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who have been victimized,

for being simple, innocent, straight,

self respecting and honest,

who have ultimately contributed in
making the world a better place to live in

or generations to come ......
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Moonlit Night, 1996, oil on Canvas,112x92 cms
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effort, | feel, is to explore and experiment the visual language and in doing so, he
steers clear of the perception that an artist must have a particular style, leaving no
space for differentiation. | agree with Keshav Malik, who says that 'Life is a miracle
and so is art, and art which expresses life is as mysterious as life. It escapes all

formulas.'

These paintings express a conglomeration of feelings. For me it very
poignantly voiced one emotion-~pain. | vividly see the painting "Truth" at this
moment, which has made me realize that pain, like a note of music, need not be
interpreted, need not be understood, need not answer questions--pain is

believed.
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A WORD OR TWO

Shea Narayan Singh Anived

Often confronted with the question, 'how have you learnt to paint', my answer
has been, | have learnt painting, like everything else from life itself. What has
really mattered is that | feel happy as a painter. A successful exhibition, an award
or recognition by the public, are good things to come by in a painter's life, but

these have never left a lasting impression as painting does.

As far as | can recollect, from a tender age to the moment, destiny had a very
major role to play in putting fetters on my dreams. | always had to transcend
barriers, break bondages and revolt. My late grandfather's initial grooming, had a
lasting impression on my life. | worship him everyday. The ideals, percepts and

principles | imbibed from him framed my personality and perception of life.

Colours liberate me. | write poems too. | feel words are like roots, they bind me
to the earth. Colours give me space. Painting for me is like love. It is a very
responsible act. Every touch of canvas is very sensitive. When | paint, | am into
the painting. It has excavated me. | have been able to dig out so much buried
inside me. | believe, that in art or in life, | should remain the same person. There
has to be integrity of principles which should be the same in every walk of life.

| am an artist of action and interaction, Everyday something new happens to
me. Whenever | am before a canvas, | am a new person. Something is added,
something is subtracted from my total reservoir of memories, emotions,
experiences, intellect and spirituality. Painting for me is a process or transferring
a lot of myself on to the canvas. It is a very painful process. It is like be' thrown
into the chilled water and one does not know how to get out of it. | feel, that' the

true and sensitive awareness, of one's inner and outer world teaches one, which
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Excavation, 1996, Oil on Canvas, 112x92 cms
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Colours to pick, which strokes to make and what to do with the canvas, at every

succeeding moment

Literature, prepares me for painting. Besides my grandfather, my other gurus
have been Kafka, Tolstoy, Dostovesky, Sartre, Milan Kundera, Prem Chand and
Kabir. Kafka expresses the eternal conflict of my intimate and external obligations.
Tolstoy elevates me spiritually; Dostovesky gives psychic insight into human
nature. Sartre expresses the deliriums of passionate living. Milan Kundera keeps
me contemporary. Prem Chand binds me to my rural roots. Kabir liberates me

from this world and that, like painting.
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COSMIC CELEBRATION

Prof. Udai Narain Tewari
Art Historian

Sheo Narayan Singh Anived's palntings are an outcome of cosmic celebration.
The painter and poet in him, celebrates a cosmic awareness in his work, by
expanding the dignity of being, to reach out the aesthetic challenges of
becoming. Colour for him is language. Each stroke centralizes the empty spaces
one seeks. It is thus the silence in his paintings, which one has to learn in order
to understand them. Silence has its pauses and its hesitations, rhythm,
experience and reflection. Just as with words, there is analogy between our
silence with men and with God. To learn the full meaning of the one, creativity
demands practice to deepen the other. Sheo, who is also a significant Hindi poet,

is deeply aware of this.

It is an intimate and extraordinary gift, for which the artist in Sheo Anived, is
accountable to the unrealized dreams, hopes and aspirations of people, who have
entrusted him the space to create in silence. It is a self-revealing task to learn and
to create the silence of a people. Few have such a special gift. Perhaps this
explains, why Sheo Anived excels, in translating the grammar of silence, in his art.
Silence is virgin solitude, delightfully hiding memories and the law of harmonious
power. Silence embraces the whole of nature blossoming in all her unseen beauty
and magnificence, communicating to the viewer, invisibly and inaudibly, all her
love and her entire soul. The cosmic celebration and the eloquence of silence, in
his art could be appreciated meaningfully, if a light is thrown on his upbringing,

education and the span or- his quest, for the unknown and the unseen.
Born in the second decade of independence, on October 18, 1961, .in Village

Oghani, District Azamgarh, Uttar Pradesh, (India), Sheo Narayan Singh studied

science in school and college, but was always deeply interested in Literature and

12 - Sheo Narayan Singh Anived



13

Cosmic Celebration, 1996, Oil on Canvas, 112x92 cms
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Arts. He graduated in Pharmaceutical Engineering from the Institute of
Technology, Banaras Hindu University, Varanasi in 1981, but studied Literature,
Visual Arts, History' and Sociology on his own. He appeared for Civil Service
Examination, 1982 with History and Sociology as his optional subjects and was
selected for Indian Customs & Central Excise Service. He joined the service in
1983 and was again faced with the contrast of inner desire of a creative life and
outer reality of dealing with material world that his career demanded. Owing to hi
invincible desire to lead a creative life, he succeeded in leaving Customs in 1994
and joined the Ministry of Human Resource Development. Presently, he is working
as Deputy Secretary, Department of Culture. The contrast has thus been, at the
root of his search for medium to express the varied experiences of outer world and

its conflict with the inner world.

Sheo Narayan Singh drew his early breath, from the pure, unpolluted, loving
transparent air of his 'Village of Poetry'. Guided by his grandfather, a freedom-
fighter, who never claimed for a political pension, the child in the future artist, was
prepared to learn every thing from life itself-everything, that sustains life freedom,
honesty, equality, humanism and creativity. Like his grandfather, who was
imprisoned for six months during Quit India Movement of 1942, in a fake case,
Sheo Narayan Singh has also been hedged in 'Chakravyuh' umpteen times and
has been on perennial trial, draining out his emotional and creative reserves. He
has fought, suffered, but never compromised. When suggested to go easy with his
crusade against cor.ruption and concentrate in Art & Poetry, he quotes from a
poem of Punjabi Poet Avtar Singh Pash, who was killed by terrorists at the age of
38:

“Hathiyaron ke nakhoon buri
tarah barh gye hain

aur ab har tarah ki

kavita se pehle

Hatryaron se yuddh karana

bahoot jaroori ho ggya hai.”

The wide span and the interplay of various disciplines and constant breaking of
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barriers, his life has journeyed through, must have created inner tensions. But the
creative artist in him is always able to transform the tension into work of visual joy,
in freedom unchained by outer obligations. Such a wide interplay of life, helped in
a profound manner to strengthen Sheo's determination to remain his self and
never to lose the eternal focus to create without constructing a spiritual prison.
The obvious diversity in his paintings, in theme, tone, texture and strokes, is due
to his multi-disciplinary and multi-dimensional background- aesthetically,

intellectually and spiritually.

A recipient of Lalit Kala Akademi Award for painting, Sheo Narayan Singh
Anived's works have been included in various collections in India and abroad. He
has participated in a number of national exhibitions including group shows of
paintings by leading contemporary artists of India like B.C. Sanyal, Jogen
Chiudhury, Dinkar Kawshik, K.G. Subramanyam, Jeram Patel, Piraji Sagara and
others. He has participated in international conferences/events related to art and
culture, and has gained tremendously from exposures to Art galleries/ Museums
of USA, UK, France, Russia, Trinidad and Tobago, Bangladesh and Bhutan.

Sheo Narayan Singh delights in reminding of his roots, the notalgia never
dissipates. Aloof, a loner with an aura of melancholy, impulsive and instinctual,
always faithful to his own convictions, he has the Cowboy's attitude of ultimate
honesty. Keenly interested in theatre, canvas for him functions as an arena, in
which to act and role played while creating, is more important for him than the
development of subject or style. Attaining the happiness through self discovery,
his problems are what propel him to create, in unison with flow of feelings at the

moment of creation.
Sheo's real struggle is with his soul, and to be able to grapple with the soul,

there is neither map nor discipline. He knows that no real emotion is possible
unless the soul is stirred the body is burning and the strokes on the canvas exalted
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Love in springs, 1997, Oil on Canvas, 112x92
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Into purest essence. During this on-going struggle, the artist has to drive away the
muse and remain alone so that the soul in this manner always presupposes a
radical change of all forms based on old structures, giving a sensation of
freshness wholly unknown, having the quality of a newly created miracle. It
produces in the end an almost spiritual enthusiasm. A profound, human, and
tender cry of communion with the cosmos through the five senses, by virtue of the

awakened soul. A real and poetical abstraction from this world, pure and serene.

His paintings do not appear just from his brush; rather they surge from his soul,
which means that they are not just a matter of ability, but of real live form: of blood;
of ancient culture; of creative action. He uses his brush and colour to give
expression to his actions and emotions, infusing direct flow of his personality into
his work. His paintings are feelings declared in colour-feelings triggered by places,
memories, incidents and psychic processes. His paintings carry stories but only in
their tittes. COSMIC CELEBRATION is the reincarnation of the inner space made
of music which is part of universal majestic concert. Lucretius, many centuries
ago, conjured up visions of human beings composed of spirits being able to fly,
disappear in the air and again come back to solid forms. The 17th century French
writer Cyrano de Bergerac vividly describes that matter and chance create man
and thus a small error could always make man a stone or a flower. In other words,
the inner space is nothing but a super string or vibration. The artist in Anived, feels
those vibrations through his brush and creates cosmic celebration, as if it is an
elegy to a nymph brighter than the sky, reflecting a fresh look at stars, a beauty for
a thousand centuries eternized. ENIGMA is related to an incident of a sick child's
romance to doubt and question the efficacy of the God enshrined in a Varanasi
temple called 'Kalbhairao'. The sick child is none else than Sheo Narayan Singh
seventeen years ago when he was brought to the aforesaid temple to have
drashan in order to be cured. But side by side his doubt and question the child in
Sheo Anived was also confronted with the reality that if religion was so daunting,
why do people believe in God and religion? EXCAVATION is an outcome of an

endeavour on the part of the artist to extricate him from the pernicious grip of the
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Lightness of Being, 1997, Oil on Canvas, 174x128
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system. He has excavated himself, his past, and his memories in this painting. He
absorbs new sensations and feelings and eventually filters them through .the
screen of his personality. There is the mystery of the painting itself, evoking an
emotional response from the viewers - space, colour, texture, and irradiation of the
flat surface of the canvas demanding their own conclusions; organic growth
springing from the first stroke on the painting to the last final touch. LIGHTNESS
OF BEING is an endeavour to visualize Einstein's theory of relativity by erasing, all
memories of the past and then moving at the speed of light to experience the
existence of being. The lightness goads you to feel as if the shadowy midnight,
stands by the wayside or it has come right down on the road and strewn it with
stars and you cannot cross the road to go beyond the fence without treading on
the universe. SHIV A -SHAKTI is an upsurge, in abstraction, of the Indian mind
having traversed all regions of knowledge surrendering to the bliss of the Dance of
Shiva, who plays and longs and creates amid the flower of His creation. He is all
rapture, all bliss. He is an eternal negation-neti, neti. He is all a wave of freedom
and bliss. By a general conflagration - maha pralaya - the universe is embraced.
SHIVA SHAKTI symbolizes the height of being - simultaneously in eternal joy 'and
meditation. Sheo Narayan Singh belongs to Kashi region, which is supposed to
rest at Shiva's trishul. It is but natural for him as an artist not to miss this great

symbol on his canvas.

To sum up, paintings of Sheo Narayan Singh Anived contemplate the whole
of cosmos in full and grand majesty; and turn our vision from low objects, which
surround us. Each stroke of his brush yearns for self-realization-the synonym of
cosmic celebration. Here, experiencing and reviewing life, is a very solitary man,
one to whom institutions and organizations, which to most people mean so much,
seem to mean almost nothing; one who is first and foremost a painter, who tends
to assess, all other possible experiences, in relation to those periods of creative
perceptions in which he himself has experienced that complete possible inner
intensity which is his definition of being. For Sheo Narayan Singh, whose

dedication to art and his vocation as a painter, there is something almost spiritual,
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Enigma, 1995, Oil on Canvas, 40x30 cms
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to whom most human activities and preoccupations seem trivial, superficial, and
remote from man's chief end, as they might seem to one, who had chosen the
spiritual life. His paintings have a liberating effect on the mind by showing entirely

new possibilities; they help to stimulate energy and hope for a new beginning.
They are clean and virgin art.
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WORDS AND IMAGES
K.eshav Malik

Art Critic

Living in the Indian Capital, as one does, one is likely to be exposed to all the arts,
though perhaps rather less to the patriarch of them -- the creative and re-creative
word. And perhaps, it is for this lag that the other arts do not come to such
fulfillment as may surpass their already considerable achievement. It is no use
lauding the word overmuch but then, it is only through its services that the other
arts or their makers find their path of progress. The word is, or may be, both

creative and critical making us self aware in its wake.

| say the obvious, but which is worth reiterating from time to time, as on this
occasion -- that is, while going over Anived's paintings as well as his poems
expertly Englished by Prof. Neeraja Mattoo. Well here in short, is a pursuer of
both image and word. A rare enough happening on the scene, and for that very

reason, due for a welcome.

Evidently, the painter-poet has been exposed to the arts, in their protean
variety. He had authentic music on, on his disc, as he put up his paintings for a
private viewing. These paintings have come of age, being in them, suggestive of
the great night-time space around mother-earth. The subtle correspondence,
realized between the whizzing comets and the tiny daubs in the pictorial space
was imaginative. Clearly the artist in this poet has a good advantage in that, he is
also a craftsman of the word and phrase and which skill implies the powers of
attention honed to a fine. It also may imply the power of connection, of

guestioning and challenging stock ideas and stale images.

Some such self scrutiny is evident if you go over the body of his poems.
Several of them, musings on the creating personality itself, or else on the habitat,

in which the persona is dependent. There is no deficit of the critical impulse over
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Enlightenment, 1996, Oil on Canvas, 90x75
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here and which of course is a sign of health. One can therefore, once again, aver
that the creative domain, in Anived, means business, that it knows its way about.
There is seed of life here. And this made me speculate, or recapitulate, on the
meaning of the arts and that especially, as this painter-poet, is presently posted in
the Department of Culture.

A painting, even as his own, is an interpretation of life. Life, itself a miracle,
and art itself becomes a miracle;- when it is a perfect refraction of life. There must
be a refraction of life, for art to exist, a stylization or synthesis, if you like, of living
experience. (Sheo's own key experiences being from the legendary Varanasi). At
any rate, the more extreme the refraction, the more abstract art becomes. Those
comet simulating paintings by Anived are tell-tale in this context. The elements of
life are all there in the artist's brush. A photograph comes from the retina of the

camera, an abstract painting, like his, from the retina of the mind.

All 'art proper is essentially simple. In it, the artist is concerned only with the
expression of an inward vision in the most direct and appropriate manner
possible. In his works, Anived has discarded everything that is not essential to
the complete realization of his vision. In these, there is no mere ingenuity in place
of art, artificiality in place of thought, or perplexity in place of lucidity. In these

works, mind takes the direct way to rid itself of its content, in a concrete form.

| said that life is a miracle, and so art. But art, which expresses life, is as
mysterious as life. It escapes all formulas as life does. It is only here and not really
in the routine of sciences, that we really recognize ourselves. It has been said that
the artist is sufficient unto himself. That is not true, for after all no one has more
need of the approbation of men. He speaks or paints, because he feels their
presence around him, and lives in the hope that they will come at last, to
understand him. It is his function to pour out his being and give as much as he can
of his life. But the artist, to whom men give everything, returns in full measure what
he has taken from them. Yes, the artist is ourselves. The artist is the crowd to

which we all belong, which defines us all.
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Both, Anived's poems and paintings, are neither amusing, nor are they
entertaining or propaganda or an exhortation. They contain, no indictments or
proposals, although we live in such trying times. Like all aspiring work, they only
tell their viewers or readers, the secrets of their own hearts. The poet's business is

to speak out, make a clean breast.

But these better not be not his own personal secrets, the secrets he utters
ought to be our own. The reason why artists and poets speak out is because no
community altogether knows its heart. And by failing in this knowledge, a
community deceives itself on the one subject concerning which ignorance is
death.

For the evils which come from such ignorance, all genuine artists suggest no
remedy because they have already given one. The remedy is the work of art-
painting or poem itself. Art after all as said is the community's medicine for the

worst disease of mind, namely, the corruption of consciousness.

Well, in recounting man to us, art and poetry teach us to know and understand
ourselves. Most assuredly, art is the appeal to the instinct of communion in men.
We recognize one another by the echoes; it awakens in us and which we transmit
to others by our enthusiasm. If during the hours of depression and lack of
comprehension, only a few of us hear the call, it is in those very hours too that we
possess the energy which later, is to reanimate the heroism asleep in the

multitudes.

Too much talk of art is counter productive, but from time on, we are perforce
obliged to spell out its reason of being a bit. But then it is only by listening to the
heart that one can speak of art without belittling it. Not until we have expressed in
some sort of language of feeling, the appearance of the things about us, do these
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Shivashakti, 1997, Oil on Canvas, 60x45 cms
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things exist for us and retain their appearance. If art were nothing, but the
reflection of societies, we should ask no more of art 'than that it teaches us history.
But, it really recounts man to us and through him the universe -- as in Anived's
works. These go beyond the moment, like all good art, they lengthen the duration
of time, widen the comprehension of man, and extend the life and limit of the
known universe.
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Serenity, 1995, Pestel, 30x25 cms
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THE VILLAGE

Letters, finger-traced

In the cold ashes of the fire,
under the steam,

rising from a cauldron,

of sugarcane Juice,

in milky words

written on black slates

emerges

The habitat of poetry,

No, not in half-formed towns.
Sunshine that stops

at windows in the metropolis,
Trucks that batter the road,

Trains that set the bridge a-shiver,
Blackout with smog

the sky of the Muse,

suspending the motion

of the Sun, the Moon and the Stars,

Nothing survives in the poetry-town

except violence and voracious appetite.

How should the poet conjure
a whole new habitat of Poetry ?
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Celebrate dedication in place of
indulgence

And peace in place of violence !
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COLONIZATION

OnlY at the peak of civilization

it is possible

For Men and Women,
to see - tell - create
with an open Mind

Enjoyment and Renunciation,

This world and the other,
Heaven and Hell,

Life and Death,

Sorrow and Happiness,
Nothing to hide,

No inhibition

34

- Sheo Narayan Singh Anived



35

"‘.'

I

Harmony, 1996, Oil on Canvas, 90x75 cms

- Sheo Narayan Singh Anived



The total freedom of expression.
Only in a civilization and culture
such as this,

is possible

Sarnath, Nalanda

Ajanta, Ellora

Konark, Khqgjuraho

Hampi Mahabalpuram and

the Taj Mahal;

Kabir, Tulsi, Akbar

the Buddha and Mahauvir.

We did they fade away,

Such people and the Art,
post-Bahadurshah Zafar ?

As usual colonization snatched away
not only over territory,

but our heritage, culture, art,

our free thoughts and expression.
It takes centuries to undo

the colonization of decades !
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Immortality, 1996, Oil on Canvas, 175x150 cms
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| AM THE OCEAN

| am the Ocean

| have seen the spread of civilization;
Been witness to Man’s evolution
Prehistoric to post-colonial.
Traversing the endless terrains,
rough and uneven

At last-1 have become the Ocean.
Given life to countless creatures.
Deep and tranquil inside,

playful on the surface,

a bit muddied here and there,
near the shores,

where the world comes

to touch me, to swim in me,
But-no one comes-to submerge in me,
except, the setting Sun.

Have you seen

the two of us, becoming- one?
That is the way, Life is,

And so is Creation,

as well as Art - Poetry - Music.

| am the Ocean.
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Truth, 1995, Oil on Canvas, 60x45 cms
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TRUTH

| stumbled across Truth

banished from life at present
when | went one day

to my old school in the village.

| found it in Maulvi Saheb's stick
lying on the matting and planks
And in the gurgling if Baba's hookah.
Truth asked me ?

"How you have changed !

do you remember the pride Maulvi saheb
and Baba

had in you!

How sure your Baba was !

that 'Satyameva Jayate’

would be your only God.

But you left the village in '17,

and the gulf

between me and you grew apace.
Now you think if me only

in dreams,

or in that little bit if the human

still in you,

or when your eyes moisten,
cherishing memories if your sister,
Or in the memory if the tables,
leart try rote from Baba.

Where have you strayed

and lost yourself?

| know you are restless,
separated from me;
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You bear this curse

if living an alienated life-

Remember,

Truth is as far from Falsehood

As peace is from War

And Life from Death.

Truth is the essence if life,

And Falsehood another name for death,
You prefer death to life,

It seems.

Lies, War and Death your other names !
Go back to life before 77, occasionally,
And you will find life

Not in poetry, painting or music

But in life itself,

And truth will return from exile.

Come back, do.

Nostalgia, 1995, Oil on Canvas, 112x90 cms
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Osmosis, 1996,0il on Canvas, 112x95 cms
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CHAKRAVYUH

In the lustful embrace of ambition caught,
why do you set

the piece of Innocence ablaze?
Name, Fame, Wealth and Possession
will all be gone

when you are buried.

Along with you will be buried

the poem unfinished,

a painting incomplete,

a thought, a search unconcluded;

a friend intimate,

who, in the storms of life caught,
could never come close.

And the people around you, leechlike,
will go on sucking your blood,
pushing you ahead,

on the ladder of ambition,

in order to prove that

paranoia, blood pressure and heart disease

are the inevitable accompaniments of progress.

They'll laugh at you,

drinking from the cups you offer,

and you will embrace the fate of Abhimanyu,
as if nothing better could happen to you?
They'll allow you no space to be with yourself,
afraid that your truth might awaken you

and bring their palaces tumbling down.

You are for them Aladdin’s lamp itself,
through which their world of comfort

and ease is built.

Run, Abhimanyu, run,
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from this labyrinthine fortification

of your own making

and of those you call your own.

But had he been able

to get away from Chakravyub,

would Abhimanyu have been Abhimanyu ?

Would he not be Purushottam Rama, Instead ?
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BLANIKET

The snag of passing through two extremes-
like beggars huddled in the cold,

under a blanket of winter clouds,

to soak them and turn them into stone.

And | have wrapped myself around

the blanket of indecision,

to turn it this way or that, as | please.

From where will the Sun of resolution arise,
why did it turn away in the first place ?

or is it that winter is really over,

and spring already here ?

can | cast my blanket away!

ITIS NOT POETRY

A poet tells, How long will you wander,
trailing Truth ?'

Another says, ‘a poem is the means,
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to find one s own soul !"

A third pronounces, poetry helps you
escape the tyranny of life-'

Don't you wonder too, that to those to whom
Truth only makes one,

wander aimlessly,

To those who live separated from the soul,
To those who need to run)

unable to face life,

Truth, Soul, Life and Poetry itself,

is only a delusion) a mirage ?

Shun them, | say,

they are not poets) but fishermen.
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Invocation, 19997, Oil on Canvas, 111x90 cms
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WE ARE BENARASIS

From the other bank of the river Ganges,
where Deorahava Baba ensconced

on a machan for a month every year,

Look at Benaras

and you'll know, wry the metropolitans

know us for a Benarasi the moment we speak.
Whether the words are in Hindi or in English,
the easiest identification is our Benarasiness
The beating of drums ......

the hugs of Id and Basant Panchami

bringing down the walls between temple and mosque;
Watery burial of idols,

ornamentation and grandeur, Mithais and pans.
Festivals of colour and joy,

the roads of memory getting jammed ......

and the full-throated laughter

of the Benarasi,

the mirth of turning up late by hours,

get you high without taking Bhang.

The Vice-Chancellor at the University

praying for deliverance from a strike,
Poetry-readings at the Nagari Pracharini Sabha
Performances at the Shrinagari Dramatic troupe,
Endless streams of guests at weddings,

Or mourning on roads and ghats.

This city on the crescent-shaped Ganges,
washes off the filth and stains of the metropolis,
the encrustations of mind and body !

unties the rusted knots of memories

and returns you to the metropolis,

asking just to acknowledge-that we are Benarasis.
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HISTORY

Once upon a time, | was at ease,

in harmony with my peers,

and then one of them turned clever,
and destroyed our naivete.

We had to accept his bondage for survival.
We did not mind,

but his needs increased,

and he- set us a bit free

New strategy,

We were enslaved by many

still they were not content.

They broke all bounds,

invented new strategies

colonized others like me.

But did anything change ?

Then it was our turn to do something,
it was all so easy,

we could not believe it.

They just surrendered,

May be they had no choice,

how else could it happen ?

But happen it did,

and today, | am at ease again.
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History has repeated itself perhaps !
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REBIRTH

The mountains -

rugged, rough, luscious green and towering
The sea -

blue, brown, green

The people -

dark, fair and brown,

the clouds -

black, tawny and white,

The sky-

dear, blurred and blue,

And life -

swaying, deepening and moving,
Everything together, forever in a flux,
Every shade of life

radiating beauty,

preening itself

and bursting into laughter !

This island of St. Lucia

so full off romance: and excitement,
giving without the asking.

What expanse -

smoothening out and soothing
centuries off twisted prejudices,

complexes, sorrows and failures,
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Rejuvenates in a flash,
hugs its guests and bids them au revoir

A fresh inspiration to refresh life.
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Conscience, 1995, Oil on Canvas, 112x92 cms

(Collection: Yuri Kodera, fomer Director, Japan Culture and Information centre, New Delhi)
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BATTLING THE GRIM SILENCE

When the mind is churned,

with fear, tension, uncertainty,

a role has to be played,

of courage, balance and confidence.

For, if, they suspect
the pain of my suffering,

they will gobble up my identity.

They lie in wait to debilitate,

their weapons in readiness,

to assault and crush me in so many ways
and turn me into one of them -
A Sheep, a Chameleon, a Worm,
just like them.

But wry can't | be like them? Wry do | speak against
the grim silence of the system ? Is not speech
like the steam rising from boiling pot ?
Can there be steam

without Fire, Food and Water ?

And my speech is like the steam

that asserts

the presence of food,

water and fire.

The fire of feeling,

The food and water of my being.

Yes, my .speech,

is like sustenance to the

starved.
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WAVES

The sea, sand and earth;

bearing the onslaught if waves,

makes me forget that anything exists
beyond the sand, the waves and the sky,
the nearness if the boats, the fishermen
and the clouds,

The touch if sand and sea-water,

makes me feel the intimate touch if love.
And |, a descendant if Krishna,

abandon myself to the love if the sea-waves,
My Radha.

And the turning away if the clouds,

feels like the reproach if the gopies.

IDENTITY

Restrictions -

of emotion on words

of customs on thoughts

How do | tether the endless feelings,
endless thoughts -

In this tiny, bounded circle ?

| am most eloquent when silent,
When | peak, | find myself restricted
confined in boundaries and my identity
goes off to another.

People do know me by my face ?
But, my persona belongs to the maob,

and the mob has no face.
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RUINS OF MEMORIES
Ross is land, in Port Blair,
goes on seeking forgiveness
from the Cellular Jail,
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how was | to help it

if the whites made me the capital

and you the Kala Pani ?

Nature had framed us, into separate,
but similar isles !

Our old friends, the aborigines

have also withdrawn into the inner isles
What time has wrought !

today you are the capital,

and | a ruin,

in which the sins of the ex-rulers

are imprisoned.

What sin do | pay for ?

how long do | stay as island of ruins ?
when shall | be set free ?

Can prisoners of memories

ever be free ?
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