liberals.” As if words matter. Only tread softly 

stranger. With this appeal resonating in our hearts, let us enter the home of the 

Wingfield family. 

In the words of Tennessee Williams, the apartment is in the “rear of the 
building,” one of those vast hive-like conglomerations of cellular living units that 
flower as warty growths in the overcrowded centres of the lower middle class. 
These are symptomatic of a “fundamentally enslaved section of American 
Society desirous of avoiding “differentiation” and so function as “one interfused 
mass of automation.” Reading between the lines, one can easily perceive the 
dismal ordinariness of the habitation. The “rear side,” the “cellular living units” 



flowering as warty growths, “the enslaved section” trying to escape its 
humdrum monotony. In another age a hero, though burdened by the inflictions 
of God and man cried out “what a piece of work is man, how noble in reason 
and how infinite in faculties, in form and moving so express and admirable, in 
countenance how like a God….” etc. etc. How is this “great piece of work” to  

 

ROLE OF LOCAL LANGUAGES IN THE SPREAD OF  

INDIAN SPIRITUAL WISDOM 

Bhavesh Chandra Pandey 

----------------------------------   

Indian spiritual wisdom is spread around the nook an corner of the country so 
much so that the identity of India as a cultural nation has been wider and 
stronger than its identity as a political nation. The role of spiritual wisdom in 
framing the cultural nationalism of India has been very significant. It spread 
throughout India not merely through the Sanskrit texts like the Vedas, the 
Upanishads, the Itihasas and the Puranas but mostly through local languages. 
The Ramlila and the Rasalila tradition, the Bhakti tradition, the Buddha, the Jaina 
and the Sikh tradition and most South Indian traditions used local languages for 
spreading deep philosophical and spiritual wisdom and thus united the length 
and breadth of the country culturally and spiritually. Translation of Classical 
Sanskrit texts also helped in this matter  

----------------------------------   

The role of languages in the spread of Indian spiritual wisdom is commendable. 
The mainstream Indian Knowledge System spread through the length and 
breadth of the country by virtue of its reproduction in different regional and local 
languages. But for the role of these languages the spiritual literacy of the country 
could not have been so high. The Vedas, Upanishads, the Puranas and the 
Itihasas were either translated or transferred in local languages ranging from 
Kashmir to Tamil Nadu and from Assam to Gujarat and Maharashtra. Besides 
the Sanskrit Hindu texts the Buddhist, Jain, Sikh, Islamic, Sufi and Christian texts 
were either created, translated, or reproduced in regional languages. Intere-
stingly, the non Hindu religions like Buddhism, Jainism and Sikkhism used 
language other than Sanskrit. Buddhism used Pali, Jainism used Prakrit or 
Ardhamagadhi and Sikkhism used Punjabi or Gurmukhi language. Moreover, the 
Bhakti movement presented deep spiritual thought in simple language of the 
masses. So, the Ramayana was reproduced in Awadhi by Tulsidas and in Tamil 
by Kamban. Besides, Bhakti poets like Surdas, Kabirdas, Mirabai, Vidyapati, 
Raidas, Dadu, Maluka Das, Ramdas, Chaitanya, Gyaneshvar etc. produced rich 
spiritual literature in local languages. 



The use of local language for the creation of spiritual literature has great 
significance in the spread of a common cultural heritage across the country. 
Quite interestingly, even when India was not united as a political entity it was 
united as a cultural entity. The Shaiva, Shakt, Vaishnav, Saur traditions of 
religion and the Vedic,Upanishadic spiritual traditions were carried to every nook 
and corner of India. In North India the Rasalila and Ramlila successfully used 
local Braj bhasha and Awadhi for popularising the stories of Krishna and Rama. 

UNDERSTANDING THE SILENCING OF NATURE:  

AN ECOCRITICAL READING OF LITERATURE 

R. P. Singh 

---------------------------------- 

The starting premise of this article is that the mere resource-status of the non-
human nature is the consequence of its being silenced by the anthropocentric 
discourse centred on the idea that Man is the only ‘speaker’. An attempt will be 
made here to map this discourse in terms of two interlinked discursive stages 
of Medieval exegesis and Renaissance humanism. It will be argued that the 
dominance of the humanist insistence on the human being, the sole entity 
possessing articulate subject status, still continues despite contrary evi-dences. 

---------------------------------- 

If one takes Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring (1962) as the first ‘earth-conscious’ 
literary text, the time-distance environmental ethics movement in art and 
literature, popularly known as ecocriticism, has travelled till now comes to a 
little over six decades. This period has produced a vast corpus of critical texts 
whose reading renders one safe to say that ecocriticism can be viewed as an 
ecological outgrowth of post-structural literary criticism. To take the simplest 
possible analogy, just as the feminist reading of literature examines texts from 
gender-conscious perspectives, ecocritics read them from earth-centred 
approaches. Starting from the ‘power-political’ premise that language reveals as 
well as conceals in the interest of serving certain dis-cursive power-structures 
created and sustained by the socio-culturally privileged strata of the society, 
what post-structuralism has done for the human others like women, ethnic 
minorities, principled non-conformists of all kinds, ecocriticism does for the 
earth, or the natural world, treating it as another silenced other in our 
technological society.  

The silencing of nature by the privileged discourses of human civilization and 
progress is a loud cry heard in reading literature from an ecocritical per-spective. 
Christopher Manes writes for the entire human world caught in the unidirectional 
competitive race of more and more commerce for more and more material 
human advancement: “Nature is silent in our culture (and in literate societies in 
general) in the sense that the status of a speaking subject is jealously guarded 



as an exclusively human prerogative.…The language we speak today, the idiom 
of Renaissance and Enlightenment Humanism, veils the processes of nature 
with its own cultural obsessions, directionalities, and motifs that have no 
analogies in the natural world.” (Manes 15) Significantly, the parenthetical 
observation about the whole progress-conscious human world is in the original. 

 

 

TRANSFORMATION OF 'GYPSY ARCHETYPE'  

THROUGH CHILDREN'S LITERATURE:  

RUMER GODDEN'S THE DIDDAKOI 

Anchal Meena & Smita Jha 

---------------------------------- 

The present article delves into the influential role of children's literature, 
particularly with didactic intentions, in shaping empathetic individuals. Focused 
on Rumer Godden's seminal work The Diddakoi (1972), it employs the concept 
of Imagology based on a combination of intersectionality and post-colonial 
narratology. Through analysis, it highlights the portrayal of gypsy alterity, 
revealing its implications of power, privilege, and systemic inequality in 
children's minds. The study underscores how literary depictions contribute to 
the perpetuation of stereotypes and proposes children's literature as a tool for 
fostering awareness of socio-political image construction and promoting social 
justice. 

---------------------------------- 

Romani people, derogatorily known as the Gypsies worldwide, have a long past 
and history of persecution attributed to them. They are said to be the people of 
Indian origin who migrated long back around 1000-1400 AD (Fonseca 302; 
Matras 14-15). One of the earliest persecutions against the Romani people was 
their enslavement in medieval Europe. Later, in the sixteenth century, they faced 
the problem of forced assimilation, coerced permanent settlement, deprivation 
of their rights to horse and wagon ownership, and prohibition of their own 
language. This persecution culminated in Porajmos (the Romani genocide and 
Holocaust) when Hitler attempted extermination of the entire population ("On the 
Road"). 

At present, about twelve million Roma are living across the globe mainly 
concentrated in Europe and North America. Although originally itinerant, most 
Romani people have been 'settled' and forced to assimilate in their respective 
host countries. These people live in the most pitiable and inhuman conditions in 
Roma camps with abject poverty and lack of education, ultimately leading to 
crimmigration, and this vicious cycle continues. Not only do they face severe 



discrimination, but they are more often than not hated as a community. Mikey 
Walsh, on the perceived hatred between Romas and Gadje (non-Romas) writes: 

The Gypsy race is an old-fashioned and sadly, a very bitter one. They live, 
breathe, sleep, grieve, love and care for only their own people. They don't like 
or trust the ways of others and don't have contact or friendships with other 
races....The roots of this go back to the many 

 

 

TAO’S (DIS)POSSESSED UTOPIAS: 

A STUDY OF METAPHORS AND SYMBOLIC ALLEGORY  

IN URSULA K. LE GUIN’S THE DISPOSSESSED 

Brahamjeet Singh 

----------------------------------   

This paper studies Ursula K. Le Guin’s new wave1 Science Fiction novel, The 
Dispossessed: An Ambiguous Utopia (1974), and analyses her employment of 
metaphors, most importantly the recurring metaphor of a wall, and symbolic 
allegory in the formation of her ‘ambiguous utopia’. It further studies the 
character development of Shevek, the protagonist of the novel and his 
emergence as the symbolic allegory for the constitutive ideal of flux and order. 
The paper will also undertake a closer reading of the novel’s ‘Taoist’ thought 
structure. 

----------------------------------   

The wall plays a special role in our story. (As do the doors, since you 

use them to get from one side to another, from here to there, on and 

on through the centuries, from forever to forever). – Geetanjali Shree, 

Tomb of Sand 

Science Fiction2 is a genre that thrives upon inventive and speculative features. 

It creates a world in which signifier is made strange intentionally, with the pur-

pose of conveying a meaning that is not possibly captured in other modes of 

writing. SF achieves this effect of estrangement by employing metaphor as its 

mode of expression for it provides novelty to the familiar. Darko Suvin, a literary 

critic, uses the term ‘novum’ for this phenomenon. ‘Novum’ is Latin for ‘new’ 

and it therefore refers to a ‘point of difference’, in this context, between 

expressions in a realist text and a SF text. A realist fiction mimics the world as 

it is actually experienced; speculative fiction (which includes science fiction), 

on the other hand, translates that same reality through a lens of difference. SF, 

therefore, explores new ‘ways of being’ by utilising what Suvin has called, 



“cognitive estrangement” and gives the reader space for experimentation. 

(Suvin 1979) Gregory Renault writes, “Suvin sees SF as an oxymoron, a 

contradictory combination of the fictive and literal in form which generates a 

literary content capable of critically exploring both same and Other in the social 

world.” (114) As a result, a “defamiliarizing” effect is achieved in SF writing that  

 

INTERSECTION OF MEMORY, HISTORY AND CULTURE 

IN ABDULRAZAK GURNAH’S NOVEL BY THE SEA 

Khushnaaz Mansoori 

---------------------------------- 

Abdulrazak Gurnah is well known as a contemporary novelist of diaspora and 
the  present paper analyzes the history, personal narratives, and memory in the 
diaspora space in Gurnah’s By the Sea (2001) through Astrid Erll’s concept of 
cultural memory as outlined in her book Memory in Culture. The prime objective 
of this research paper is to understand the relationship between culture and 
memory and to explore how identities are constructed and reconstructed by acts 
of remembering.  

---------------------------------- 

Introduction  

By the Sea addresses two major issues in contemporary African studies: the 
mechanisms of memory and how it informs the historical narratives. It is a fine 
example of confrontation with highly complex experiences of the refugees 
attempting to escaping troubling political situations through migration. The 
compelling narration of the trauma experienced by diasporic people who are 
away from their homes in postcolonial Africa brings into bold relief how the 
personal lives of characters are intertwined with broader historical events and 
forces. Gurnah often explores the impact of colonialism in East Africa, the slave 
trade, and the struggle for independence. By using Zanzibar's postcolonial 
culture as an example, I want to argue that when writing about African diasporic 
subjectivity and the consequences of displacement as a posttraumatic impact 
of colonialism, it connects traumatic realism with ethically compelling demands,  

Born in 1948 to a Muslim family of Yemeni descent, Abdulrazak Gurnah was 
raised in the Sultanate of Zanzibar, a former British colony that is now a part of 
Tanzania. When the Zanzibar revolution took place in 1964 and overthrew the 
Arab rulers in Zanzibar, thousands of Arab residents perished in this revolution, 
and many more became homeless. Gurnah had just finished his high school 
education and was eighteen years old when he was compelled to quit his family 
and country and seek refuge in England in order to preserve his life and receive 



the top education. In one of his 2004 essays titled "Writing and Place," Gurnah 
makes the following claim: “At the time I left home, my ambitions were simple. 
It was a time of hardship and anxiety, of state terror and calculated humiliations, 
and at eighteen all I wanted was to leave and find safety and fulfilment, some-
where else.” (Gurnah 58) 

To attend Christ Church College, which is (now Canterbury Christ Church 
University) in Canterbury, England, he departed from the island in the late 1960s. 

Poetry 

FOUR POEMS 

Tijan M. Sallah 

CHOCOLATE AND ANGELS 

The head is the trick put on the neck. 
It does whatever the heart wants it to. 
The animal to be tamed is the heart. 
When it is wild, chaos rules. 
 
I have dreamed of the heart 
Following the path of  an angel, 
But then I remembered chocolate. 
It can move the heart to the tongue. 
It can make you thirst for water. 
It can make you dream of love and tea. 
It can make you forget your troubles. 
Don’t over-indulge if you want to follow angels, 
For chocolate and angels repel 

Like fire and water. 

 

ANTHILL FOR A FRIEND 

 (Ode to Courage) 

Save us from those who once had spine 

But who, when storms came, 

Got blown off-course by gale 

And succumbed to grime. 
They could no longer bear the weight of truth. 
So, their spine became straw, 
And a hollow stem replaced the bone.  

And what use is a man or woman 

Without a spine? 



A lanky invertebrate, 

Who acquiesces to grime; 
Who turns into a pile of dignified sludge 

Or a mass of rotting jello; 

Who becomes a paltry coward 
That sways, willy nilly, 
Every which way 
Along the path of the strongest wind. 

I prefer an anthill for a friend 

That stands upright  
In the faith of things that are right. 
And not a friend  

Who is a cloistered snail 

That crawls inward in fear; 
As moss and algae gather  

In the soul. 

MIND PRISONER 

I am a prisoner of my mind. 

I think incessantly of this world. 

I am captive to reason like a mathematician. 

I think in ratios and not in love. 

I like the formula and not the smell of flowers. 

I am a native of the binary doctrine. 

I have friends gifted in counting. 

They like to reduce the spirit to one and the cipher. 

I cannot feel any sponge in their hearts.  

I am trapped like them 

In the cold logic of computers. 

SELF-SEARCH 

I wander at night in the fortress of myself. 
Looking for the thief called the Ego 
That steals all that is good within the self 
And drains it of love and care. 
 
I want to conquer that wretched monster, 
That lights fires of mundane passions 
In the hearth of my self-regard. 



I want to see it vanish like smoke. 
I want to climb to the selfless throne. 

• Dr. Tijan M. Sallah is the Gambia’s most famous living writer and one 
of Africa’s most famous poets of the generation after Wole Soyinka, 
Leopold S. Senghor and Chinua Achebe.  He is author of over 10 
books spanning poetry, short stories, biography, and ethnography. 
Most recently, he is leading efforts to build a Smithsonian-style World 
Museum and Library in The Gambia to tell the story of Africa and its 
Diaspora. 

❖ 

TWO POEMS 

Shanta Acharya 

THE WAITING ROOM 

Joining the queue for a scan, we wait – 

books on a trolley to be labelled, then shelved, 

coloured spectrum of stories to be read. 

 

Strangers, elbows touching, believing  

all good things come to those who wait when  

she whispered as if talking to herself:  

 

One of the problems of growing old,  

Isiah Berlin once told Jeremy Paxman,  

is not having any friends left to lunch with. 

 

Unsure she was talking to me, I replied,  

trying not to sound like Tina Turner: 

What’s age got to do with it?  

 

When I first came here to study, I couldn’t bear  

to eat alone in my digs – bought the cheapest colour TV  

for company. Back home, we had no TV – just family. 

 

Yet the moment I placed a morsel in my mouth,  

as if on cue starving faces from all over the world 

appeared on my screen, haunting me through the day. 



 

I began to lose weight. My doctor hospitalised me  

puzzled by my body’s grief of unknown origin.  

Switching channels did not help nor heal.  

 

The violence in our world is sickening – 

even the Nature programmes leave me queasy. 

 

We used to watch old movies, she intervened, nodding – 

nostalgia spreading over her face like the blush of sunrise. 

I still do, pretend my husband is here with me, holding my hand… 

 

At that precise moment nurse entered, announcing  

it would be a long wait: Why not take a break, refresh yourselves?  

We have been refreshing ourselves since. 

 

And I’m the one wondering who I’ll lunch with as the world 

keeps rearranging itself in ways strange to me. 

IT HAPPENED 

It happened, therefore it can happen again. 

Primo Levi 

 

When it happens, remember it happened before. 

It will happen again. We have a way of forgetting – 

 

a form of self-preservation. Yet, memories breathe  

in blood and bones, survive through generations.  

 

Do not think it never happens to decent people  

like you and me – ordinary, salt of the earth variety.  

 

Perhaps the reason why you never heard of it. 

Just because we never heard doesn’t mean  

 

it never happened. It happens all the time.  

By the time we hear of it, it’s rampant,  

 

happening to everybody – some more famous  



than we will ever be. It’s never too late  

 

to do something about it. It happened before,  

it is happening now. It will happen again 

 

with a different end or beginning. 

That’s just it, there’s no way of knowing.  

 

Do not presume it will not happen to you – 

bad things often happen to good people. 

 

Think of what you can do in the face of calamity, 

not be overwhelmed by its immensity.  

 

• Shanta Acharya (D.Phil., Oxford University) is a poet, novelist, writer, 

and reviewer. Her recent poetry collections are What Survives Is The 

Singing (2020), Imagine: New and Selected Poems (2017) and 

Dreams That Spell The Light (2010). Her novel, A World Elsewhere, 

was published in 2015. Born and educated in Cuttack, India, she won 

a scholarship to Oxford, where she was among the first batch of 

women admitted to Worcester College. She was a visiting scholar at 

Harvard University before moving to live and work in London. Her 

poems have been translated into several languages.  

❖ 

TANJONG KATONG 

Cyril Wong 

                                1 
Across the street from where I live is a pub 
where dance hostesses backed up against 
middle age drain the excess years from their  
skin with make-up and bad lighting. A murder 
was committed there once, involving the knife 
of a heart betrayed and heated dialogue still 
heard in popular drama serials on television. 
                                 2 

This church is probably the tallest building  
this corner of the street, its rooftop crucifix  
like someone with arms open and ready to  
hug heaven. Repainted the same colour, walls  



hide their age and windows stained a deeper  
shade of opacity darken now to the density  
of irises, as time turns the page of an afternoon  
to start on another about a dream-stained quiet. 
                                 3 
In another pub, there is a karaoke corner  
with a billiard table draped in smoke but 
held down by the leaning bodies of men 
hitting tarnished balls into holes as women 
watch the games with cigarettes holding up  
their fingers, bitching in Hokkien, while  
Cantonese pop songs with American beats  
spill out onto the road when a door opens. 
                                 4 
Nearby, two schools wait for demolishment,  
their vacant fields slowly tenanted by weeds.  
My mind replays ghostly episodes of soccer  
matches or sleepy rows of uniformed children  
waking up reluctantly to the muted recording  
of their newly orchestrated school song  
nobody can ever remember the words of.  

• Cyril Wong is the Singapore Literature Prize-winning author of poetry 
collections, Unmarked Treasure and The Lover's Inventory. He has 
also published Ten Things My Father Never Taught Me and Other 
Stories, and a novel, The Last Lesson of Mrs De Souza. He has been 
called “a confessional poet” by The Oxford Companion to Modern 
Poetry. 

❖ 

TWO POEMS 

Lalit Mohan Sharma 

REGIMENTED VOICES 

I haven't lived seventy years as a pumpkin 

I loved my family, friends and my home,  

Grew up learning of country and history,  

How to fight the enemy and love friends.  

From within me came out the sweetness 
That could balm the mind hurt in past,  
And healed with time's travel into future. 

Never dismissed as a country bumpkin,  



I looked around as a citizen of the world.  

This noise about ancient times raised,  

A talk of early history's solitary steps,  

Of holy regimes run in narrow regions,  
Islands of thought spread to continents,  
Much confusion leads to convulsions. 

 

Regimented voices in a roar do cry out 

Havoc! Drop rabbits out of the language,  

The innocent blinking eyes and the white 

Cushion so soft and smooth to eyesight!  

I wouldn't let any man change alphabets 

Of the words I learnt from my mother as 

She spoke of Ramayan and Mahabharat. 

DISSOLUTION 

Ageing halts time, keenly watching 

Memory and desire in a single frame: 

On a swing one after the other appear,  

Sudden hugs at the door and languor 

Lets out secrets of twilight kiss in a car.  

 

I shudder at visiting a palatial structure,  

Prohibits videography and it displays 

Habits and goods used by the royalty; 

The dead in jewels and gaudy outfits; 

Mouldy feelings crawl around the mind.  

 

Sinuous carving on pillars, walls and 

Ceilings with emblems of divinity and 

Their names and forms not seen before 

Connect the void and the sculptures 

With the memory of forlorn desires. 

 

Desires multiply as memory forgets itself,  

Only a frame or two survive of the albums 

Life in school, college or after marriage 

Recall a few snapshots, all the rest forgot 

As billowing waves of wishes ever yearn.  



 

The wheels stuck up on a lonely beach,  

And the sea is spread far, dim and dark; 

Unforeseen help appears for reaching 
The familiar place to sleep as night falls 

To dissolve desires and liberate the mind. 

• Dr. Lalit Mohan Sharma, former Principal, Government College, 
Dharamshala, Himachal Pradesh, has published ten books of English 
poetry which include Man with A Horn, Eyes of Silence, and There's 
No Death'. His latest book, A Three-Step Journey, is English translation 
of Zahid's Urdu poems. Icicles of Time. 

❖ 

REFLECTIONS OF MY LIFE 

Sin Keong Tong 

The foolish baboon dreams of glory by killing a leopard 

The Grandmaster strives for immortality on the chessboard  

Goldberg conjecture haunted the obsessive child for life 

As the abandoned toy clings forlornly to the empty pledges 

 

The course of destiny must be fulfilled. 

As the master plan unfolds in its random form, 

It is indifferent to the deepest hopes and fears 

But yet it is always logical in retrospect. 

 

As sure as our paths crossed, we will part one day. 

There is a last day at school and the institutions you left behind. 

There will be a last hug with the person you treasure. 

When you sing the last song, the horizon brings about new hopes 

 

Like a clock with a single hand 

Time is a continuum as the present, past and future merges. 

When the spring of your mind unearths the hidden path. 

We will forgive ourselves for the disappointments and failures. 

 

As time spirals on, the baboon evolved to be a human hunter . 

The Grandmaster found unholy insight into chessboard as a computer.  

The child went back in time and erased the conjecture. 

The toy discovered the first step to a rainbow. 



• Sin Keong Tong is a retired IT professional and an amateur 
Mathematician. An M.Sc. from the University of South Wales, Sydney, 

Australia, he has worked as Problem Editor for UNSW Parabola.  

❖ 

 

 

TWO POEMS 

Rajeev Khandelwal 

THE WANING LIGHT 

Even at the age of eighty-seven  

‘She’ was as vibrant as a just married maiden 

Till a few days back 
When  
Suddenly 
Our life fractured like thin ice  

Once secure atop a serene, calm lake  

We never realized  
Her vigor was just fragile glass 
Faster than it takes the hourglass to run out 
Accompanied by the ambulance’s flash  

We found ourselves in the emergency ward  

Events unfolded rapidly  

Later drifting in and out of anaesthetics effect 
Emotionally fragmented  
She could not understand  
How she was in unknown atmosphere 

With tubes running in-and-out of her                                             

Later  
When brought back home  
She had to lay flat as a pancake 
Doing nothing  
Except  
Stare blankly at the rotating overhead fan  

For days  

After a long time span  
At Dying Dawn 



A crow settled on our Banyan tree 
Producing “Caw” , “Caw’s” 
Loud and raspy  
As if abruptly penetrating 
The tranquillity  
That ‘She’ had arrived at the travel platform 
And the train to the land of ‘Karma’ 
Was currently  
Delayed indefinitely 

Drifting in and out of her construed reality 
Probably seeking a psychological anchor    
She questioned why her long deceased doctor son 
Was now not in her range of vision 
When all other relatives were around   

THE PUZZLE  

The compacted ceiling  
Of closely spaced trees  
Their branches 
Seemingly unbroken  
When observed from above 
Restricts  
Passage    
Of harsh, intense sunlight  

Heavy rainfall 

At floor level  
Sunlight is diffused and subdued  
So, rare to find  
Plant and animal life on forest floor 
Except  
Fungus and low-growing vegetation 
Birthing 
Sans visible support 
A lone pink flower  
Proudly stands tall  
Just like your pink lip colour   
 

• Rajeev Khandelwal is an internationally acclaimed poet and novelist. 
An Agra-based industrialist, with a degree in Electrical Engineering 
from BITS (Ranchi), he has published nine collections of poetry. His 
most recent publication is his debut-novel A Summer Spree. 
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Review Essay 

 
BETWEEN ART AND RESISTANCE:  

POETRY, TRANSLATION AND READING 

D. J. Singh 

Poetry is tough; its translation even tougher; and its reading the toughest of all. 
Maps of the Impossible is a tour de force in the art of reading poetry. Deceptively 
simple and seemingly straightforward, it demonstrates that reading is arguably 
the most difficult task, whether it is literature or life.  

Reading demands a courageous intimacy with one’s mortality, and this is so 
because, – like life, books and words – it also ends. Like life, it is a journey, an 
exploration, a process of becoming and of being-in-the-world; a voyage into the 
dark, unexplored zones of one’s ever so fragile sense of awareness, by means 
of reaching out to something external to yourself, something outside you – a 
poem, a novel, a musical composition, a painting or a film. Serious reading can 
be tiring, frustrating, occasionally dull, but it is always immensely rewarding - 
as a terribly painful realization of one’s limits and of what still needs to be done. 
In the case of poetry, every instance of reading is an opportunity to encounter 
the horizon of one's possibilities, of being alive, of being ever more human, and 
more beautifully so. The depth of the ‘horizon’ is determined by the kind of 
poetry you read. Though all poetry is good, it does not mean all kinds of poetry 
conjure up the same horizon. Great poetry opens up a virtual space to move 
towards the stranger in oneself, someone known and yet not. The nearer it takes 
you to the stranger, the more difficult the reading becomes. And in the process, 
one can witness, as Rajesh Sharma writes in the Preface, the “happening (or 
taking place)” of a poem against and with the poet. The ‘happening’ should also 
be grasped as the becoming of the reader. In the act of reading, the reader is 
the poet. A great poet is one who can inspire the reader to reach for and reach 
the poetic. A great reader is one who dares himself to court the possibility. And 
Sharma, in this collection, seems to come out to be one such reader.  



For me, the readings here often turn out to be more poetic than the poems 
themselves. And like all true readings, they spill over. In fact, reading captures 
what it aspires for only when it spills over. Of course, credit must be given to 
the poets for inspiring such readings. 

In this age of poetry jams, blog poetry, #instapoetry, and poetry slams, this age 
of ours where spaces for individual expression have almost become endless, 
and where performance has replaced Heideggerian ‘presencing’, where this 

Maps of the Impossible: Six Contemporary Hindi Poets. Edited and 
translated by Rajesh Sharma. Autumn Art, 2019. pp. 178. Rs. 325. 

Book Review 

Going Beyond (Atikramana) by Krupa Sindhu Nayak. Tr. Pareswar Biswal. 
Black Eagle Books, 2023. pp. 94. Rs. 200. 

S. P. Swain 

Dr. Krupa Sindhu Nayak needs no introduction because he has already carved 
out a niche for himself as an established poet of Odisha. Besides being a 
Surgeon of repute, he is also a sculptor of fine verses. A refreshing anthology, 
Going Beyond breathes a verdant breeze in Odia poetry in translation. Naik 
ventilates a sensibility which is tender yet natural, forceful yet homely. His 
anthology of poems, Going Beyond, is a thought provoking compendium of the 
poet’s inner beckonings and rumblings. The title of the collection is 
metaphysical since it alludes to the transcendental, i.e. ‘going beyond’. It is an 
assay on his part to transcend the circumscriptions of his mundane existence 
for a life of ‘sense and sensations.’ A close reading of the poems evinces that 
the caption albeit quite engaging is verily simple but deceptive. The poems are 
down to earth and they delectably delineate the ‘emotional and intellectual’ 
complex in an instant of time. The poet affirms: “The meaning of poetry/ lies 
beyond the words,/ in the songs/ of the Muses…” (26) The poet’s concern and 
obsession with the past is rendered reflectively through his reminiscential 
excursions into the bygone days of his life in a lyrically nostalgic strain:  

I wished I could –  

as I used to – 

take a rickshaw 

from the station 

up to the CMC  

where I spent  

a greater part of my best years 

curing the wounds  

and sharing in the sufferings  

of so many unknown souls. (62)  



Creatively assimilated reminiscences encapsuled in his personal mindscape 
have been very adroitly and cryptically pen-pictured in the aforesaid lines. 

Going Beyond is a sarcastically humanist anthology of poems, mellifluous as 
well as meditative. The thoughts and ruminations seem to emerge from the core 
of the poet’s heart. In this poetic bouquet, Dr. Nayak has portrayed the 
monotonous and materialistic world of the modern man with all humour and 
humility. He has very deftly depicted the loss of self in this hectic rat race and 
the relentless pursuit of things beyond one’s reach: “The urban man/ has lost 
everything/ pre-occupied with his profession…/ furiously tapping away/ on his 
laptop in the office/ or at home…/ Does he know/ where he is now…/ Weary 
and tired of/ running an unending race…/ he goes on and on.” (19 & 20) 

Professor Bhagaban Jayasingh has rightly maintained in his “Foreword” to the 
anthology: “His poetry … explores deeper and more profound topics such as 
life, death, time and more importantly his place and identity in this chaotic and 
disconnected universe.” (9) 

In this context, the readers stumble upon the Addisonian humour and sarcasm 
of the following lines:  

The wise have been enslaved  

And the poets  

Have retired to their cosy clubs.  

The law is an ass 

Which the mighty 

Can beat  

To suit their selfish ends. (35) 

Most of the poems in the anthology are written in verse libre vigorously marked 
by rhythms of common speech and self assurance which characterize the 
poetry of the English Romantics. Even notes of romantic nostalgia are 
perceptibly visible in the following lines: “The memories/ of the Raja Festival in 
each of my youthful years -/ watching the open-air opera/ on the village ground/ 
on a moonlit night/ in the company/ of my childhood friends/ or going across 
the river/ in a country ferry boat…/ now look like mirages/  in the dis-
tant horizon.” (76)  

A poem stands or falls, lives or decays under the onerous load of its own 
emotive feelings unless the outpourings of the heart (emotions) are cogently 
conducted through or lifted into apt and felicitous images: “Like an unfaithful 
lover/ the monsoon has lost/ its charms of romance/ and its memories/ of the 
bygone days/ now look like/ the relics of another age.” (68) 

Nayak’s poems reveal that he is an original artist. Each of his poems in the 
anthology marks the stamp of his pining self, each poem is a sui generis. At the 
core of his poetic universe lies an intensely autobiographical note which is 



emotionally nostalgic. His virtuosity suffers at the translator’s hands since the 
caption of the collection imparts no inkling of how the poems are poetic 
acrobatics in ‘going beyond’. 

All said, the magic and fascination, the technical craftsmanship of Nayak’s 
poems, is an account of the way he hones his diction to poetic perfection 
through an adroit execution of metaphors, symbols, images and other rhetorical 
devices. But the striking irony and paradox is that a good deal of the ‘spell’ of 
his verses evaporates in the process of translation.  

• Dr. S. P. Swain, former Principal, Gandhi Mahavidyalaya, Rourkela, 
Odisha and former Honorary Professor of DAMITS, Rourkela, has 
authored three acclaimed books titled The Interior Landscape: Anita 
Desai’s Novels from Cry, the Peacock to Baumgartner’s Bombay, Self 
and Identity in Indian Fiction and The Feminine Voice in Indian Fiction. 
He has co-edited Feminism and Indian English Fiction  (with Dr. P. M. 
Nayak). He has published over 60 papers in national and international 
journals like Littcrit, JIWE, IJES, New Quest, Indian Literature (Sahitya 
Akademi), Re-Markings among others. Winner of the “Indian Iconic 
Educationist Award” (GOAL, New Delhi), he is no less known for his 
poetic creations.  
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Mapping the Mind, Minding the Map: Twenty Contemporary Indian Poets.  
Edited by Basudhara Roy and Jaydeep Sarangi. Sahitya Akademi, 2023. pp. 
391. Rs. 470. 

Navleen Multani 

Mapping the Mind, Minding the Map edited by Basudhara Roy and Jaydeep 
Sarangi anthologizes twenty Indian contemporary poets. This book unveils a 
large canvas of poems penned by Indian poets hailing from diverse locations 
and cultures. These poets, born between early and late twentieth century, 
develop a trajectory through their compositions and evoke thoughts on 
existential dilemmas of the contemporary world. 391 pages of the anthology 
comprise poems by Adil Jussawalla, Anita Nahal, Arundhati Subramaniam, 
Ashwani Kumar, Bashabi Fraser, Bibhu Padhi, Jayant Mahapatra, K. 
Satchidanandan, K. Srilata, Keki N. Daruwalla, Lakshmi Kannan, Mamang Dai, 
Nabina Das, Robin S. Ngangom, Sanjukta Dasgupta, Smita Agarwal, Sudeep 
Sen, Tabish Khair, Usha Akella and Yogesh Patel.  

Every poem entails evocative images, visual and syntactic cues that put forth 
poetics of everyday life. Traversing maps and minds, this engaging collection 
of two hundred poems unravels different places and persons. The anthology is 
a poetic narrative and holistic exploration of locating oneself through language. 
As the book brings together experiences and knowledge of space, it pushes 
readers to rethink how landscape shapes identity and what it means to be an 



Indian. Memory encompassing reflections on landscapes, ancient history, myth, 
family, home, towns, cities, countries, music, seasons, elements of nature, 
disasters, wants, love and wounds of Homo Sapiens, women, mother as well 
as immigrants abounds the creation of every poet. Memories of special days, 
seasons, cities and cultures culminate in the compositions of Mamang Dai. 
Nabina Das’ creations talk about death and else. Sanjukta Dasgupta juxtaposes 
past and present to celebrate free spirit of Kali, Alakshmi and Millenial Sita. 
Sudeep Sen’s economical verses accentuate osmotic and poly-glottal cross-
fertilized text because “Letterforms dance,” “Imagination isn’t caged in speech 
– speech cannot be caged in language.” Springing up from naive aspirations, 
the variegated poems frame a discourse on contemporary beings and times. 
The editors connect Indian and diasporic voices to synchronize the polyphonic 
identity of Indian English poetry.  

This compilation, published by Sahitya Akademi, is an itinerary for dreamers 
and travellers alike. Ten poems by each poet weave a tapestry of emotions, 
experiences, moments and memories that define persons, places, practices and 
cultures. Every word, image and syntactical turn in these poems moves readers 
to discover poet’s emotional state. Events and myriad experiences, memorable 
and unpleasant, form an intricate reflection on life. The poems are also 
revelations about the contemporary world. The mosaic of memories present a 
ceaseless stream of significant moments that mould the minds and the maps. 
The compositions heighten consciousness, enrich the under-standing of 
readers and deepen their humanity. The poems make the readers encounter 
hardships, moments of despair, compassion, empathy and resilience to extract 
invaluable insights. Reflections on difficult and dark times infuse renewed 
strength to deal with adversity.  

Every poet uses different linguistic register to delve into solitude, decay, death 
and a new force that nurtures mind as well as takes to greater understanding 
about existence. Whether it is Bashabi Fraser’s “Mothers All” claiming “They are 
the bravest soldiers-marching on” or Adil Jussawalla’s “Refuge” telling “Mother 
tells her rosary from six to seven, her one hour refuge,” every poet irrespective 
of gender envisions an independent and autonomous identity. “What’s wrong 
with us Kali women?”, “Maryada and modern Draupadi,” “Homo Sapiens and 
Hindu Goddesses in India & America” by Anita Nahal; “Woman in a Landscape” 
by Adil Jussawalla; “When Landscape Becomes Woman” by Arundhati 
Subramaniam reveal “That a chink in a wall is all you need to tumble into a 
parallel universe.” “History,” “Draupadi,” “Partition Ghazal,” “The Tribal 
Goddess” and “Patna to Nalanda - 1979” by Keki N. Daruwalla transport readers 
from past to present and illuminate multi-facets of life. “Somewhere like a 
shadow in the night like a black mineral in the earth, Somewhere in a mirror 
where you can see your dreams a poem awaits deftly angled light” (Keki N. 
Daruwalla). Ashwani Kumar’s poems dwell on Alzheimer’s, lies emerging from 



deception, town vanished in the reservoir of waters and the strange ways of the 
world. 

The deftly crafted poems blend imagery, thoughts and experiences. Many of the 
poems are centred on home, landscape and seasons. Titles of a few poems like 
“Mitti,” “Bhakti,” “Haldi,” “Mahaprajapati,” “O Boisakh” and “Lopamudra” have 
not been provided with a translation. Supplementing these titles are poems like 
“Earthrise,” “Missives of Music,” “The Same Moon from Edinburgh to Calcutta: 
A Refracted Lens,” “Sunrise at Puri-on-Sea,” “The River” and “Earth Day.”  

The poems ranging from prose to typographic and linguistic variations, Mapping 
the Mind, Minding the Map speaks to larger issues of urban Indian identity, 
acceptance, adaptation and cultural estrangement. These map the poetics of 
womanhood, the body, institution, family and love. By doing so, the anthology 
erases traditional boundaries to develop a new poetic form. The poems are 
ensembles of words that unite to present verbal, vocal and visual sphere of 
communication. This three-dimensional language becomes carrier of aesthetic 
message of the poet. The reduction of language to a word or frag-ments in many 
of the poems is similar to the reduction of landscape to map elements selectively 
and generally. This gives a distinct charm to the antho-logy. The poems explode 
with bird-names, names of cities and countries making these compositions a 
dialectical map. Very aptly poems, in the words of Howard McCord, can be 
comprehended as “a map on which articulation of consciousness can be 
charted, and the serial flow we associate with prose can be gathered into 
clusters and islands of words which reveal the indi-vidual’s voice and vision, 
even his philosophical stance, more accurately than a line broken by a general 
rule imposed.”  

Poems in Mapping the Mind, Minding the Map are maps that offer ways to know 
simplified, generalized and selective views on the world and human existence. 
 

• Dr. Navleen Multani is Associate Professor & Head, School of 
Languages, Jagat Guru Nanak Dev Punjab State Open University, 
Patiala. In addition to her responsibilities as Dean, Research, in her 
University, she is currently an Area Editor with Oxford Online Biblio-
graphies. She has authored Resistance and Identity in Twenty-First 
Century Literature and Culture: Voices of the Margi-
nalized (Routledge, 2023) and has edited Environment Unearthed: 
Literary Perspectives on Nature and Climate Change (2024) and 
Essays on Classics (2019).  
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