Malaxmi CCVA

Amaravati

Poetic Prism
2020 International

Multilingual Poetry Anthology

Editors : Dr. PAPINENI SIVASANKAR | Dr.D. VIZAIBHASKAR

","\- i,
() domoesgon
| Centre of Excellence for r b\ & Colture, Government of
¢ Studies in Classical Telugu \\«._F/JI Telangana



Amaravati

Poetic Prism

International
Nlulﬁlingual Poelry Anﬂ'»ologq

Editors : Dr. PAPINENI SIVASANKAR| Dr. D. VIZAIBHASKAR
Associate Editor : MAMIDI HARIKRISHNA

CCVA

Thep Colorsl Caeard of Wijaprnsds & At

The Cultural Centre of Vijayawada and Amaravati (CCVA)
4th Floor, Madhu Malaxmi Chambers, Madhu Gardens, Mogalarajpuram,
Vijayawada - 520010
Ph.: +91 86666 23999 Fax: +91 86666 97575
Web:www.ccva.in | Email:ccva@malaxmi.in



. o L ]
Poetic Prism
2020 'f:;z;';:':gz:‘l’l%etrq Anthelogy

Editors: Dr. PAPINENI SIVASANKAR|Dr. D. VIZAIBHASKAR
Associate Editor : MAMIDI HARIKRISHNA
Advisor : Dr. E. Sivanagi Reddy

CCVA Publications Series No.6

@ The Cultural Centre of Vijayawada and Amaravati
December, 2020

Published by

4t Floor, Madhu Malaxmi Chambers,
CCVA Madhu Gardens, Mogalarajpuram,

o s i o Vo & et Vijayawada — 520010, Andhra Pradesh, India.



Vijayawada — 520010 Ph.: +91 86666 23999 Fax: +91 86666 97575
Weh:www.ceva.in | Email:ccva@malaxmiiin Yo Gvtberil it of Wapresnls & Adsasvesi

The Cultural Centre of Vijayawada and Amaravati (CCVA)
4th Floor, Madhu Malaxmi Chambers, Madhu Gardens, Mogalarajpuram, CCVA

Foreword

T extend a warm welcome to all the national and international poets to our
6th International Multilingual Virtual Poets” Meet on 19th and 20th December
2020. On behalf of the Cultural Centre of Vijayawada & Amaravati (CCVA),

T express my deep sense of gratitude to all the poets from all over the world who

£ have generously contributed their poems. CCVA, the CSR arm of the Malaxmi Group,
Ad
literary and cultural activities. The CCVA has been at the forefront, driving several initiatives ever since
to fulfill this noble objective.

was inaugurated on 25th January 2015 with the noble objective ot galvanizing art,

The CCVA, through extensive work on a plethora of cultural activities encompassing art, poetry,
heritage, dance & music has been able to entertain and educate people about the importance of
connecting and growing with cultural flavor, As part of this drive, we have been able to focus on 4 main
pillars, namely, Art, Literature (Amaravati Poetic Prism), Music & Dance, and Heritage. We have
showcased the works of veteran artists and new talents. We were fortunate to have hosted artists in
residence from Korea, New Delhi, and other places, who gave wings to their artistic creativity in the
peacetul and sylvan settings of the CCVA art gallery. We also continue to reach out to school children
encouraging them to give forms and colours to their creativity.

Our Literary Wing regularly conducts various literary activities throughout the year, the signature event
being the publication and launch of Amaravati Poetic Prism — the International Multilingual Poetry
Anthology and organizing the International Multilingual Poets’ Meet, curated and edited by
Ms. Padmaja [yengar- Paddy, the Honorary Literary Advisor of CCVA for the past 5 years - both
initiatives are now into their sixth edition in a virtual platform. CCVA also regularly hosts book
launches, poetry reading sessions, discussions on the latest trends in literature, at its well-provided
premises that has a dedicated Lecture Hall for such activities.

Various dance programs, as part of our series, Natya Sravanti and music as part of Sangeetha Sravanti
showcase Indian dance forms and all kinds of Indian Classical Music. The enticing heritage walks and
treks through the ancient monuments while restoring some of the ancient heritage structures under its
unique initiative ‘Preserve Heritage for Posterity, are all among the various CCVA activities that have
received much appreciation from all.

Our CEO Dr. E. Sivanagi Reddy, a Sthapati and a renowned Archaeologist, is regularly consulted by the
various Governments given his vast and rich knowledge, experience, and expertise in the excavation
and restoration of heritage structures, besides establishing the provenance of the various archaeological
finds. He is also actively involved in these activities, besides efficiently managing the activities of
CCVA.
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During the Covid-19 pandemic which shook the world, The CCVA took it as a challenge to
organize the 6th International Multilingual Poets Meet, Amaravati Poetic Prism 2020, on a virtual
platform. During this time, all the poets were invited to send their poems based on the theme
‘Environment and Ecology’ introduced by the CCVA for the first time for which there was an
overwhelming response. It is very interesting to note that 160 poets from 32 countries, including
India representing 40 World Languages are participating in this year's meet.

My special thanks to Dr. C G Venkatesa Murthy, Director, Central Institute of Indian Languages,
Ministry of HRD, GOI, Mysuru, Dr. D Muniratnam Naidu, Director, Centre of Excellence for
Studies in Classical Telugu, (CIIL), Sri Potti Sreeramulu Nellore District, AP, Sri Rajath
Bhargava, IAS, Special Chief Secretary, Youth Advancement, Tourism & Culture Department,
Govt. of AP, Sri R Mallikarjuna Rao, CEO, Andhra Pradesh State Creativity & Culture
Commission and Director, Department of Language and Culture, Government of Andhra Pradesh
and Sri Mamidi Harikrishna, Director, Department of Language and Culture, Government of

Telangana for Collaborating with the CCVA in organizing the International Event.

Above all, our heartfelt thanks once again to all the poets who have made Amaravati Poetic Prism
2020 attain yet another milestone with their poetry and to the poets from overseas and India for
participating in our ‘6th International Multilingual Poets” Meet. Gratitude to the poets from

abroad who had to accommodate the time difference and join us. It means a lot to us.

I take this opportunity to place on record my deep appreciation for Dr. D. Vizai Bhaskar,
Dr. Papineni Sivasankar, Padmashree Dr. Vishnu Pandya, Dr. Venna Vallabha Rao, and

Prof. D Nageswara Rao for their immense help and guidance in this regard at various stages.

I thank Sri K. Siva Reddy Garu, and Padma Shri Kolakaluri Enoch Garu, the Chief Guests of
Inaugural and Valedictory sessions respectively. 1 also thank Dr. N. Gopi Garu for his kind
guidance thought out in this event.

T convey my thanks to Team Malaxmi ably led by our young, dynamic CEO Sandeep Mandava,
Malaxmi Properties Realcon Pvt Ltd., Deepa Balasubramanian, CEO, The Sedibus, and our
accomplished CEO, Dr. E. Sivanagi Reddy, CCVA tor compiling the poems and handling the
6th International Multilingual Poets’ Meet.

For more details on CCVA please visit CCVA website: www.ccva.in

A -

& ir.l' i

Dr. Y. Tejaswini

Chairperson,
The Cultural Centre of
Vijayawada & Amaravati
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A SCHEDULE

Amaravati Poetic Prism — 2020
6'" International Multilingual Virtual Poets’ Meet
Organized by
The Cultural Centre of Vijavawada & Amaravati
In collaboration with
Central Institute of Indian Languages
(Centre of Excellence for Studies in Classical Telugu)
AP State Creativity & Culture Commission, &
Department of Language & Culture, Govt. of Andhra Pradesh and
Department of Language & Culture, Govt. of Telangana
On 19% & 20 December, 2020

Schedule
Maoderator: Deepa Balasubramanian
Convenor: Dr. D. Vizaibhaskar
Day- 1: 19" Dec 2020, Saturday
Inaugural Session (@ 10.00am

10:00 am: Welcome & Introduction by
Dr. Y. Tejaswini Chairperson,
Cultural Centre of Vijayawada and Amaravati.

10:05 am: About the Poets’ Meet by
Dr. E. Sivanagi Reddy, CEO & Managing Trustee, CCVA

10:10 am: Lighting up the lamp, Inauguration of the International
Multilingual Virtual Poets” Meet and Launch of E - Book by the
Chief Guest Sri K. Siva Reddy,
Recipient of Saraswati Samman and Kabir Samman
Member, Central Committee, Kendra Sahitya Akademi

10:15 am: Prayer Song
10:20 am: Inaugural speech by the Chief Guest Sri K. Siva Reddy
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Speeches by the Distinguished Guests

Padma Shri Dr. Vishnu Pandya,
Chairman, Gujarat Sahitya Akademi, Ahmedabad

Dr. N. Gopi
Kendra Sahitya Academy Awardee &
Former Vice Chancellor, PS Telugu University

Dr. Papineni Sivasankar
Kendra Sahitya Akademi Awardee

Dr. D. Muniratnam Naidu
Director, Centre of Excellence for Studies in Classical Telugu (CIIL), Nellore

Sri R. Mallikarjuna Rao
Director, Dept. of Language & Culture
Government of AP and CEOQ,
APSCCC.

Sri Mamidi Harikrishna
Director, Dept. of Language & Culture, Govt. of Telangana.

Dr. Deerghasi Vizaibhaskar
Kendra Sangith Natak Academy Awardee

10: 55 am: Vote of Thanks by

Sri Sandeep Mandava
CEOQ, Malaxmi Properties Realcon Pvt Ltd.

11:00 am: Inaugural session concludes.
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Session —I: 11:00 am to 12:00 noon (IST) on 19.12.2020

Chair: Dr. Papineni Sivasankar (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Amanita Sen (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Dominic KV (English) - India
2. Anuradha Bhattacharya (English) - India
3. Ashok Chakravarthy Tholana (English) - India
4. Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar (English) — India

Breakout session

5. Eden Trinidad (English) - Philippines
6. Pramila Khadun (English) - Mauritius
7. Takatoshi Goto (Japanese) — Japan

8. Rama Manohara V (Telugu) — India
9. Vaishnavi Sri Talam (Telugu) — India

Session — I1 - 12:00 noon to 01:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Mamidi Harikrishna (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Atreya Sarma U (Telugu) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Das A.S. (Hindi) - India
2. Dr. Celestine Raj Manohar ( English) - India
3. Yogesh Joshi (Gujarathi) - India
4. Kalimisri Kalimikonda Sambasiva Rao (Telugu) — India

Breakout session

5. Pushmaotee Subrun (English) - Mauritius

6. Akhmad Cahyo Setiyo (Indonesian) - Indonesia
7. Mai Van Phan (Vietnamese) — Vietnam

8. Vijay Kumar Ghanta (Telugu) — India

Lunch Break 1:00 pm to 2:00 pm (IST)
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Session — 111: 02:00 pm to 03:00 pm (IST

Chair: Dr. Darbhasayanam Srinivasacharya (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Geetanjali Dilip (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Mohan Dr Pattipaka (Telugu) - India
2. Mukunda Rama Rao Yellapu (Telugu) - India
3. Bibhudatta Mohanty (English) - India
4. Anoop M R (Malayalam) - India

Breakout session

5. Malsawmi Jacob (Mizo) - India

6. Zoran Mimica (Croatian) - Croatia

7. Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak (English) — United Kingdom

8. Channah Moshe (English) — Israel (Shifted to Session - X
of 20.12.2020 on the request of the poet).

9, Shubha Khandekar (Marathi) — India

Session — ['V: 03:00 pm to 04:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Dr. Deerghasi Vizaibhaskar (Telugu) - India
Co - Chair: Kamala Wijeratne (English) — Sri Lanka

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Swami Naidu Siriki (Telugu) - India
2. Swatee Sripada ( Telugu) - India
3. Venkateswara Reddy Kondreddy (Telugu) - India
4. Agnivesh Mahapatra (Odia) - India

Breakout session

5. Seena Sreevalson (Malayalam) - India
6. Bibha Kumari (Mythili) - India

7. Elisabetta Bagli (English) — Spain

8. Gino Leineweber(English) — Germany
9. Bharati Nayak (Odia) — India
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Session — V: 04:00 pm to 05:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Dr. Vasanth Kumar Perla (Kannada) - India
Co — Chair: Gopal Lahiri (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Hiranya Aditi Godavarthy (English) - India
2. Huzaifa Haryvanwala (English) - India
3. Kalyan Krishna Kumar Karanam(Telugu) — India
4. Longbir Terang (Karbi) — India

Breakout session

5. Ali Shaida (Kashmiri) - India

6. Ahmed Salahuddin (Urdu) - India

7. Raja Rajeswari Seetha Raman Dr. (Malay) - Malaysia
8. Wilson Roshan Sequeira (Konkani) - India

9. Ayo Ayoola-Amale (English) — Ghana

Session — VI: 05:00 pm to 06:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Rolf Ishvar Doppenberg (French) - Switzerland
Co — Chair: Meenakshi Goswami — (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Lopamudra Mishra (English) - India
2. Krishnamacharyulu Parasala (English) - India
3. Molly Joseph Dr. (English) - India
4. Dr. Urvashi Manuprasad Pandya (Gujarathi) — India

Breakout session

5. Shikha - Aakaash (Telugu) - India

6. Nagarajyalakshmi Veluvolu (Telugu) - India
7. Christos Sanos (Greece) — Greek

8. Chryssa Vellisariou (Greece) — Greek
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Session — VI1 06:00 pm to 07:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Sikhmani Sanjeeva Rao (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Nandita Samanta (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets:
1. Namita Laxmi Dr (English)- India
2. Padmini Janardhanan (English) - India
3. Narasimha Raju Sarikonda (Telugu) - India
4. Padmavathi Setaluri (Telugu) — India

Breakout session

5. Ahila Dorairaj (Tamil) — India (Shifted to Session — VIII on 20.12.2020 on

the request of the poet).
6. Jayashree Chari (Tamil) — India
7. Tzemin Tsai (Chinese) — China
8. Yu Xiu (Rosemary) Wang (Chinese) — China

7:00pm - Concluding remarks by Dr. D. Vizaibhaskar

7:15pm - Session Concludes.

ek sk
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Day II — 20t Dec, 2020, Sunday
Sessions Continue
Session — VIII: 10:00 am to 11:00 am (IST)

Chair: Dr. Padma Shri Vishnu Pandya (Gujarati) - India
Co — Chair: Venkatesh Kulkarmi (Marathi) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Namdev Tarachandani (Sindhi) - India
2. Joba Murmu (Santhali) - India
3. Pankajam Kottarath (Malayalam) - India

Breakout session

4. Ashok Bhandari (Hindustani) - India

5. Paramita Mukherjee Mullick Dr. (English) - India

6. Ramakrishna Dr. Perugu (Telugu) — India

7. Ahila Dorairaj (Tamil) — India (Shifted from Session - V11 on 19.12.2020 on the
request of the poet).

Session — IX - 11:00 am to 12:00 noon (IST)

Chair: Dr. Kopparthi Venkata Ramana Murthy (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Keshab Sidgel (Nepali) - Nepal
Recitation of Poems
Poets: 1. Raj Babu Gandham (English) - India
2. Ravi Ranganathan (English) - India

3. Ravi Sanker (English) - India
4. Divya Sinha (Hindi) - India

Breakout session
5. Smruti Ranjan Mohanty (Odia) - India

6. Siri Ram Arsh (Punjabi) - India
7. Puthiya Madhavi Sankaran (Tamil) - India

Amanavati Poctic Paiwm | 2020 | Schedule | vii
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Session — X: 12:00 noon to 01:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Madhava Rao Bandla (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Antaryami Misra (Odia) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Rami Reddy M V (Telugu) - India
2. Ravi Kumar Desaraju (Telugu) - India
3. Ravichandran KS (English) - India
4. Sadhana Subramanian (English) — India
5. Ramnik Someswar (Gujarathi) - India

Breakout session

6. Shyamala Rajasekhar{ Tamil) - India

7. Hymavathi Mandarapu ( Telugu) — India

8. Sigma G R Dr. (English) — India

9 Channah Moshe (English) — Israel (Shifted from session - [1l on 19.12.2020 on
the request of the poet).

Lunch Break -From 1:00 pm to 2:00 pm (IST)

Session — X1 - 02:00 pm to 03:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Elizabeth Kurian Mona (English) — India
Co — Chair: Varsha Das Dr. (Gujarati) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1, Haragopal Sreeramoju (Telugu) - India
2. Babu Rao Dakarapu (Telugu) - India
3. Nagalakshmi Varanasi (Telugu) - India
4. Ravi Kumar Kosuri (Telugu) - India
5. Subbaraman NV (Tamil) — India

Breakout session

6. Shafinur Shafin (English) - Bangladesh

7. Shanmugam Chettiar Rm (English) - India

8. Shiv kumar KV (English) - India

9. Mohammad Nurul Huda (Bangla) - Bangladesh
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Session — X11: 03:00 pm to 04:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Dr. Madhurantakam Narendra (Telugu) - India
Co - Chair: Sushanta Bhattacharjee (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Sree Latha Tangirala Dr (English) - India
2. Sudipta Chatterjee Dr. (English) - India
3. Ravindra Trivikram Katuru (Telugu) - India
4. Siva Prasad B.V. (Telugu) — India
5. Srinivasasuryanarayana Munukutla (Telugu) — India

Breakout session

6. Subramanyam G.V. (Telugu) - India
7. Hayim Abramson (Hebrew) - Israel
8. Flamina Cruciani (Italian)- Italy
9. Amir Or (Hebrew) - Israel
10. Dorit Weisman (Hebrew) - Israel

Session — XIII: 4:00 pm to 5:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Sr1 Satish Chandar (Telugu) - India
Co — Chair: Usha Sridhar Dr. (English) - India

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Vijayalakshmi Nallapaneni ( Telugu) - India
2. Thryaksha Garla (English) - India
3. Vinita Agrawal (English) - India
4, Hasinus Sultan Dr. (Assamese) — India

Breakout session

5. Alicja Maria Kuberska (Polish) - Poland

6. Anna Czachorowska (Polish) - Poland

7. Dariusz Pacak (Polish) - Poland

8. Eliza Segiet (Polish)- Poland (The poem will be read out by Alicja Maria
Kuberska as per the request of Eliza Segiet).

9. Maria do Sameiro Borroso (Portuguese) — Portugal
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Session — XIV: 5:00 pm to 6:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Delo Isufi (Albanian) - United States
Co — Chair: Pranab Kumar Hazarika — (Assamese — India)

Recitation of Poems

Poets: 1. Vignesh Thangavel (English) - India
2. Lakhimi Gogoi Dr (Assamese) - India
3. Sayeed Abubakar (Bengali) - Bangladesh
4, Kruthi Gandham (French) - India
5. Liviu Pendefunda (Romanian) — Romania

Breakout session

6. Viacheslav Kuprivanov (Russian) - Russia
7. Angel Lavalle Dios (Spanish) - Peru
8. Tarana Turan Rahimili (Azarbaijan) - Azarbaijan
9. Tyran Prizren Spahiu (Albanian) — Albania
10. Zana Coven (German) - Bosnia Herzegovina

Session — XV: 6:00 pm to 07:00 pm (IST)

Chair: Edward Roberts (English) USA
Co — Chair: Nirmal Jaswal (Punjabi) - Canada

Recitation of Poems

Poets:
1. Joseph Spence Sr (English) - USA
2. Preety Sengupta (English) - USA
3. Beatriz Clotilde Rial Guyot (Spanish) - Argentina
4. Giselle Lucia Navarro (Spanish) — Cuba

Breakout session

5. Virginia Fernandez Collado (Spanish) — Spain
6. Asror Allayorov (Uzbek) - Uzbekistan

7. Agnieszka Maria (English) — Poland

8. Ashok Bharagava (English) — Canada
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Valedictory Session on 20t Dec, 2020, Sunday

From 7:00 pm to 8:00 pm (IST)
Programme
7:00 pm: Welcome by Dr. E. Sivanagi Reddy
CEO & Managing Trustee, CCVA
7:05 pm: Report on the Poets’ Meet

Dr. Deerghasi Vizaibhaskar
Kendra Sangith Natak Akademi Awardee

7:15 pm: Valedictory Address by the Chief Guest
Padma Shri Dr. Kolakaluri Enoch
Recipient of Murthydevi Puraskar &
Former Chairman, AP Sahitya Academy

7:25 pm: Speeches by Distinguished Guests
Dr. Venna Vallabha Rao
Kendra Sahitya Akademi Awardee for Translation

Sri Killada Satyanarayana, IPS
Inspector General of Police, Chitrakoot
Dham Range, Govt. of Uttar Pradesh

Dr. Y. Tejaswini
Chairperson,
Cultural Centre of Vijayawada and Amaravati,

Vote of Thanks by Sri Sandeep Mandava, CEO, MPRPL
Meet Concludes (@ 8:00 pm.
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A Albanian

TE MBJELLIM VIRUS DASHURIE
Delo lsufi
Mé botén toné té vogél e té madhe,
Ku shpérthejné shtérngata e stuhi,
Vdekja vértitet si kurvé lozonjare,
Fytyrén e saj ka ¢do pandemi.

Kéto dité vdekja mbi krye na rri,
Korona skérmitet, rend si hije,
Ajo s' njeh fe, rracé e kombési,.
Té mbjellim kudo virus dashurie.

Se ndryshe planeti yné i vjetér,

Do boshatiset nga genia njerzore,
Kur té vijné nga nje planet tjetér,
Do gjejné gjurmé té pjellés mizore.

Dhe do thoné pas mijra vjetésh,
Dikur ka jetuar né kété planet,

Mjé genie kanibale, tepér e egér,
Qé hante e zhdukte veten e vet.

Do gjejné gjurmét e késaj jete,
Mbuluar nga pluhuri shekullor,
Raketa, topa, bomba dhe helme,
Qé ka pradhuar sistemi njerzor.

N& botén toné té madhe e té vogél,
Ku vdekja sillet rrotull si njé hije,

T'i zhdukim bomba, raketa, helme,
Té mbjellim kudo virus dashurie.

Col. Delo Isufi has to his credit, seven poetry collections, one novel and many
cycles of poems. He has translated many poems from English, French, Russian
inta Albanian language. He completed his studies in the Air Force Academy as
a pilat and graduated from the Law Faculty of the Tirana University, Albania. He
has several flying hours on a supersonic military jet MIG-19 under every weather
condition, and held the rank of a Colonel. He was a lecturer and professor at the

Aviation Academy. As a lawyer, he has been the General Advocate of the Albania

I . State Advocacy. Currently, he lives in Tirana, Albania and is a private lawyer.

Delo Isufi
Tirana, USA
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To Plant the Virus of Love.

In our own world big and small,
Where thundersiorms and winds erupt,
Death spins like a playful bitch,

Her lace full with every plague.

These days death hangs over our head,
Corona growls, heavy as a shadow,
She doesn't know race or religion,

We must plant the virus of love,

Otherwise our ancient planet,
Will be emptied of human beings,
When others come from distant stars,

They will find traces of cruel offspring.

And say after thousand vears,

Once lived life on this planet,

A very wild cannibal being,

That ate and destroyed himsell

Thev will find traces of toxic life,
Covered by centuries-old dust,
Rockets, cannons, bombs. and poisons,

That has produced the system of humans,

In our own world big and small,

Delo Isufi

Where death revolves like a heavy shadow.and poison,

Destroy, bombs, rockets, and poisons

To plant the virus of love everywhere.
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GJELBERIM !

MUK flet Prizreni, as MUK vajton
gjynjézuar rriné, népérkémbur mbuluar
mé kané me cadra té shémtuar
shuméheré mbjellur mé kané

buzé Lumbardhit lis¢ t& shumté
gjysmé z& natyra péshpérit

mé tepér kérkoj, mbase meritoj!

Drejtohem juve, mé veshni mé gjelbérim , bimé té njomé blini
lis, gjethe mé dhémbéza, tréndafilé, ballélart do géndroj

po, eré blini mé ka hije, plep me l&vore ngjyré hiri

dua hije té& ju béjg, shpirtin t& ju gézoj...

Do endeni, kalldrémit t& buzégeshur

lozin fémijét e juaj né barin e njomé

dashnorét e fshehur do trokasin dashurisé

Ju ftan gyteti, i etur pér gjelbérimin gé meriton

nuk di , dégjon kush, kérkesén e lashtésisg!

Klithmén e Kalasé, zérin e pérgjeqjésisé

jeni ardhé, po, po, sé shpejti do shkoni

¢'keni béré, FAJESINE, NDERGJEGJEM t& QETESOMI 1111

uné, kiéshtjella Kala, dua vetém drejtési, nuk kéérkoj MESHIRE....

hear the voice behind; "He was here.”

Tyran Prizren Spahiu-KOSOVA
Prizren, Kosovo, Albania

Tyran Prizren Spahiu-KOSO0VA

Tyran Prizren SPAMIL, born in Prizren, Kosovo, Curope, has adopted "Prizren’
a3 his nicknarme and as a part of his name. He writes in Albanian, Croatian and
English. He graduated in English Language and Literature at Kosovo University.
He has 1o his credit: ‘Never back again” (Novel in two volumes), "Mort” (Movel)
and 14 volumes of Poetic Verses in Albanian Language and One in English. In
poet's awn words, he is *Trying to find topics that worry, nag, excite, embrace,
and o describe is pleasure and challenge Being emationally connected, he loves
calm life and continues to spread kindness. No matter where he goes, you will

3 Amarasals Poctic Prisw | 2020 | Albanian



VN

Greenery
Tyran Prizren Spahiu-KOSO0VA

World does NOT speak, nor laments

gnawed stick, trampled

thought. doing me injustice

yvou cover me with ugly umbrellas

I have been many times planted

at the greenery were planted numerous oaks

nature’s halt-voice whispers

the more I ask, the more T deserve!

dress me in green,, buy the fresh herbs, fragrant aroma, lavender
I will stand proud , ves. dafTodils Mavor, poplars with gray bark
I want to make shadow, yvour soul to rejoice.

]

You will enjoy, allies will be full of joy

kid's playerounds filled with grass

under the chrysanthemum hidden lovers will knock to love
city eager for deserved greenery will invite you

do not know! Anybody hears request of greenness!

ol the Castle, the voice ol responsibility

you came, yes, yes, you will go soon

1. the freshness , 1 just want justice. | do not ask for MERCY ...
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ASSAMESE
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Hasinus Sultan
Doboka, Assam, India

5

Hasinus Sultan

Dr. Hasinus Sultan, a PhD from Gauhati University, is an Associate Professor
and farmer Head of the Department of English at H. A A, College, Doboka, Hojai,
Assam. He is a poet, translator and reviewer in English and Assamese, The
Golden Grain (2016), a poetry volurme in English translation from Assamese,
bears the stamp of his creative competence in translation, for which he was
honored with SAS Literary Translator Award 2018, In March, 201 9, he was
awarded with Ghana Bora Poetry and Literary &ward 2019, Dr. Sultan is the Chief
Editor of Cross-Currents: An Imitational Peer-Reviewed Journal in Humanities
and Social Sciences (ISSN: He is presently the President of Hojai District Poets’
Aszzociation under All Assam Poets” Associalion,
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Invocation

To the voung leaves

lend Your beaming beauty

as they embracing the earthen lamps
streich their arms

to the starry sky and long for Your light!

Dreams of the soil

charred by acrid [ire and gunpowder
may fulfilled be!

From the fetiers of chimneys

may our sooty hopes be free!

From the fierce fire-eaters. oh Lord.
save our soul’s rainfloresis

burning alive for blind progress!

Deliver the light engulfed as if by
the vanity of gloom

in the womb of the black hole!

This sleepless night swallowed
by the screech of erickets in my yard,
give me the guts to light a lamp of love

on my Mother’s murky path!

Hasinus Sultan
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Dr. Lakhimi Gogoi is an Assistant Professor of Geography in Marangi Anchalik
College. She is an author of many poetic volumes besides her research
publications. She is the Editor of a national journal. She loves to muse poetically
on love, nature and life.

Lakhimi Gogoi
Guwahati, Assam, India
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Disoriented
{Translation of Dr, Lakhimi Gogoi Assamese Poem is done by Dr. Ratan Bhattacharjee)

Lakhimi Gogoei / Ratan Bhattacharjee
To go adnfl

one excuse 1s enough

from my mind you and from vour mind mysell’
The way in which fun of childhood is bygone
The way in which the light of twilight disappears
Excuse is only merely an excuse

Undelinable

Complaint or angry sensitiviry

All are lost in an instanl

Crossing the hill

Surpassing the dreams

Just In one excuse

Turning the heart into a stong

One excuse is enough to disappear

For ever

8 Amarasati Poctic Paises | 2020 | English
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and Friendship, West Bengal.

Pranab Kumar Hazarika
Kolkata, West Bengal, India

9

BT T TG

Pranab Kumar Hazarika is a freelancer and social activist. He is an Assamese,
Bengali and English poet, He also wnites articles in Bengali in leading magazines
of Wesl Bengal besides Assarmese language. He always tries o promole social
values in his poetry. Similarly, his poemn has been published in poetry collection
of Antarjatik Bongo Sahitya Sanmelan, Kolkata, Hazarika is a Member of the
Poet Foundation Kalkata, ASL CLUB, KOLKATA, Youth Guild far friendship Gorky
Sadan, Calcutta University Institute, Little Magazine Writers in Meed etc. He is
the State Committee Member of the Indian Society for Cultural Co-operation
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Silent Revolution

Pranab Kumar Hazarika
We are worried for the Earth,
the world community too,
World leaders meet at global summit
sccking solutions ol global
warming, climate change,

environment protection - a hard hitting problem .

That village man is not well educated,
maybe he lacks formal education on Geography or science.
He loves the Nature, he undersiands conservation of forest with wild lives —

for the living creatures in a balanced cycle.

His lifelong adoration resulted in
the greencries on the sandbar covering fourteen hundred acres

on the bank of river Brahmapuira of eastern end Assam .

A shelter of varieties wildlife,
a forest with wonderful bio diversity

the renowned - " Molai Aranya " .
He received recognition to his silent adoration, a silent revolutionary
a Padmashree |, shining his name in

academic curriculum of school in America inspiring pupils .

He is none other than the simple

forest man Jadav Payeng by name |
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AZERBAIJAN

SUKUT TABLOSU

baliglar suda,

Ufiiq qizara-qizara
dliib bu s.h.r burda.
Kiil.yin govdugu yerd.
basini kéksiin. .yib
quruvub galib agaclar,
Bir x.zan ¢ig.vi agib,
doluxsunub vamaclar.
Buludlar agir-agir

yer, dogru sallanib,
D.nizd. susqun sularin
r.ngl bulanib.

Giin.sin ¢dhr.si wilqun,
Torpagin ciyvinl.ri vorgun.
H.vat lal lavh. Lyl
b.diyy.t siikutunda,
Diinya n. q.rib gdriiniir

G siis. tabutunda.

Tarana Turan Rahimli
Baku, Azerbaijan

11

Tarana Turan Rahimli

Tarana Turan Rahimli is an Azerbajani poetess, wnter, journalist, translator,
literary critic, teacher, academnic, is an active member of the International Literary
Agency in Turkey, Azerbaijan, Azerbaijan, Philippine, Kazakhstan, ilaly, Oman,
Belgium, USA.. She is a PhD in Philology, Associate Professor of Arerbaijan
and World Literature Chair of Azerbaijan State Pedagogical University, authos
of 7 books and more than 400 articles. She is the editor and reviewer of 20
manographs and poetry books, Her works have been published in more than 30
Western and Eastern countries
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The picture of the silence
(Translation of Tarana Turan Rahimli Azerbaljan Poem is done by Sevil Gulten)
Tarana Turan Rahimli / Sevil Gulten

The birds remained hanging in the water
And the fishes in the water,

Early in the morning

Horizon passed away here,

The trees have become dry

Bending their top

In the place

Where the wind drove them out.

An autumn flower blossomed,

The slopes have become touched.

The clouds are hanging heavily
Towards the carth.

The color of the silent water in the sca
Has become turbid.

The surface of the sun is gloomy

The shoulders of the soil are tired.
The life is in its eternal silence

With ils dumb scenes,

1 wonder how the world seems oddly

In its coffin made of glass.

12 Amsrnvati Portic Priam | 2020 | English



BANGLA

GEedd CT2af FICS

TEEATRE AT T TEf g% o,
% caer wrE Al Mg s g
e TOE W ST s,
g PR i S SR

FeTafams m o = & o e
CHSRATE WAL, (ARSI #MIC
T T TS TS (RE A
sty T «ee sy e,
YA (T (W T, Hew Ao

WY SrwEw CUE S, (eI e,
e =a e B ceaea,
T TR CHTA TR BRI TATH,
wus cufErrabfeie e ww ren Begm)

(e PR e SR
YAYE 0L (OB (OS] FIATEIR:
% FTH FIH TG TR CEE
=B =iovy e g AP
1 TR, e S, TS e

T W-. TR TS MRS
w1y us, e we, og W, vy vl
w14 W, 7§14 T, T I A I
ey A e, 4 W e g

Mohammad Murul Huda

Prof. Mohammad Nurul Huda is one of the inest Bengali peets with more than 100

Mohammad Nurul Huda
Dhaka, Bangladesh

13

titles. His poems are translated into many languages including English, French,
German, Russian, Arabic, Urdu, Hindi etc. He has received numerous national and
internatianal awards notably Bangladesh's highest civilian honor Ekushey Padak;
Bangla Academy Literary Award, Poet of International Merit (USA), President’s
Honor (Turkey), Tripura State Award (India), Kobi-Shrestho (Best Poet-2017
Bangladesh) etc. He is a critic, translator, IPR-Specialist, folklorist, novelist and
cultural activist, A former Director of Bangla Academy, and Executive Director
of Mazrul Institute, he is currently the President of Bangladesh Writers Club and
KabitaBanala, an aesthetic movement of poetry. He is the Professor and Chairman
of the English Department at the European University of Bangladesh,
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In mahogany wood of water-symphony

Mohammad Nurul Huda
This cance, in mahogany wood of water-symphony,
On which we are sailing to safety in Noah's deluge.
Our erotic ccstasy reaches its peak in sex-act,
We're fTving on 1o the waves of sky-Ganges;

Our limbs are blessed with Buddha's nirvana lust,

Shall we reach the Vedic psalms across
Black hole 1o the oasis of white hole,
Beside Bethlehem, while all promised
Vegetarians are bursting into tears’

MNear Radha-Krishna's three-bent figure
Rests Amaravati’s Vrindavana, while the
Earth, heaven and weeping sky are

Covered with ritnal of rice and green grass!

From the holy well of Jam-Jam to sand-hills,

Bosom of Conlucius sings the psalms of good nature,
Koran Puran Tripitaka Upanishad plant healing herbs,
When Uhan’s lungs sufter from Corona fascination;

Mephistopheles starts suffering from self-affliction.

Surrounding Tagore's wardrobe in Bolpur
Couples ol squirrel are roaming aboul.

In this Corona-time they are also pecking at
Heels and ankles of men and women [or food.

They are creatures indeed, meditative and hungry.

This lotus-earth is house-captive. as the universe is masked,
et well, stay safe everyway, O humans, calm and self-protected.
Give us harvest, give us water and unfold all crimson mysteries;

Humans are for humans; humans, who are ever sell-obedient,

14 Amsrnvati Portic Priam | 2020 | English
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Sayeed Abubakar, a modern epic-poet of Bengali language, was born on
21 September, 1972 in Jashore district of Bangladesh. He is regarded as
the major poet of the 90th decade. His first poetry-collection "Pranoyer
Prathom Pap'published in 1996 made him popular as a poet in Bangladesh,
‘Mujibnama'is his famous epic. He got many literary awards from harme and
abroad, among which Lalon Award 2009, Syed Al Ahsan Award 2017 and Rock
Febbles International Literary Award 2017 {India) are remarkable ones. By
profession, Sayeed Abubakar is an Associate Professar of English in Sirajgan)
Govt. College, Bangladesh.

PR

Sayeed Abubakar
Rajshahi, Bangladesh
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Tiger and Deer

I asked him, “Tigers eat deer;
Mevertheless, why do the deer
Live beside the tigers?”

“They must live there; it's the law.

Tigers never attack the deer if they

Are not hungry. I the deer didn’t live
Beside the tigers, they would get extinct
From the earth forever, Men would freely
Enter the forest and fetch them

To the slaughter-house carrying by

Trucks and vanish them over night.”

16

Sayeed Abubakar
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anthologies.
Supratik Sen
Kolkata, West Bengal, India
17

Supratik Sen

Supratik Sen is a full-time writer who writes fiction, non-fiction, poems
in Bengali, his mother-tongue, English and in French, He has four books
to his credit, one authored by him and three are translations from
English towards French and Benglai. His poems have appeared in many
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Caught in the debris of words

Quiet please, be quiet,
drown In silence, and slowly
discover consciousness.
Petty conversations, a mere
step towards conflicts,

it has only reaped competitions,
intoxicated in an exchange
ol poisonous polions;

it had polluted sounds
where reside true wisdom;
the seat of Brahma's

unigue, priceless kingdom,
an ambit where disappear
jealousy, discords, lear;
where peace, that inevitably
leads from darkness

1o enlightenment, prevails;
rest assured, your body, mind,
and spirit will be freed from
disease, if in every moment,
yvou bathe in the pure,

quiet of silence.

Quiet please, be quict

be in tune with Thakur’s
Kathamrita*, settle down

in the juice of the elixir,

stay inchriated in insane

bliss of silence; caught in

the debris of words,

vou are ruined, bruised;
therelore, bid adicu 1o
meaningless, deadly, lethal
letiers; like a thiel, surreptitiously
stcal inlo consciousness

and experience the phenomenal,
supreme happiness.

18

Supratik Sen
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ate,

Tzemin Tsai
Changhua City, Taiwan

19

Tzemin Tzai

Dr. Tzemin llion Tsai is a professor at Asia University (Taiwan), the Chief Editor
of *Reading, Writing and Teaching® academic text and a columnist for Chinese
Language Monthly, His literary creation specializes and demonstrates his
expertise in the description Of nature, the anatomy of emation and hurmanity, life
writing, graphic writing, cross-domain writing and 5o on. Dr. Tsai has won many
domestic and international awards, and has been published in books, journals,
and newspapers in mare than 40 countries in more than 20 languages. His major
works in literature include: “Angel Heart', *My Kick, Kick, Kick®, *The Wind Passes
Through the Barmboo Farest”, *The Mirror in Heart Bottorm, The Fog Full of Skeyt*,
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Spiral Conch Sinking to the Bottom of the Sea

Tzemin Tsai

My beloved spiral conch. slipped from my hand

Just when | tried to cleaned up the thoughts that were entangled like spiral lines
It didn't fall straight to the botiom of the sca

It aroused spiral walter patlerns

It tries 1o make the last sound

Betore the sea swallows it in a spiral posture

Maked body, T rushed into the water desperately

To rescue my spiral conch

It's spinning faster and faster, going deeper into the sea

I tried my best to refuse to let my body drift with the flow
Hold my breath but follow it quickly

lgnore the oxygen in the lungs, and ruthlessly consume it every minute

When my hand touches my snail again

The cold and spinning pressure almost knocked me back
It sadly murmur to me that you go back

Leave me alone

Humans no longer cherish the moss reefs on the coast as they did before
You should try to keep vour mind lrom spinning

You will be able 1o understand

Only the seabed beach without garbage, empty bottles and plastic is my home
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on hermany readers,

¥u Xiu (Rosemary) Wang
MNorth Vancouver, Canada

2]

Yu Xiu (Rosemary) Wang

Yu Xiu (). Chinese Canadian ariginally from Shanghai China currently
residesin Vancouver, Canada. She received her university education first in
linguistics& literature and then in script writing from Beijing Film Acadermy.
She islifetime member of the Overseas Chinese Women Writers Association,
as well asmeamber of the Chinese Canadian Writers Association. Her works are
collectedin 60 different anthologies. “A Shanghai Lady and Her Afternoon Tea”
and *AShanghai Lady in Vancouver® are two of her bestselling books sparkling
an aflternoontea fervor in the book market and urban life with profound impact
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About Farming

(Translation of Yu Xiu (Rosemary) Wang Chinese Poem is done by Howard Huang)
Yu Xiu (Rosemary) Wang / Howard Huang
1.

No sickle, hoe nor tractor knows how 1o 1ill any more

Underneath the concrete and steel, lie the rice paddy and the sorghum field
The old donkey and the empty grinding stone are lelt alone, garing at each
other wordless The farmwife slings on a Hermes, which has nothing 1o do

with horses *

)

I peel the garlic , watching her indulged in English afiernoon tea

Dirl from China lodged under her French-style nails that are newly done
I want 1o ask about farm work like how to grow garlic

I want to sow in a flower pot on the window sill, something pragmatic

3.

Garlic grown in a Mower pot or the field will differ defimitely

Will chives and Chinese scallions thrive in the sun of Vancouver | | can try then
With base cream to conceal the legend, still visible on her face from the burning
sun in thecountry

She asks me instead how 1o bake the authentic mufTing or macarons in modem
pantry
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y N CROATIAN

VRAZJI POLJUBAC

Zoran Mimica
Meka idu Davlu svi oni 5to nas truju:
Kemijskim zrakama na nebu Sto ih avioni ispustaju
Pusadi Sto dime i pluéa nam sude pa onda svi ani drugi
| tako, svega mi je veé pomalo dosta......
Bogu dragi, Yragu mili, Bogumili.a eto_i nece Bavo u koprive
Ma nemoj me strasit jer je strah od smrti gori od same smrti
Piju i puse, dusu mi susi, o Zene, istrosene a opet Zzele mene
Samo mene, jer mene voli dragi Bog, ﬁiva, Krnsna, Rama, lsus.....
Ma nije vaino koji, jer Bog ne pomaZe protiv vraga, nemaodan je....
Sad jos ta Corona, ha ha ha....umrijeti je lako sad...
Muha mi na ekranu pleie, odnijet ée je hladno vrijeme
Prije nego je ubijem, u facu mi se zalijece......
Pu erh ¢aj, dudu mi daj, tijelo nedaj....
Tielesa ima a dude nema, svi se nude a nitko ne traZi
| onaj tko je avisnik o navici isto tradi....sve je dakle &lo Daviu i
Ide jos vite---pa nas nema vise postenih u doba zvano ,poslije istine”
Zasto smo se uopdce radili kad nas nede biti?
| zasto smo Zivili kad vrijeme ¢e nas spriti® ?
Gle! Boje na jesenskom nebu - zalaz sunca Sum pun odraza kemijskih oblaka!

Barem neka ljepota od zagadivanjal

Dr. Zoran Jivo Mimica, a PhD), has been writing haiku since his 205 and has
published a book of haiku under the title "Without Keys® in USA (2013). About
himself he says, "Actually | have been a *homeless mind®, that means there is no
place that attracts me so much that | feel at home. | was a lawyer and now | act
as a philosopher. | have three children and a grandson and live between Vienna
and Zagreb.” Dr. Mimica has retired from professional work since August, 2019
and now spends his time travelling leisurely

Zoran Mimica
Zagreb, Croatia
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wDevil's Kiss*

Zoran Mimica
Let those who are poisoning us go to Hell
With resistant chemtrails from planes
Smoking bodies and the rest ol it
I'm sick of everything
Dear To God. sympathetic 1o devil
Do not frighten me - fear of death is worse than death alone
Though God cannot help agains devil of this material world
The only reliclis that all thigs must past”, like George Harrsison Hare
Krishna Beatle boy saysAnd even the Corona will pass — like Gheto and
Auschwitz — quarantine and border closures will pass
Look! A fly walks is on my screen and then dances and buzzles
while T drink pu-erh tea And autumn sky is pictured with chemtrail
clouds narrow like a pencil — Alas. Homer 1 feel 1o be in me when
I sce the sea for the first time, and now there 1s something beautiful
in artifical clouds inOctober sunset in Mimice, | the place of
absoulte beauty™------ according 1o Alberio Fortis.and so on...... it
does not help, Devil prevails......but we hope lor the best.....in vain

..... who knows?!
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The Rhythm of the Earth

Agnieszka Herman
Just hug the tree
especially when the wind
is blowing sirong
The carth is pulsating in it
My heart wants o keep up
I feel two souls within me
there are me and god

the body has an expiration date

zod is immortal

Agnieszka Herman, a Polish poetess, journalist and a graphic designer, has
published *The Sun Exploded (Warsaw, 1990), Written by the light® {(Warsaw,
1998) "The hardest thing is walking in the middle of me day during the fall®
(Warsaw. 2015), and "The crosscut paint® poems collected in Bulgarian (2018).
Her poems have been published in numerous anthologies and magazines in
Poland, Bulgaria, India, Turkish, Japan, Kingdom of Greal Britain, Ukraine and
USA. She is a member of Polish Haiku Association. She cooperates with large
publishing houses in Poland that project book covers. She is the authar of cover
designs, among others to worid bestsellers.

Agnieszka Herman
Masovie, Poland
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Trees

The visit is long due,

1o the trees father planted

decades ago in lure of

a permanent address here,

long afier he will cease 1o be,

They were deodar saplings,

“These will grow sturdy, 1all™,

he said, “will remind you of me,”
with a father’s smile tossing lightly
the idea of mortality like adding

the necessary herb Lo a dish.

Time guides vou through transience.
For all that outlives temporality
with their sage-like countenance, | wish

I could pay a last visit, o the trees,

Amanita Sen
Kolkata, West Bengal, India

26

health professional, is married and lives in Kolkata,

Amanita Sen

Amanita Sen's first book of poems 'Candle in My Dream' was published by
Writer's Workshop. Her poems have been published in several journals, bath

print and online ones in her country India, and abroad. She works as a mental



Water

Anuradha Bhattacharyya
Alkaline abundance
Caleium rich
Chlorine cleansed
Home of Posidonia
Covering the carth’s surface
Adr, life and soil
Rinsing our bodies
Of residual clements
Uplifiing mortal
Activilies,
With that carnal savior
We play
Destroy
Reform
Reinvent our needs.
We seduce water

Into refreshing us

And in return
Rob and
Devastate her,
by

Anuradha

Dr. Anuradha Bhattacharyya is a recipient of the Best Book Award-2016 from
Chandigarh Sahitya Akademi for her novel One Word. She is a widely published

poet and has 7 books to her credit.

Anuradha Bhattacharyya
Chandigarh, India
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Make a Wish

Ashok Bhargava
The earth, sky. ether,
the raindrops are
my [rignds.
I catch
tiny drops of water.
They escape
from my [ist and
become vapours,
They fly to heavens
and shine when they fall
as raindrops
asking me
o make a wish,
If every raindrop becomes
a pearl inside of an oyster, 'l

wish to be water.

Ashok Bhargava is a prolific poet, an inspiring writer, public speaker and a
community activist. Wiriting in English and Hindi, he has published several
collections of his poems. He is a founding-president of WIN: Writers International
Metwork and GOPI: Group of Poets International.

He has been an honored guest to literary conferences in Turkey, [taly, India,
South Korea and the Philippines. He is recipient of Poets without Borders Peace
Award, Washington USA, Mehru Humanitarian Award, University of BC Canada,
A Poet Laureate, Axlepin, Philippines and Uluslararsi Sair Award, Istanbul, Turkey.

Ashok Bhargava
vancouver, Canada
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We, with selfish motives ....

Having pounded the surface and the sea,
Having contaminated the air and the space,
Having destructed the forests and the terrains,
Having encroached the soaring mountains;
We, with sellish motives and ill-intentions
Have created a wave of ecological devastation,
We have peeled nature’s unbound beauty

We have devastated invaluable resources,

We have polluted life-giving environment,

We have polluted pure waler resources;

Yes, with selfish motives and ill-intentions
Have created a wave of ecological devastation,
We have invaded all the living specics,

We have infiltrated all the green valleys,

Least concerned about the future impact

We have played havoe with environment;

Yes, with selfish motives and ill-intentions
Have created a wave of ecological devastation,
With perfect approach and perfect action,
With environment and ecology concern,

Let us all. act perfect. for a future perfect

To perfectly balance the ceological imbalances;

Yes, without selfish motives or any ill-intentions
Let us inspire others 1o save our next generations.

Ashok Chakravarthy Tholana

Dr. Ashok Chakravarthy Tholana is a writer, poet and review writer, hailing from
Hyderabad City, INDIA. Composing poetry for the past 30 years, Ashok has the
rare distinction of over 1800 of his poems getting published in various literary
rmagazines, newspapers, journals, e-zines, anthologies etc. in no less than 90
countries. As of now, SEVEN out of Ashok's 18 volumes of English poetry have
been published, and 12 spintual-related books have been translated by him from
Telugu 1o English language. For his poetry contributions to promote Universal
Peace, World Brotherhood, Environment Consciousness, Protection of Nature,
Safeguarding Children's Rights etc., Mr. Ashok has been conferred with several
prestigious national and international awards, FOUR Doctorates and quite a lot
of citations & commendations,

Ashok Chakravarthy Tholana

Hyderabad, India



The Empty Nest

Ayo Ayoola- Amale
We had birds staring at us.
We had no common things like birdsongs.
We had no culture ripe with sceds like pawpaw.
We had souls piled up. thick, sinking like RMS Titanic,
running in the dark places, deepening.
We had a felled tree nesiled in a clay pit near the hamlet
that took a nearby cane and started beating us;
beating every single person who violated her and the species
who closed doors to living lush shrubbery with wings and sound,
who closed doors made each to each by nature, profound,
who witnessed the last glow ol the huge seas grieve,
beating evervone who ripped her soul austere.
She tore us into so many picees and lay our shit bare like anthills,
We looked like frightened rats chased by wild cats
Farting. Loudly. Letting out fart so loudly. The loud fart hurried all around
with birds {Tying o their nesis soulless
emply of a hiving lorce, emply of fresh nature that is their own and light,
in the heart of thundering glooms of night
under the nising and the setting sun, we felt abnormal at home.

We turned to other things.

Or. Ayo Ayoola-Armale is a creative director, author, painter, poet and spoken word
artiste. She is the Founder of Splendors of Dawn Foetry Foundation and the Muse
of Peace and Poetic Harmony. also known as Pacifist Poet and is acknowledged
a5 a poet for positive social change, Her poems are concerned with confronting
the problermn of violence, racism and thebreakdown of human community, She |5
the authar of poetry books and many other scholarly works. Her poems and other
literary works have appeared inseveral intermational and national anthologies,
magazines and Journals.

Ayo Ayoola-Amale
Westlands, Ghana
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Nature’s fury

Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar
Mature nurtures and nestles the carth
To ensure long survival of human race
Beauty and bounty abound everywhere
It is bathed and basked in God's grace.

Nature actuates her constructive forces
All around people with a pleasing clime
Nature activales her destructive lorces
If enraged by inhuman acts of the time.

MNature’s retaliatory wrath springs out
Tsunami, cyclones, and conflagration
All generations of the scientific breeds
Mourn bleeding in massive devastation.

Mature's fury didn't even let ofl Shiva
Who was blinded by the dance of death
Around His own temple, in own country
His eyes shut by fear holding His breath.

Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar, a well-known trilingual poet {Maithili, Hindi and
English), critic and reviewer, has to his credit two collections of poems in
English: Soothing Serenades: Straight frorm the Heart (2018) and Two Indias and
Other Poems (2019). One of his poems an Nelson Mandela is included in the
academic syllabus prescribed for the school students of Philippines. He is also
a contributor ta journals like The Criterion: An International Journal in English,
IJML {International Journal on Multicultural Literature), The sowal (Forum of
Literature & Academic Research in English), Harvests of New Millennium, The
Interiars, Taj Mahal Review, IJES (The Indian Journal of English Studies) etc. His
poems have been published in reputed national and international anthologies.
Bhaskar currently works and resides in Mumibai,

|
[

Bhaskaranand Jha Bhaskar
MUMBAI MAHARASHTRA, India
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The Dead Spring

Bibhudatta Mohanty
| remember requesting grandma, one day,
lo breast-feed me while T was a grown-up child.
She didn’t *use 1o have’ milk those days; she denied.

[ wasn’t prepared 1o believe,

I grumbled, sulking for some time. Bed time
and [ had my compensation in siories of yore,

of princes. demons and fairies, fuels for a colourful dream.,

At Raj-Ranpur, the old speak of the perennial springs
of the Maninag hill, its famed orchards

of mango and jack fruit, the dense forest,

the elephants and other wild animals, the kings

and their saga of glamour and adventure,

the goddess atop the hill and her benevolence— endless,

enchanting episodes of the old kingdom, its peculiar people.

They are all silhouettes through a mist

of distant memories now.

Raj-Ranpur has grown into a bustling town;
the hills now stand barren, carved with gullies.
Grandma and grand nature, both

are now memories of past, unforgettable.

Bibhudatta Mohanty, poet and translator, was born at Puri, a small sea-side city
of Odisha, famous for the temple of Lard Jagannath and its beautiful sea-beach.
Mohanty's gradual experience of human nature and the subsequent discovery
of its greatness, failings and hypocrisies led him mare to the estrangement of
a witness which reflects in his poems besides his deep faith in a supernatural
power and concern for fellow human beings. Well published in international
Journals and anthologies, he has six volumes to his credit and has represented
in a few International Writers' meet. Currently serving as the Principal, Delhi
‘ ' Public Schoaol, Pakur, he stays in Kolkata with his wife Jayalaxmi and son Om
Pritam,

Bibhudatta Mohanty
West Bengal, Kolkata, India

32 Amaravati Pattic Priam | 2020 | English



VN

Let’s learn from the school of Nature

Fated are we as an eternal child 1o Nature
Reminded, when we boast of our stature
Afier a little success in unfolding mystery-

Instances are countless in books of history,

Vagaries of Nature are difTicult 1o peruse
Displeased, plans ol revelry are of no usc
Skeiches ol making wonders fade away soon-

Famed one is found reduced into a helpless loon.

Must it’s, to learn lessons from the school of Nature
Followed, fasier are we on way 1o be the best creature
OF the creation- offering a smiling environ all around
With an access 1o the besis of others hidden or found
Wherein stands #croed lalse shouls or bascless doubt;

So let’s deck ourselves from within and from withoul.

| Mukhopadhyaya.

Biswanath Kundu
Mumbai, Maharashtra, India

Biswanath Kundu

Biswanath Kundu, a science graduate and an Accounts Official in Indian
Railways, is an author of eleven books, five of themn being books of poems. His
poems and articles have been published in different prestigious anthologies
and internationally Tarmous journals. He has co-authored two books of criticisrm:
Decoding Happy Isle - A Golden treasury of Conternporary Indian English Poetry
on peace AND On A Few Gems fram the Rock Pebbles with Or. Ramesh Chandra
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The birds' hearts

Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak
Don't scare my birds away, please,
they are so tred alier the long trip,
They perched on the apple tree, and
will surely be sleeping there tonight,

Let them dream about the dreamland,
so far distant and so wonderlul,
where life Nows very slowly,

and there is no violence at all.

Where the forests are still virgin
and blue lagoons up 1o the sky.
The sea of grass to the line of the horizon.

Are there such places vet on the Earth?

They are delinitely in the birds' hearts,
and they are in our deepest dreams,
the reality is cruel and won't change, as

the men kill the surrounding world each day.

Bozena Helena Mazur-Mowak, born in Opole, Poland, migrated to Great Britain
in 2004, she has published seven volumes of poetry; four in Polish and three
in English, a novel and a few short story collections. Her work may be found in
nurmerous worldwide anthologies and magazines. She is a winner of many poetry
competitions and a proud halder of many diplomas, awards,. and distinctions.
Bozena Helena has worked very hard at doing just that and her poetry is now read
in many poetry journals and publications around the world, Member of Union of
Polish Writers' Abroad, Polish Authors® Association, and Association of American
Poets. Her poetry was translated into 20 languages. She s also a translator to
fellow poets and translates from and into English.

Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak
Reigate, United Kingdom
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Sonnet - Preserve Nature and Life on Earth Lasts Long

Celestine Raj Manohar A.
God made the earth best place for man to live,
With air to breathe and water found just here;
The sun and rain, no planet ¢lse can give;

lis flora, fauna unigue makes it dear!

Man's habitat, no other place can be;
The carth has beauty, all things that man needs;
The forest’s home 1o wild beasts, insects, tree;

The soil grows crops and fauna/mankind feeds.

Alas! Man ruins MNature that God made!
The air has smog and scas are spilled with oil;
The plastics, ozone hole can never fade;

Man’s works does always earth’s sanctity spoil.

Align with Nature, lead a happy life;

Destroying her unleashes only strife!

Dr.Celesting A Raj Manohar M.D. (General Medicing) Pen Name: 'Dr John Celes'
was born on 14-02-1957 Valentine’s Day at Coimbatore.He finished his UG and
PG studies in Coimbatore, Tamilnadu, India; Became a Physician, Professor of
Medicine and Former Dean at IRT Perundural Medical College and Hospital;
continues to work as a Medical Teacher at KFMSH,CBE. He is a web-famous
prolific Poet writing in English for more than 22 years, with a total of more than
4500 poems since 1997 and maore than 1775 Sonnets to his credit

F

Celestine Raj Manohar A.
Coimbatore, Tamilnadu, India
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A Green Swan

Channah Moshe
Raging fires
Smoldering volcanoes
crupting lo life
chasing those flecing
If we are victims
it is of our insouciance
vandalizing nature
cnslaving higher values

for opulence and comfort

The water level ascending to drown
islands one at a time

The temperatures rising

one-to-two degrees a decade

Can these be nature’s built-in eycles?
Or are the increasing carbon fumes
expanding 4G and 5G radiation towers
and the mounds of rubbish

silently shipped to Africa

what we are bequeathing

o lomorrow's generations?

Born in Jerusalem, Israel. her formative years were spent in London and
La-Tour-de-Peilz. Currently She resides and works in Jerusalem as an editor
and translator. Al the age of twenty-twa. She left for The Armerican University in
Washington DC, where She accomplished a B.A. in Psychology, a Certificate far
Teaching English as a Second Language and a Master's degree in Fine Arls.
Writing is her nirvana. She is fortunate to have had poems published in the LS,
UK, India, ltaly and an the Internet. Short stories and interviews, she conducted
and wrote appeared in the In Jerusalern section of The Jerusalern Post,

Channah Moshe
Jerusalem, Israel
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Haiku on Covid-19 K V Dominic

Man: Aren’t we vour dearest?
God: It's vour ego tells vou so
All my creations darling to me
Man complains lo God:

Are we fated to live with mask?
God: Enough you polluted air
Earth 1o human beings:

Except you all are happy now
Reward for vour crimes

God to human beings:

Mask you wear is punishment
For masking in your lives

Earth to human beings:

You wash your hands for survival
Crimes’” blood still remains
Animals warn humans;

Exploit more you perish more
Creator protects us

Animals to humans:

You are caged and we are [ree

Tit for tat, mind you!

poetry.

Dominic K. V.
Thodupuzha, KL, India
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Dominic K. V.

Prof, Dr. K. V. DOMINIC (b. 1956}, English poet, critic, editor and short story writer
is a retired professor of the PG & Research Department of English, Newman
College, Thodupuzha, Kerala, India - 685585, He has authored/edited 40 books
including two short story collections and eleven books of poems—six in English
and one each translation in French, Hindi, Bengali, Tarmil and Gujarati. There are
five critical books on his poetry. He is the Secretary of Guild of Indian English
Writers, Editors and Critics (GIEWEC) and Editor aof two international refereed
biannual journals--Writers Editors Critics (WEC) and International Journal on
Multicultural Literature (UML), PhDYM Phil researches have been done on his



Nature at its Best

Eden Trinidad
The chilling breerze shrowd my bare nape,
My sleepy crown stood like a cape.
The homrendous laugh of a tropical cyelone

brought forth the Miagara falls i forlom.

I heard the cold-deep breath longing
of the sceme-legendary Mi. Makiling,
and the heart-wrenching explosions of our Taal voleano,

peppered ashes all over the lake within a lake and, | showed, Oh, no!

Then the eve-blinding lightning forks

rocketing with all force shocking the white storks,
carth has shaken again and again as sirens wail
engulfing and striking like a dragon hail.

My mind seream, will lives on earth end soon?

We now think of our environment and the next generation.
then;
My wision brought me to the lap of nature,

as dhamond 11 from its demm blue asure,

Romancing with the flowers of many hues
privduces honey from Cerana bees,

The eggs of the squirming lishes and squids
perfectly nestled in the sea garden beds.

The third planet will not come 1o an end.

Let’s bow our heads with our knees bend!

Eden Soriano Trinidad, LittD, PhD hails from the Philippines. She is the School
Director of Lucio Abrigo Memaorial Learing Center, Inc In San Agustin Iba,
Fambales, She is an International poet, ranslator, entrepreneur, International
humanitarian and peace Ambassador.

The only Filipino International poet guest at the 12th Guntur International Poetry
Festival (GIPF) held in Guntur College at Guntur Andra, Pradesh, and the Poetry
on Wheels at Hyderabad India on September 19-23, 2019,

Eden Trinidad
Zambales, Philippines
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We have to do better

Edward Roberts

Mo matter where vou live

Omn this small planet we call Earth

We both breathe the sume ar

We bath drink the same water

And though it might appear different

We both ull the same sml

In the end

There 15 only a cenain amount of air
I'hat surrcunds our Earth

In the end

There 15 a limited amount of fresh water
And no matter how hard we wy

We cannol create more sml

There are only so many trecs

I'here are only so many fish in the waters
And if we destrov this precious air around us
Al of this wall end

Including you, me, and all who we love
We have to do BETTER

Mo maiter where vou live

Omn this small planct we call Earth

We both breathe the same air

We both drink the same water

And though it might appear different

We hath ull the same sol

In the end

There 15 only a certain amount of wr
That surrounds our Earth

In the end

There 15 a limited amount of fresh water
And no matter how hard we try

We cannotl create more sml

I'here are only so0 many trees

There are only so many fish in the waters
And il we destrow this precious air around us
All of this will end

Including you, me, and all who we love
We have to do RETTER

Ed Roberts is an American author and poet who has released nine books of
poetry to date, two ol which he received Pulitzer Prize nominations. He has had
poems published in different magazines and web sites in over a dozen different
countries. His main website www.edrobenspoetry.com features links to his
Amazon authar page, an entry in Wikipedia, a link ta his You Tube page which
has over a dozen poetry videos, a link to a radio interview with the Amerncan
/ Perspective Talk Radio Show, and a link to his main poetry page. In this year's
M / ‘Amaravati Poetic Prism’, Ed has his poem appeaning in both the Cherokee

A :./ languane as well as the English translation here. This i1s the first of his poems

. 4 ever o be translated inlo Cherokee.

Edward Roberts
Yukon, Oklahoma, U S A
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The earth cries out

My clothes are ripped.

You have loved and destroyed me.

You have filled my belly with sceds,
watering it with blood without giving life.

My sweat has evaporaied
my waters have dried up.

You have ravenously pulled owt
my roots, letting your unconsciousness
enslave you o yvour whims.

Hunter of the ephemeral

vou forget my embraces of light,

the green of my hair. the blue of my eves.
Don’t hurt me again,

Don't keep tearing me apart
and inoculating me poisons.

Hear my sad lament
Don’t be a victim of your thoughis.

Open vour soul and let you live me.

Make water ol roses come oul of vour sleps.

Make branches of love grown from your arms.

Elisabetta Bagli
Madrid, Madrid, Spain

40

Elisabetta Bagli

Elisabetta Bagl was born in Rome (Italy) and she has lived in Madrid (Spain)
since 2002, She has a degree in Economics and Business from La Sapienza
in Home. She is a writer of poetry, shorl stories and essays and she is also a
translator and interpreter of Spanish. Some of her poems and writings have
been translated into thirteen languages. She is the author of several poetry
books, a compilation of stories, a children's book, and articles and essays far
newspapers and digital magazines around the world. Operating in more than a
hundred national and international anthalogies.
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Lament of the Trees

Please histen 1o our lament Oh Homo Sapiens!
We inhabited the carth before you were born
We bound the ground together with our roots
We gave shelter and food 1o many creatures
But yvou had no gratitude nor compassion

You cul us down 1o creale concrele jungles

You had no shelter when rains caused lMoods
You wiclded the axe wantonly on many of us
For the construction of extensive wide roads
Rash vehicles created pollution and collision

Sull there 15 time, try 1o mend your ways
To partly repair the damage you've caused
Give proper attention o the environment
Da not dare to destroy nature beyond limits
Lest along with it, you too face destruction

Elizabeth Kurian 'Mona’

Elizabeth Kurian 'Mona®, a recipient of awards from Urdu Academy Hyderabad
and Lucknow, is a multilingual poet who writes/translates in English, Hindi, Urdu,
Telugu, Malayalarm and Marathi. She has thirteen books to her credit that include
‘Beyond Images’, Sapne Marusthal Mein, Muhobbat Ke Saaye (with illustrations
by artist Sushil Thapa, Kathmandu, Nepal), Kahkashaan, Husne-ghazal-Beauly
of the ghazal fauge-Justjp . Qause-Oazaan and her translations. She
was conferred the Rabindranath Tagore Award 2017-International by
www. xpresscommunications.com for her English ghazal. She has taken
voluntary retirement from Reserve Bank of India and devotes her time to literary
activities.

Elizabeth Kurian 'Mona’
Hyderabad, Telangana, India



Tapestry

Geethanjali Dilip
Twilight seeps through a tapestry of a day that strode,
Descending with the pulse of hearts in a beaten road,

Where leet scribe sagas spun with plots sell written,

And light dims itself at the close of day with an earth smitten,

Smog and dreams go up in a pull as the sun goes down,

A noisy metropolis will soon transform into a slumbering town,

Woices to hush down in spaces of their own comfort zone,

Imparting unheard lessons where a mind reiterates in a monotone,

As mule as they seem so high above the din,

Here is life with rustle of leaves breathing in a foliage beyond sin,

A wilness that takes the heat and dust ol a race,

Home to songbirds that return having lell songs in skies with no trace.

Geethanjali Dilip is a published poet with four co-authored anthologies Between
Moms and Sons | and 1. The Virtual Reality and Plant Poetry to her credit in
collaboration with several prolific and talented poets. She is a recipient of “The
RHevel International Award for Poelry' as well as an awardee in the category of
commendable mention for her poem at “The Great Indian — Poetry Contest”.
She has curated “Plant Poetry Festival® at Yercaud In July 2018 and Float Poetry
Fest of The Yercaud Poetry Festival 2019 in July. She heads Zone Francofone at
Salem, Tamil Madu where she teaches French.

Geethanjali Dilip
Salem, Tamil Madu, India
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Money Has No Eyes To See

Gino Leineweber
The mangroves ' roots elliciently taking up the wave energy from the sea
In the slowed down tidal water build their own sylvan environmenis
Offer a quiet marine region as a home for crabs, and shrimps, and oysters
Protected from erosion and storms in their intricate mesh on the muddy botioms

Even when the obvious forest that rises out of the water is right in front of it
Moncy does not see or know nor notices the reality of a unique ccosysiem
Money worries about its own multiplication and what matters in the case

ol mangroves is that It cannot build a hotel in this area and plant sun chairs
and umbrellas for tourists

But that can be changed: the beach where the money comes from can be stretched
One day the trucks, and bulldozers, and caterpillars start 1o tear down the planis
Fill up the children’s rooms of voung crabs and oysiers with sand and slones
Build a lence and wait for construction machinery, for the swarms of lourists

Money does not have eyes to see, but it is always on the go

With its timid nervous system, it doesn’t really need a tsunami to leave

The fence is down now and no sun chairs replace the trees, but garbage does,
Where vears ago trees grew and crabs were munching on the mangrove leaves

Gino Leineweber has been active as a writer since 1998, From 2003 to 2008, he
was Editor J Editor-in-Chief of the Buddhist Monthly Magazine (Buddhistische
Monatshldtter), from 2003 to 2016 the Chairman of the Writers Association
Hamburg (Hamburger kitorenvereinigung) and thereafter the Honorary Chairman,
Since 2013, he has been the President of the Three Seas Writers® and Translators'
Council(TSWTC) based in Rhodes, Greece. He is also a Member in German
Exile-PEN.(PEM-Zentrum deutschsprachiger Autoren im Ausland).

Gino Leineweber
Hamburg, Germany
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My World

| want to live in a world with frog croaks get louder

in mystical underiones,

more leaves, more native forest, more beds of green grass,
Mocks of birds get larger,

| want to stand on my tiptoes and ready to play around.

All the hidden alphabets slip out of dust and harc
reminding those scared laces, those emply eves,
there are holes in the distant stars-

sunrays fail to pierce the lavers of darkness,

I will never live in that world.

Child on the chest and lisien 1o mother’s song
that drifis her towards the rest.

The serenade lives on, persists and persisis,
simmering in rhythm and cadence,

I love to see that security, that homecoming,

Gopal Lahiri
West Bengal, India.

Gopal Lahiri

Gopal Lahiri is a bilingual poet, writer, editar, crtic and translatar and publishes
both in Bengali and English language. He has authored seven volumes of poetry
in Bengali and nine volumes in English and has jointly edited one anthology of
poems in English and published one translation waork. His poetry is also published
across various anthologies as well as in eminent journals of India and abroad.
His poems are also translated in Hindi, French, Spanish, Bengali and Urdu. he is
the recipient of the Poel of the Year Award-2016 in Desting Poets. UK. He has
guest-edited the poetry section of "Setu’ journal for the January, 2019 Issue.
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The Edge

Hiranya Aditi Godavarthy
Shiny like a block of white camphor,
The cold glaciers reflect the bright sun,
And burn and melt with the Name of the gasses we have unleashed
And the protective layers were quickly extinguished
By our cold boxes and the development we claimed.
How long before it all begins to burn out?
We balance on a raror blade on this mountainiop
Strugeling 1o not fall apart or away on either side,
And not to cut ourselves, as we push for growth, and dig worldwide.
A harsh reality 1s we foster only what we need.
Who decides what plant to grow? What animal 1o save, or what forest 1o make ash?
Our demands, our choices, our eyes and cars
Quickly tum only to utilities, and the mathematical logistic;
And in this uncertain and harrowing pandemic,
Humanity's hands itch to grasp nature’s bountics 1o feed our hungry bellies,
Where is time [or ecological morality when we face our own mortality?
But like the sced of a ripe and fragrant fruit, we have potential,
To blunt the razor’s edge into a sustainable platform as we work for nature.
The fruits of our labour for the earth arriving long after expected,

Bul are sweet and sale in taste and scent for others after us. ..

Hiranya Adithi Godavarthy has been published in various International anthologies
of poetry including Posy of Poesy (2009), Poet's Paradise (2010), The Dance of the
Peacock (2013). Amaravati Poetic Prism published annuaily from 2015 onwards,
WWW- Women Wit & Wisdom (2017), and online journals such as Muse India
since the age 0112, A painter, violinist andvocalist, she loves exploring ancient
sciences and wisdom, nature, and depicting vanous aspects of the human
experience, especially the tones of ermotion. She has an acadermic background in
biotechnology and management, and has found her passion in the profession of
Counselling and Psychotherapy.

Hiranya Aditi Godavarthy
Hyderabad, Telangana, India
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Nature Heals Itself

Key to the success of life,

Is forgotien always in time.

And the God has a wonderlful way,
In keeping hurdles at bay.
Reminders and warning,

lgnored and put on snoowe,
Finally the morning siar,

Of a pandemic is 1o arise,

Humans forgot to wake up,

On time and prepare.

But He up and above,

Doesnt wanl, and never will,
Want us to lose hope in despair,
Nature heals itself,

Always and even now.

The ever silent knows Lo shout,
Where, when and how,

Amazon, Black summer

Ever melting glaciers and much more,
0" Human kind, be kind.

For you are the ofien destroyers,

And from within you are the ultimate saviors,

Huzaifa Haryanawala
MUMBAI Maharashtra, India
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Huzaifa Haryanawala

Huzaita Haryanawala is a teacher and a multi-lingual poet in Enalish, Arabic.
Hindi & Urdu with-- several awards and positions in iterary circle. He considers
hurnility and humbleness the most needed quality in a human being to succeed
A very silent person but shouts with his pen
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God Help Us Protect Your Environment and Your Ecology!

Joseph Spence Sr
God, the meredible and reverend creator of heaven, carth, and humamty
Crod, the maker of the trees, Nowers, butterfles, roses, and clean air
Crod, the mspirator of life, living, loving, and a clean environment tor all
God, the architect of our environment, ecosystem, pollution control, and ecology

Crve unto humanity Your will 1o live and abide with Your peace and grace.

Okay, our environment with Your riches and glory for all eves to see

Offer our ecosystem the Qourishing growth of grace for humanity

Observe and bless our habitat with bird’s sweet song, chirps, and uttering wings
Oxyzenate our abode with love, hnmility for humanity, and gracefilness

Ordain humanity with Your will 1o live, abide, and protect our envirommend.

Develop our ecology with Your grace, botany, and natural nature of serenity
Develop our vegetation to sustain life and health with the growih of nnuralness
Develop our pathology with the geneties of inspiration, godliness, and cleanliness
Develop our resources, pleasing the eves with Your bewilderment to humanity

Develop in humanity Your will to live, abide, and protect our lovely ecology.

Crive us Your peace, love, and understanding 1o live graciously i our environment
Resurrect in us Your knowledge, security, and presence to flourish our environment
Always be with us 10 sustain your ecology with life’s glorious beautification
Create i us Your mindlulness with graceful ecologieal hight of imspirational beauty

Elevate minds 1o seck You, beautily your environment, and preserve your ccology!

Joseph 5. Spence, Sr, invented Epulaeryu Poetry' genre. His writings have appeared
globally in journals, anthologies, magazines, U, 3. Army, and newspapers. He
retired from the LS. Army as an officer, taught at Bryant and Stratton University,
and is a Goodwill Ambassador, Arkansas. USA. He has received many poetry
awards notably Noble Star for Literature 2018. arid Living Legend at the 21st
Century (India): Literary Gold Badge and Ambassador De Literature {Oman):
Gold Medal of Honor (Nigeria), Poetry Ambassador Medal, Independent Poet
Laureate. Who's Who in Poetry (USA); and Poetry Bard (UK). He has membership
in vanaus global scholastic honor societies, served as a poet-in-residence for
Saint Andrews Scottish Society. He s currently the Chief Advisor, Motivational
Strips, a global forum of poets and writers

Joseph Spence Sr
Milwaukee, Wisconsin, USA
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Locked Down on Facebook during Lockdown

Kamala Wijeratne

Locked mside multi colored walls

Yours is the only face | see

A mirror of the cracked world

A montage of beauty and ugliness

Anger and hurt

Jealousy and hatred
Anxiety and complacency

Past regrets and present fears

Allin all the “I" ness

Kamala Wijeratne
Kandy, Sri Lanka

48

Prof. Dr. Kamala Wijeratne writes poetry and short fictionprimarily in English and
occasionally in Sinhala oo, Her poems have appeared in prestigious national
and international literary journals and poetry anthalogies. They are included in
syllabuses of higher educational institutes in Sri Lanka as well as India. To date
she has published ten volumes of poetry and 3 short story callections, She has
been awarded by the Cultural Ministry of Sri Lanka for her poetry in 2004 and
her short fiction in 2013, She is a recipient of the prestigious Godage prize twice
in 2013 for shaort fiction and in 2017 for her poetry. She has been interviewed by
celebrated writers like Yasmine Gunaratne and critics like Leroy Robinson. She
is particularly appreciated for Srilankanizing the English Language, Sheis highly
regarded as a teacher of English Literature and a teacher trainer of the same
subject.
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The Saga Of The Ganga

Krishnamacharyulu Parnasala

Heavenly snow pearls come close floating comely

Only to form into serene silver liquid timely

These countless pearls are from the anklet of Ganga the river deity
Who translforms the morial lives into ones ol the clernal picty

The liquid lives like little puddles high above the mountain

It reflects bright sun by day and cool moon at night certain

Here a puddle there a puddle all huddle a while

And linger 1o race with the other small pools lor a long ride
Jovous down the sky kissing cool milky chiff

And along the lavishly icy rocky way rough

And over the vast bed of smooth shell like shingles

Which are waited upon by thomy thickets and brambles

And up rom the edge of the slope to fall down

Roaring with a width, length and breadth onto the ground beneath
From where 1o swirl and whirl over the pebbly plains

And to fertile the parched fields and enlighten the worldly lives

OF those who worship graceful gods in holy shrings on the shore
And to redeem those sinful having holy dips many more

Further at times, with an excuse. to go bevond the bounds with ecstasies
Finally 1o savour the love and dissolve in the lulling cuddle of the swinging sca
Hark! How immorial Ganga satiates the thirst of the country plains
And how she sanctifics the faithful hearts of the simple saints

PV Krishnamacharyuly, hailing from Vijayawada. is a lecturer in a reputed
corporate college for professional courses. Teaching is his vocation and reading
and wniting poetry is his avocation. As an ardent lover of lterature, | enjoy all
poetic forms in Telugu, his mother tongue, as well as English, the global lingua
franca, ta vent his ideas and ideology. My poems “The Pests of Terror®, "COVID
Blues* and “Boomerang® were published in LIML 10th volume edited by Prof,
A Dominic. Besides literature, he loves music, art and philosophy

Krishnamacharyulu Parnasala
Vljayawada, AP, India
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Rainfall

Lopamudra Mishra
when the bronze attire of the sky change it’s colour to black

My pound ol heart increase with the lightening spark
My feet want to free the energy which 1s stock up during the day
My cheeks want 1o cool thysell and

lips want to feel the pleasure of cool rain

In the terrace the sparkles are creating magic

A romantic aura and rousing swill

The charming breere is making me waver

Dragging me to shiver with the enchanter

The orange skirt of mine swirl along with the wind
So is the hair wssle with wet and slippery sip

The aroma of wel mud is exciling

The melody of silver drops is stimulating

The breezy drops go up in flames for a dreamy tale
Weaving stories with you

Dreaming o dance with vou

In the Nare ol adorable rain,

Lopamudra Mishra, a native of Pun, now residing in Bhubaneswar Odisha,
completed her graduation (English Hans.) from Sailabala Women's College,
Cuttack and Post—Graduation in English Literature from Ravenshaw University
Cuttack She owes her fascination for writing from an early age, to her grandfather
and father, Writing for her is the most powerful medium ofexpression. Her poems
hawve been published in several magazines, e-zinesand anthologies. She has four
published poetry collections to her credit,

Lopamudra Mishra
Bhubaneswar, Odisha, India
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The Memento Of Ecosphere

From the drizzle of the rain

To the lush green of the grain

From the crimson Mares ol the sun

To the orange of the autumn

From the melody of the feathered friends
To the chaotic cacophony of the throng
From the chony of the night

To the approaching dawn’s silvery light
Just as a pearl is to an ovster

We mortals are to the Nature’s cloister
From the ecstasy of Jov

To the agony of sorrow

Bul more of good

And less of evil

Just how long beflore we realise

That the Almighty gave us

The bitter with the sweel

And the hot with the cold

It’s all about His blessings:

"The Gifi of Nature"

Meenakshi Goswami

Meenakshi Goswami has been awarded on International Women's Day 2007 by the
Indian Medical Association and on India’s Republic Day 2013 by the Govt, of Assam

206", In recogniticn of all round excellence as an educationist

alzo in many other Peer Reviewed magazines and Anthologies

Meenakshi Goswami
Tezpur, Assam, India

far her dedicated service towards human resources, arts and culture. She has been
awarded The State Award for Teachers by Govt.of Assam on 5th of September 2018,
Meenakshi is a proud recipient of the prestigious OIL SHIKSHYA BATMA PURASKAR -

She is also a recipient

of the Republic Day celebration on 26th Januwary 2019, Her debut book of poems *The
Sensuous fephyr” was launched in Melbourne an 11th January 2014 where she was

* invited for poetry session. Her poems are published in the International Multilingual
I - ‘ Anthalogy of poems Amravati Poetic Prism 2016 2017, 2018 and 2019,in Pan Indian

Poetry in English Spanning First Two Decades of 215t Century, in Eastern Muse and
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Nature’s Engineering

Molly Joseph
Mature ! the mighty Engineer behind

all changes cataclysms, be it the pandemic,

plague or Mood. 1o set right the world at interregnum

when human greed 1o dominate exceeds the bounds..

how you clean up the environment,

teaching man 1o hold on to essential simple ways of life. ..

you the change agent, show how a nano virus

destrovable in a soap bubble can teach man more

than all his skills and technology can. ..

the pollution index is down, rivers flow fresh

birds, animals and fish Moat in abandon gay

they have put a rein on rash expansion work, razing hills

filling up paddy fields . rivers.. for how long 1 wonder

for man's memory so short of lessons that history taught.. .

Mature, the change agent ! vou engincer so well

the old who cannot hold, fall first an easy prey,

a digicentric world opens, saving time, travel, paper wasie.

the long queues at clinics have stopped, man has learnt to heal himself,
to slow down, Nature how you teach man to be at peace with himself

allowing happiness to sediment as a habit.!

Dr. Molly Joseph had her specialisation in Post war Amenican poetry and works as
Professor in English at FISAT, Kerala. She has authored Eight books of poems and
a navel, She writes travelogues, short stones and is a renowned Children's writer,
She has won several awards and accolades at National and Intemational level
for her iterary pursuits. She attended the Kishtrec International Poetry Festival
conducted by KISS! University Kenya and two other books were released by the
Deputy Ambassador of Israel in Kenya. She travels around carrying her passion
for writing and teaching.

Molly Joseph
Ernakulam, Kerala, India

52 Avmwrnvali Poetic Paiaw | 2020 | E“gIISh



Godly hour, Ungodly End

I wake up to the godly hour 1o a voice,
calling me from atop a godlorsaken thatch,

a voice shrilled enough 1o stir up

a millennium sleep into heetic schedule;
piccing together broken dreams, and
repairing the shatiered visage ol ogetherness;
that voice profound is not of a roosier,

fed by the passion of an old village chowkidar,
but , the true herald of the godly hour.
Obeying the voice, | step out into the open

to find the call has instant efTect;

the air is thrumming with benediction of
thousand wings joining in a chorus

1o the ringing of tiemple bells

As the godly hour advances, minute by minule,

voking the rural folks 1o activities, useful and exciting,

the rooster, content with its job well done |

zocs on overseeing the Mock loraging

for worms and bugs until; it knows not why,

its beneficiaries siart arming it for a sirange battle
to fight, at the end of the day,

1o meel the most ungodly end.

Hamita Laxmi Jagaddeb

Dr. Mamita Laxmi Jagaddeb is a lecturer in English at Mahima Degree College,

Berhampur University.

Namita Laxmi Jagaddeb
Bhubaneswar, Odisha, India

Bijapali, Jharsuguda, Odisha (India). She writes and translates poerns in Odia and
English. Her poems appear in the literary journals of Odisha and in International
anthalogies. She has published a book translating Odia poems in English. She is
an official member of World Nations Writers' Union, Kazakhstan, which conferred
upon her International Diploma, ‘TEMIRQAZ Y- the Best Poet-Writer of the World,
2018 and "World Laureate in Literature-2018". She has been participating and
presenting Research Papers in different National and International Seminars and
Conferences in India and abroad. She has received the Biyotkesh Tripathy Best
Paper Award (Runners Up) in the International Conference, 2019, organized by
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Stratagem

Mature’s Stratagem of continuity

It's isn't easy to destroy what 1s ceaseless!
Holding the orbs on the verge of creation

can you pretend to be a creator?

Within inner quictude, in all the vacuums,

the world without you never is completely empiy.
In the cosmos there are signs of life

bevond any interference-

the sound of the universe is an unheard whisper.

It's sad 10 go clueless on a brimming day

touching the cone ol the light without a daz«ling glare.
It's the grief diffusing through vou

of being. .. and not being,

living... vel, not living,

seeing, whatl not 1o see

following the forcbear eyes that were blind, jaunting a lorgotten trail,

There's a folly in every toil-

resulting from an existential cloy.

Earth's horizon with i1s noble posture

15 cqually as bright as it is dark!

And il the truth be siated-

cradled in time, nature is in a constani state of creation
it uproots the grip of dominance

with a rebooting arrogance.

Nandita Samanta
Kolkata, India

Mandita Samanta

Mandita Samanta by passion, is a poel, a shorl story writer, a reviewer, an artist,
She practices as a parenting and relationship consultant. Her writings are
published regularty in many international / national anthologies, newspapers,
magazines, webzines and journals, Many of her poems have been translated into
different languages. Her poetry collection, “Scattered Moments' finds a place of
hanor in many prestigious libraries in Kolkata, and is also being translated into
French and Bengali, both the versions would be published soon
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Life is beautiful

Life all around is and shall be beautiful.
Clear clean depolluted naturally simple

Not merely because we wistlully want it

Bul because deliberately we make it

Mot just with resolute determined conlidence
But with sensitive sensible competence.

Beauty is in the eve of the beholder
Life 15 in the mind of the experiencer
Love for life shows up its beautilul side
Not 1o get deterred by its other side

Day dreams now turn into goals worthy
Sumptuous smiles replacing poverty
Aligned right 1o the cosmic thythm
Moving forward stcady calm and firm

Shall not get submerged into the ground

Of thoughtless insensitive ugly dumps around
Mot made just to grow and decay helplessly
Shall live worthy of nature-gified beauty

Pristine nature, phoenixes indestructible
Life all around is and shall be beautiful.

pUrposes.

Padmini Janardhanan
Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India
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Padmini Janardhanan

Padmini Janardhanan is a rehabilitation psychologist, educational consultant
and soft skills trainer. She indulges in reading a lot and writing a hittle of prose,
poetry and short stonies as a hobby.She strongly believes that literature shapes
and influences all aspects of personality development and hence uses poetry,
songs, wise guotations and stories extensively in counselling and training. She
has published a few books including a compilation of slokas for children, less
known avathars of Vishnu, The what and why of behaviour, and a Tamizh book
“Vaazhwu Vallam Pera® (Towards a Fulfilling Life) and other material for training



Rubik’s Cube

Paramita Mukherjee Mullick
Mature is like the Rubik’s Cube.
The flora and launa its different colours,
The Evergreen trees the green,
The Deciduous trees with their fall colours, beautily the scene.
The mighty lion, the venomous snake or the crane.
All have an important role in the food chain.
To protect endangered specics is our duty,
Conservation and preservation of all ereatures and plants 1s a must,
The gigantic blue whale to the tiniest worm.

Each creature is important, although different in shape and form.

Nature is like the Rubik’s Cube,

The man-animal interaction and man-plant interaction its different sides.
If we care for plants and them nourish.

Flowers will bloom and plants will flourish.

If we keep habitats of wild animals intact.

It will help them thrive and, on the environment, have a strong impaci.
Let leopards, gorillas and tigers roam.

Let sea otters and river dolphins dance in the foam.

When all creatures and plants will no longer any danger face.

The Rubik’s Cube will go click-click and the colours will fall into place.

Dr, Paramita Mukherjee Mullick has published five books, "Stonies from Fantasyland®,
Lite- A Collection of Poems®, Paradigm', The Maverick's Journey and The Sun
through my Wine Glass”. She is the Executive Editor of Kafla Intercontinental,
an international journal of literature, art and culture. Awards like Sahitya Shree,
Sahityan Samman, Sahitya Bhushan, Poetess of Elegance 2019 and an award for
outstanding contribution in contermparany poetry has encouraged her in her poetic
Jjourney, Some of her poermms have been translated in more than 14 languages.
She has had innumerable poetry events in India and abroad including a solo
event in Oxford, England. She has recently started the Mumbai Chapter of IPPL
{Intercultural Poetry and Performance Library).

Paramita Mukherjee Mullick
Mumbai, Maharashtra, India
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Amazon is burning

Pramila Khadun
Amazon is burning and with it my heart is burning.
The fire was not created by slamming of two slones,
MNor did lightning fall from the sky 1o ¢reate this mayvhem of ravage.
Can Planet Earth, without the Amazon be envisioned?
The nuclear superpowers committed to global security and safety of environment
Must save Amazon, the lungs of the globe,
We are living in an era of herd mentality where people care more for themselves
And lesser for what is around them.
Deforestation is affecting our oxygen supply,
Injuring our health and the pristine beauty of nature.
Our rainfall is threatened and with it our crops.
Thinkers of exceptional sensitivity, responsible botanists and men and women
Poised and savvy, shocked to the core are waiting lor a panacea lor this evil,
Like moth to flame, we are drawn to the illusion of materialism
At the cost of putting Mother Nature on her knees.
Amazon, like the phoenix, rise [rom your ashes,
The orangutans are beating their chests,
The rabbits stunned and the colorful birds are fluttering their wings in agony.
So many species of animals and plants are affected.
May nations across the globe unite their efforts to stop the burning and smoldering

Ol our beautiful Amazon, so loving, so motherly. Save Amazon,

Pramila Khadun is a former educator, and an English and French poet from
Mauritius. Her poems have appeared in anthologies worldwide besides magazines
and e-zings. She has eleven published books to her credit and her book 'Food
and Mutrition Simplified’ is a best seller. She won the Reuel International prize for
writing and literature in 2015,

Pramila Khadun
Port Louis, Mauritius
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Colourful Bridges

A many-splendoured presence of Peace
[ seek everywhere,

Investing in many colours,

I raise my cves, see how a bird flics
Into the mystery of the skies.

It is [earless and [ree

Amidst so many clouds

That are while - the colour of Peace.

[ wander to the ocean, as it invites me
To the distant horizon.
I 15 hidden depth s all true,

115 known vasiness 1s blue - the colour of Peace.

[ am at home in felds, with the trees.

And the grass is green - the colour of Peace.

Extend your hand, join it with mine.

It is a link that will grow thicker than blood.

In many colours and hues, in many *me’s and ‘you's,

There is omni-presence of Peace.
I sing and dance, dream and rejoice,
And build colourful bridges all around.

Preety Sengupta
White Plains, USA

58

Preety Sengupta

Preety Sengupta is a poet and writer with many collections of poems, essays and
short Stones. Her poems have appeared in magazines and anthologies several
countries, like India, Japan. Taiwan, Mangolia. England, U.S.A; and her poems are
translated in several, languaaes as well. Sorme of her poems and her books have
won prizes and she is imvited to read at Poets’ gatherings.



VN

A Healthier Environment and Ecology

Pushmaotee Subrun
To save our planet, factors such as temperature, radiation,
Climate, chemistry and geology need consideration,
Due to environmental issues, the climate is changing rapidly
Smog and acid rains are becoming frequent jeopardy,
With flood, famine, drought, landslides hitting calamitously.

Pollution makes the air, water and noise poisonous,

With industiries discharging their unireated wasie hazardous
Into the water bodies, on soil, and in air alarmingly
Containing poisonous materials that spread very easily.

The greenhouse gasses increase the temperature considerably

With Turther pollution by the vehicle and factories, disasirously,

For healthier atmosphere, electric vehicles or powered by solar energy,
Would be environment [riendly. With sustainable wind energy,

Wind wurbines can be built on existing farms 1o benefit the economy.
Furthermore, we should conserve more natural habitais with prompiitude,
Manage those that already exist, increase production of food

On cleared land. to minimize mineral exhaustion. increase fuel wood.

To maintain the balance of the ecosystem, relorestation

Will boost the natural eveles and help in groundwater restoration,

‘Reduce, Reuse, and Recycle’ adoption will ameliorate the situation.

Pushmaotee Fawdur Subrun pursued higher studies at Delhi University. She
completed her PGCE at the Mauritius Institute of Education. Far the past
farty-five years, she has been an educationist in Mauritius and Zimbabwe, Alter
her retirernent, she was a Member of the Council of the University of Mauritius
for three years. She is currently a Reader and Editar in the Ministry of Arts and
Culture. She has to her credit a novel Ella, a play Wha is Your Best friend?, Short
Stories and Fables a collection of short stories and fables and her next novel
Drearns to Reality which has been submitted for publication 1o me Mauritian
Ministry of Arts & Culture. Her poems have been featured in several well-known
e-zines and national and international poetry anthologies

Pushmaotee Subrun
0. Bornes, Mauritius
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We Are Not Apart

Raj Babu Gandham
my dear future generations, please forgive us

we are responsible, for ruining your life
we massacred the carth by chopping the trees
polluted the air and water with industrial wasie

by launching space ships and rockets we tore our space apart

misused the fire by burning our brides and innocent lives

we have become demons in the guise of humans

for our selfish gains and in the name of comfort living

we blasted the hillocks for minerals, killed animals to fill our bellies

we tortured the mother nature, we are more than sinners

my dear great grandchildren and futlure generations

vou may not know how a forest looks like, and breathe oxygen from trees
you may nol be aware ol arctic ice bergs and running rivers

you might not gare at the beauty of snow Lop mountains

we are responsible for your plight, we are the thieves of natlure

we humans are not apart, we are all part of this nature

from sunfllower to sunfish, we are interwoven in this creation
in thousands of billions of years of existence of this cosmos
our life is just a span of few millenniums ol seconds

please don’t kill mother, we are not apart we are a part of this nature

Raj Baba Gandham. MBA,, MA (English). a multi-lingual poet, has been writing poetry
since his school days. His poems have been published in 29 anthologies. His
poem has won a 3rd place n a contest held by Warld Union of Poets in 2016, He
won an Award in Rabindranath Tagore International Poetry Competition-201 &
Conferred KAaVYA RATMA award by Literati Cosmos Sociely in 2018, He won 15t
L Prize in an International Poetry Contest held by Citta del Galateo, ltaly In 2019, He

regularly participates in several natianal and international poetry meets all over

V-F India and has received medals and certificates
4N

Raj Babu Gandham
Hyderabad, Telangana, India
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Sanguine

I would not have the cloud any colour but white

Or the Rose any colour but rose

Or the hills that simmer all summer in splendid light
Braving the sun in a stately pose.

How the white cloud stirs a restive mind
And the Rose dilTuses a sweet [ragrance
Luminance of those hills spur vou to unwind
Casting a deep, positive spell in every trance.

Yes, everything that colours our Cosmos radiates
Has a distinct space, has its own miniscule lface
Exudes its own hope, revels in s own trait

To rejoice that this great world is a grand old Place!

When yvou take this liberty 1o exult in such divine grace
When vou sync with scason’s silent but splendid hue
When your time comes to quit this life’s ephemeral race

Remember to shelter them, remember what you owe!

Sociely, Mathura,

Ravi Ranganathan
Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India

Ravi Ranganathan

Ravi Ranganathan is a retired banker turned poet settled in Chennai. He has to his
credit two books of poems titled “Lyrics of Life* and *Blade of Green Grass®, His
third book of poems “0f Cloudless Chimes® is 1o be launched shortly. Raw loves 1o
write on nature, life and human mind. His poems are featured regularly in many
anthologies and they are well received, He revels in writing his thought-provoking
short poems called ‘Mykus'. He is a recipient of many awards for his poetry
including the prestigious Rabindranath Tagore Award in the poetry competition
conducted by "Poiesizanline.com® and Sahitya Gaurav Award by Literati Cosmos
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When we wait for the other By Ra Sh

When we wait for the Other

The sea evaporates shore to shore
One shore burns like lava

The other crystallizes like ice

A coil of seaweed floats dead

A sunflower turns o the moon
The carth is a glared glass painting
Trees whisper horrors of the past
The wishing well runs dry
Skylarks peck at hot pebbles

A peak vanishes (rom the bare hill
A jill and a jack drop down a hole
A row of cars explode one by one
It rains shoes and severed heels
The land twists on iis axis

The river rolls on its back

When we wait for the Other

wrilers.

Ravi Shanker
Palakkad, Kerala, India.

Ravi Shanker

Ra Sh (Ravi Shanker N) has published English-language poems in many national
and international online and print magazines. His poems have been translated into
German and French. He has published two collections of poetry. His translations
into English include a biography of CK. Jany, tribal leader, two collections of
poems (Sri Lankan Tamil poems and an anthology of 101 Malayalam poems
translated inta English). a collection ofessays on the communities in Kochi and
two collections of short stones of, Bama, Tamil Dalit writer, and of Malayalam Dalit
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Tree On Penance

Peepal tree sat for peaceful penance
Promising God appeared 1o give the boon
Boisterous tree asked for manhood

Beware said God, willingly granting 1l

Health centred treemanhood walked the streets
Unmasked he, got the taste of Police lining
To garner sirength went again near Pecpal tree
Masked with healthy leaves entered the city

Walked in streets only 1o see leaves [lying out
Crowded 1t was, not 1o find traces of leaves
Nor could find the greencry anywhere around

Far distancing socially found in planting trees

Stay put to preach the beneflits of greens
Alas! saw cveryone on locs with mobile on hand
Watched Face book making people faceless

Witnessed Machine leamning replacing Nature learning

Deeply embedded with video games 1o walch
Hardly saw anyone enjoying the nature bounty
Treemanhood praved again to God for last boon

Got boon 1o ever remain as Peepal tree serving sociely

%

Ravichandran K S
Chennai, Tamilnadu, India

Ravichandran K 5

K.5. Ravichandran, with a Masters in Cconomics and MBA (Finance) has
authored two Tamil poetry collections "Vasantham Engal Vaasall® and
“Vidhaiyinai Therinthidu®, comprising poems read by him at various literary
events, and an Enalish book *With Me all The Way”' that depicts lively, funny and
readable anecdotes from his professional life as a banker. Bharati Bharatidasan
Symposium in Chennai honoured him and his wife with the titles *Isai Kawvi
Ravichandran® and “Tamil Isai Kuyil® respectively. Ravichandran retired as an
Asst. General Manager from State Bank of India,
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Existential Crisis

Do you remember me?

You swung [rom my ageing arms,
You nested in my house, ate my fruits,
Picked my flowers for love,

But now they have come for me.
They say T am a liability.

My sister fell. My father is a stump.
My mother? A National Highway,
For you, 1 am just a tree.

Broken, cut, uprooted, axed.

They don’t take photos of our dead.
For we don’t make news,

Like uprooted refugees drowned in sca.

They don’t celebrate me like Anne Frank.

For I have no place 1o hide.

But is my axing no genocide?
They don’t say save the irees,
Like they say save the Tigers.

But tell me, am I not endangered”

Tell me, what am I? Just a tree?

digital marketing firm.

Sadhana Subramanian
Bangalore, Karnataka, India
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Sadhana Subramanian

Sadhana Subramanian - the first time she strung two sentences together, at the
age of 7, was on the back cover of an old Yellow Pages directory! Since then, her
pen has written odes to life, love, politics, women's empowerment, and social
issues. Her poem Crowdsourced won the Six Week Poetry Challenge conducted
by On Fire Cultural Moverment in March 2019, Let's Go Back won an honorable
mention in the same challenge in 2018, Her work has been published in several
national and international poetry anthologies like The Current, Setu, Plant Poetry,
and the Pan-India Poetry Journal. Sadhana is a senior editor and partner at a
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Run Away

I will run away

Shafinur Shafin

Showing middle linger 1o this stupid city-

Bypassing- all the walking clowns down the street,

-the unheard evening of Maryam Church in the agony of decay,

-the jokes made out of me written on the cornice,

-momentary story of red birthmark on an untouched soul

Crossing all the sieps of the monasieries step by siep

I will pass even the love of people for the masks

they put on their faces every day with care

I will pass everything through the funnel of a canvas, slowly. ..

ud

Shafinur Shafin

Shafinur Shafin is a Bangladeshi poet, translator and academnic, She has published
her debut book *Nisangam® which is a collection of Bangla poems in 2016 and
her translation book Gandhamphul has been published in 2019, She is also
the poetry-editar in an e-zine named Prachya Review. As she cannot paint, so
she wants 1o create image with the power of wards. She writes in Bangla and
English both language. Her Bangla poems have been translated into seven
different languages including Nepalese, Hindi, French, Spanish, German and
Italian language. Her English poemns have been included in two anthologies
published from New York and Philippine, and also her poems and interviews
appeared in several national and international magazines. She has successfully
organized first virtual poetry event in June, 2020 on behalf of Prachya Review
with collaboration of Tong-Ghor Talkies.

South Asia, Bangladesh
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Mangmvcs are a scavenger

Mangrove forests occupy interspaces
Between wet lands and sea grass meadows,
They form a component of the surlace,

The underwaler and the aerial.

Mangroves are made of tlora and fauna.

Fish, waiter birds, insecis and repiiles abound.
Algae, fungi and numerous planis throng,

A supplier of fuel wood and solules.
Mangroves are the bed of stored carbon.

The complex roots moderate current flows.
The broad canopies moderate wind Now,

The species die in water and add carbon,
Mangrove loresis protect all organism

By keeping away of carbon to offset
Green-house gas emission, man's creation.
They have aerial roots and aerial germination.
Mangrove zones are biodiversity.

The red mangroves are of Rhizophoraceae.
The black mangroves are of Acanthaceae
The white mangroves are of Combretaceae.
Mangroves arce losing 1o oil pollution,
Human onslaughts and the drought migration,

Mangroves are a link between land and sea.

They thrive where other planis and animals do nol.

of India as Dy commissioner.

Shanmugam Chettiar Rm
Chennai, Tamilnadu, India
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Shanmugam Chettiar Rm

Rm shanmugam, 79, Chennai, a prolific poet since 1995, with ten thousand and
odd poems on line, Had been secretary of the Chennai Poets Circle, Chennai for 6
years Ull 2015, A botany graduate and retired from the Rubber Board, government
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Wanderlust in Woods

Monetheless, expressing the Beauty of Nature:
In brace ol texis from Sangama epoch; and in
Wordings of Ravindranath and of Wordsworth,

The keenness of Red Indian, the shaman;
Sounded like wolves, insects, owls and Cougar;

The saver ol the land and skics, a nature’s beloved.

The woods with Aroma of herbs and soils;
The euphoric peacocks, and wanderlust golden deers;

And the diversified rest, the heaven for the carthly life.

Not to be that great of Gilgamesh now;

He who got the Lebanese cedar,

Thee man, holder of the hues of Nature;

In likeness not to pluck Nowery life, care that in love;

Lasting Ecology wherever, let hold and behold, it forever,

May myths of the forests, save us from the gloom,

It’s time o extend the lealy and marshy;

To raise the green sky-scraping from a tiny Sapling,
Keeping homes for the forest stray and zoonotic away;
Botanic is being realistic seeing Mother Earth thrilled;

Returning, the pampering back promises for Mega - Diversity.

Teacher in a High School

Shivkumar K V
Vijayawada, AP India

Shivkumar K V

Shivkumar KV, Born 1982 in Vijayawada, Andhra Pradesh is a postgraduate in
Fine Arts painting, from the Karnataka state University. Shivkumar Was writing
poems in English since 2006 with great inspirations. His work got selected inan
upcoming ‘Shadows Anthology' 20720 organised by Poetrywaorldorg. His work is
part of 'Cut and Paste’ a Dadaist anthology organised by Ontological Museum,
Mew Mexico He is also writing on art and artists, supparting to their artwork and
publication. He was awarded Chitra-Rachana Kala Sethu by Raja)i School of art,
Rajahmundry. Shivikeurnar is also a prormising young artist and working as an Art
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My Weapon

When memories unfurled

My spirit awoke in serene nature
Somcone asked

How Big roads became narmow

and meadows smelt dewy grass?

My thoughts hit sky

[ had only ink to register hues of nature.
Words fell from you o elemily

which mushroomed my

SENSUOUS Senses

[ threw mysell into murky mysteries ol Nora
Since then

I had been wondering

how to survive

[ waited to live in lush greenery

now I grew barren like mother earth

I lost abrupily

Like a shell in the sand

searching for an ink bottle

My only weapon....

SigmaGR

SigmaGR
Trivandrum, Kerala, India
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Or Sigma GR, a widely published poet invanious national and International arenas
and an editor, reviewer and advisory board mermber in five international journals, is
currently an Asst Professor of English at PG Dept of English at VTMNSS College,
Trivandrum. She has contributed research articles in many books and a resource
person also. It could be noticed at first sight that her nich and thematically
assorted poetry is characterized by ethical aspirations with an eloguent feminist,
human and features of intimacy. Dr Sigma with 13 years of teaching experience
a5 a Professor in India and overseas, has authored three poetry collections and
co-authored one and co-edited one, She received ‘Mirabhai Literary Award' from
Organization of United Working Journalist Forum supported by Public Relations
Department, Puri, Gowvt of Odisha an National Press day 2016 and the Cochin
Literary Fest Prize-2019. She s reqularly invited as a poet delegate to several
prestigicus National and international poetry festivals.



Mystifying Are Thy Ways

From times immemorial mankind’s grave fight
Kept challenges. perils and plagues out ol sight
Presented an irrevocable life with wishes bright

A will to win always proved Man’s veiled might
WVisualizing brilliant light after every dark night
Combats and wars 100 become cordial gradually
But when an endemic weird stirs up extensively
And no cure or therapy 1o alleviate loss possibly
But for realizing and evading exposure entirely
Baftled all men battling for lives apprehensively
Experimentation for right cure totally incomplete
Perseverance of inhabitants abundantly inadequate
Infinite pains of doctors consideraiely inconsiderate
The tough contagion is wild and silently obstinate
All prayers ol the unfortunate are dealeningly mute
My dear Mother Nature! Thou art ruthlessly benign
Release doctors and nurses from the cruel concern
Liberate janitors and drivers from the selfless crown
Bless all life on the globe to regain abnormal routine
It's truly improving from the human’s gified rapine
Let humans leam lessons of lovally and 1otal concede
Thy profound puzzling ways can never be justified!

she relishes.

Sree Latha Tangirala
Vljayawada, AP, India

Sree Latha Tangirala

Dr. T. Sree Latha, Head, Associate Professor, Training and Placement Cell, NRI
Institute of Technology, Vijayawada has been enjoying her profession for 24
years. She was awarded Doctoral Degree in 2018 from Karpagam Academy of
Higher Education, Coimbatore. She cherishes traiming and preparing students
for campus placements. She published many poems in English and Telugu and
maore than 3% papers al vanouws Mational and International Conferences and
Journals, She takes interest in attending various workshops and seminars o
improve her perception and quality of teaching, as she believes that man is an
eternal learner, Giving verbal form to her inner thaughts is one of her hobbies
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Meditation Sudipta Chatterjee

Come, let’s stand near the tree.
And begin the photosynthesis
In decrepitude and death.

While walking such a long way

Scarred by blood, fight, weapons and ¢rime
Come, let’s stand again near the tree,

Shilt yvour eves lrom meditation 1o Mower,
Let vour accumulated tears [recec

To the bark of a tree.

And that will be your armour,

Now build up the image of Sujata, Shrimati,
Come, we become tree in our perceplions,
Afier the most primitive war

Let me ouch vou

O my tree, my God.

b

| documentary films.

F

Sudipta Chatterjee
West Bengal, Kolkata, India
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Sudipta Chatterjee

Dr. Sudipta Chatterjee, Doctor, Dept. of Medicine, Ramakrishna Mission Seva
Pratisthan, Vivekananda Institute of Medical Science, JU. Secretary - International
Society for Intercultural Studies and Research (1SISAR), Co-ordinator, Peace
Committee International. Engaged in writing poetry for last fifteen years. Ten
books of poetry have been published. Translated Dhammapada of Goutam
e Buddha and poetry of Karl Marx in Bengali. Mumber of papers on contemporary

literature and culture have been published in internationals books & journals.,
Took training of Indian classical music for twently years. Gave direction of few
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Pandemic Time

It is pandemic time -

Time of iragedy.

The country will go under lockdown
And we would be in quaraintain,

Uncertainty engulfs me
With deep silence.

Life lost its dignity

At this hard time.

Agony and loneliness
Enter in life with
Fear ol loss and death.

It is a turbulent time.

Human values shattered
Into moral vacuity.
The social unrest will surfaced

With hunger and unemplovment.

Sushanta Bhattacharjee
Silchar, Assam, India
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Sushanta Bhattacharjee

Sushanta Bhattacharjee 1z a Bi- linqual poet.He writes poems in bath Bengali
and English. He is the editor of little magazine ‘Suchetana’. He has published
two Bengali poetry books and one English poetry book. His poems have been
published in several news paper, little maagazine and antholoay of poetry. He is
a businessmen by profession deals hurman medicine as a whole seller.
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Infinitude

Thryaksha Garla
Aren’t we being arrogant vet again
To think we can bring the carth down to her knees?
We're but a second on the millennium she has been here,
So insignificant, she might not even remember us.
She lived a billion vears before we habited her,
She’ll thrive for an infinitude afier our so-called reign.
She’ll make do just fine il we've killed ourselves,
She’s been here for longer than our puny mortal minds can imagine,
The o-zone layer, yvou ask, “The UV rays will enter”, don’t you say,
People it does scar with all of its might but life grows in its might as well, and it will.
We live in a planct with oxygen all around us, a poison, do vou know,
Yet here we live, the poison our nectar as well,
So what il she has 1o starl over from scraich,
She started from nothing and reached with us,
A mistake or not, we're not her end result,
She’ll erase us ofT her canvas and sketch again.
We have only the power to end ourselves,
But we also have the power to save ourselves,
So which will it be, which will we choose,

It is only our late that hangs in the balance.

Thryaksha Ashok Garla, a seventeen-year-old, has been writing since she was
a little kad. She has a blog and an Instagram account with about 200 poems
pasted tll date. She touches upon themes such as feminism. se-reliance, love and
rmostly writes blues, Her poems have been published in two issues of the Sparks’
maagazinge, and in poetry anthologies such as EfMlorescence” of Chennal Poels'
Circle, “The current’, ‘The Metverse Muse, ‘Our Poetry Archive’, *Destine Literature’
and in the ‘Setu e-zine. She won me first place in the poetry competition held by
India Poetry Circle (2018). She's pursuing psychology and is a voracious reader, a
violinist and dabbles in art.

Thryaksha Garla
Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India
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Tiger Majestic

I am a leader! I am a fierce fighter!

My presence is not taken lightly as life matiers!
I am proud of my zold swathed looks,

my charcoal stripes; other creatures it spooks,
My keen evesight does not miss a thing,

when I desire- into action I can spring.

Even at my gentle roar, others are on alert,

I have got atlention whenever | have sought!

“Tiger is coming’, my name is taken with awe,
seeing me in the jungle creates quite a stir.

I am glad that I create a panic that is raw-
unwelcome intrusion into my territory it does deter;
as being in seclusion I generally do prefer.

[ like my freedom and the spirit to roam at will,

no matter it is just o chill out or for a kill.

| am the only true king of the jungle;

at the dread 1 spread in the lesser mortals, I chuckle.

[ am strong, nimble on my feet and courageous.
Famous | am; my acis of valour are an inspiration,

others can only play it out in their imagination,

Usha Sridhar
Bangalore, Karnataka, India
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Usha Sridhar

Dr Usha Sridhar 1 an independent researcher and lives in Bangalore. She 15
passionate about writing and her poems and short stones have appeared in
e-zines and several anthologies. She has authored three collections of poems,
titles "Life Matters’, 'Drenched in Revenie” and 'Heightened Senses’. She is also
the author of two collections of short stones titled "Women's Comer” and 'Shades
In Shadows'. She also loves travel, photography and is an avid bird watcher, She
is a Bharat award winner for her shart story in the 2018 Paiesis competition
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The Flying Ninja

Vignesh Thangavel
Yon goes she. the flying ninja, answering in a melancholic choir,
What humans' treatment of nature doth incur, with
A vengelul eve for the greedy eye. to retribute death with death...
Summoning a prolilic, vet mystic fect of blood sucking barbaric wrath,

In a flight of fury pulling hell over and out of the reeking swath!

Sarcasm isn’t new to mother nature, but for the petty humans,
Who tended to the hallucination of audacious imaginations,
To make-believe that one could fool nature with heinous creations,

And drive nature's own, heartlessly to mass extinctions?

I's high time that we saw the dark soldiers of nature's wraith,
As vectors that can inject and infect with discase bevond [aith,
For it is collective karma that does demand,

That we learn how o use the hand,

To clean the mess that it created, bit by bit,

Before nature deems our existence unfi!!!

...AAnd the flyving ninja lost her breath,

As two lilthy hands clapped her unto her death!

Vignesh works at Intel Bengalury, by the day, and likes 1o write poems on nature, human
relationships and philosophy. He has an electronics degree from BITS, Pilani - Goa and
masters from LCE He indulges in playing music by the ear and dabbles in a couple of
them like the violin, guitar and harmonica.

o

Vignesh Thangavel
Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India
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For the Earth that’s Losing Itself

Vinita Agrawal

Wrile about shrinking spaces
Write about the colour green
Write a line of chopped trees
Wrile a symphony of broken rings
Write yoursell an optimist.

Wrile about grandma’s carth,

Wells in whose waters vou could meel your cyes
Feather-touch hand pumps that sprung fountains
The jugalbandi ol rains and tumescent ponds
Write about making love. Write yoursell nostalgic.

Writle about now - the unstitched bellics of lakes
White, once the last skin ol water disappears
Summer crisscrossing powdery topsoil
Imitating the open lips of death

on an old mother’s face. Write voursell vetoed.

Wrile about Madhav who marries thrice

Each bride, a water bride, leiching more water

Write about women who welcome co wives

who put lumbago belore selll esicem

Write about the dictates ol water. Write yoursell polyzamous,

Write about Kalidasa's Meghdoot

Whether we'll ever know a messenger like it again
- dark, dense, moist. Generous. Giving. Godlike.
Wrile about lynching reservoirs dry

Write yoursell parched. Write yoursell anhydrous

Vinita Agrawal
Mumbai, India
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Author of four books of poetry, - Two Full Moons (Bombaykala Books), Words Mot
Spoken (Brown Critique), The Longest Pleasure (Finishing Line Press) and The Silk Of
Hunger (AuthorsPress), Vinita is an award winning poet, editor, translator and curatos
Joint Recipient of the Rabindranath Tagore Literary Prize 2018 and Gayatri GaMarsh
Memonal Award for Lilerary Excellence, USA, 2015, She is Poelry Editor with Usawa
Literary Review. Her work has been widely published and anthologised. Her poem won
a prize for the Moon Anthology on the Moon by TallGrass Writers Guild, Chicago 2007
Maore recently her poem won a special mention in the Hawker Prize for best South
Asian poetry. She has contributed a monthly column on Asian Posts on the literary
blag of the Hamline university, Saint Paul, USA in 2016-17,
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FRENCH

Extase

Au bout des sept jours
m’avez montré la beaute
La beauté dans les Neurs, les cicux, les caux

Ah! L ame s'envole en parcours de celie exiase

A’la fin du crépuscule
L’ éveil de I'homme a licu dans Mautre coié
Que des érudits restructurent d ailleurs

Pour un certain lemps, ravissent de mélastase

Obsession incéssante de la croissance
Avidité de consommation
Pcu 4 peu, enlévent des couches de eréation

Conduissant vers "abysse

Prise de conscicnce
des répercussions el des suffocations
Pcu 4 peu rebatissent les couches de agglomération

Conduisant vers la base, la base de cette extase

and her inner feelings.

Kruthi Gandham
Manikonda , Hyderabad, TS, India
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Kruthi Gandham

Kruthi Gandham writes in English, French and Mandarin. She wrote her first poem
at the age of 11for her father and since then she has been writing both poetry
and prose. Her French poems and Chinese Poem are published in “Armaravathi
Poetic Prism® 2017,20182019. She has always been fond of languages since her
childhood. She has done her Master's in French (Translation and Interpretation)
from Jawaharlal Mehru University, Delhi. Also , has a Diploma in Mandarin, During
her masters, she wrote a thesis about *Transcreation® in which she has done a
comparative study of a short French story of Anatale France and it's translation in
Telugu. Moreowver, she is a regular blogger, she writes about her life, her learnings
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Ecstasy

Al the end of seven davs

You showed me beauty

Beauly in the Nowers, the heavens, the walers
Oh! The soul vanished in this ecstasy

Al the end ol dusk

Man was enlightened

Well-cducaied redesigned

For a while, they experienced delight from metamorphosis
Relentless obsession with expansion

Extreme greed

One by one, they removed layers ol creation
Leading to the abyss

Apprised of

Consequences and suffocations

They began (o rebuild the layers of clusters

Leading to the foundation, the foundation of this ecstasy

Kruthi Gandham
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Krishna veille

Rolf Ishvar Doppenberg
Gandhi Nagar, Vijayawada, lors de mon premier

Jour en Inde, le 9 déecembre 2019

Elle était la, debout au beau milicu de la rue, immobile,
Entiérement blanche, sculs les cornes ¢t les veux noirs.,
Personne n’v prétait attention.
Les mobylettes évitaient d’un virage habile, les voitures la
contournaient sans fagon, tout leflot du traflic 8" écoulait autour d’elle
comme une riviere enveloppe un rocher saillant

comme la trace d 'un monde dans un monde : celui de la ville moderne,
toute cette urbanited asphalte, d’acier et de beton, et celui, révolu, de la
campagne qui s¢ trouvail ici, comme un vestige pourtant bien réel, bien
vivant, de ce qui fut, ici méme— un fragment d'un passé en plein présent
qui nous relic 4 nos propres origines, a4 un monde bien plus vasle que
celul, mouvant etéphémeére, de la modernité, comme un air de fliite en
plein brouhaha Comme j élais scul 4 la considérer, elle me regardait,
elle-méme un peu surprise que quelqu’un s'intéresse a elle.
Survient alors un bus a grands coups de klaxon, il vient s'arréier net
droit devant son mufle :Elle ne bronche pas, toujours immobile, souveraine.
Et le bus bonde de la contourner a force de manceuvres perilleuses dans

le flot de véhicules disparates.

Rolf Doppenberg, coming from the French speaking part of Switzerland, is
a nomadic writer. Besides numerous trips, he settled down in Hong Kong,
Morocco, Greece and Germany. His writing explores aroundwater territories.
Each of his seven published books 's linked 1o the place where it was written,
among them Greece, France, Germany, Morocco, |srael. A recension Of one
of his books, has been published in "Place de la Sorbonne® the magazine far
contemporary literature OF the University La Sorbonne in Paris. He is regularly
invited to international literary festivals, as in Geneva, Brussels, Mamur, Safi
in Morocco, or Rahoveo in Kosovo, He was invited twice as an author in the
writer's residency in Amay In Belgium.

Rolf Ishvar Doppenberg
Canton de Vaud, Switzerland
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Krishna keeping watch

Rolf Ishvar Doppenberg

Gandhi Nagar, Vijavawada, during my lirst day in India,
9 of December 2019

There she was, standing in the middle of the sireet, motionless.
Completely white, only horns and eyes black.

MNobody was paying attention to her.

Scooters were avolding her with a skillful turn, the cars bypassing her
with case, all the tralfic Nowed arcund her like a river enveloping a
protruding rock— like the trace of a world within a world: that of the
modern city, all that urbanity made ol asphalt, sicel and concrete, and that
of the bygone countryside that used to be here, like a remnant vet very
real, very much alive, ol what had been once, right here — a fragment
ol a past in the very present which connects us back to our own origins,
1o 3 world much more far-rcaching than that of modernity, moving and
short-lived, like the melody of a flute in the midst of chaos. Since [ was
the only one watching her, she was staring back at me, as 1f a little
surprised that someone could be interested in her. Arrives a bus, honking
loud. it comes 1o a stop right in [ront of her muzzle: She doesn’t Minch,
still motionless, sovercign, The crowded bus 1s forced 1o bypass her by

dint of perilous maneuvers in the flood of disparate vehicles.
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A GERMAN

Nebel

Zana Coven
Wie Traumgebilde
vergehen meine Tage
gckimmi vom Kamm der Zeit
Geschnitten vom Zahn der Vergiinglichkei
durchsichtig am lichien Tag
erwiirmt von der Liebe Hoffnung.
Berithren kann ich sie nicht
ich willie sie schmicgen
unier meine linke Rippe
leer
zwischen Traum und Wirklichkeit
zittert der Atem
ungreifbar
emplindsam wic¢ ¢in Impuls
wo durch Nebelschwaden
Reiter vorbeizichen
Ich sche ihren Umriss nur
strecke die Hiinde aus
ins Nichts
wiihrend mir ins Gesicht der Wind schligt
fiihle ich #u scin

nur das...

Zana Coven (Zanka Zana Boskovic Coven) was born in Sarajevo, Bosnia
Herzegovina, but lives in Milano for 35 years. She is a translator, a sax player, a
painter and cultural mediatar. She writes poetry, haiky, short stories and travel
books in English, ltalian, Spanish and Croatian. She published several books and
several are in preparation. She is a recipient of several national and international
prizes for her work notably: the second prize in Galatone, Italy, the Special Prize
of Literary Critics in Milang, Italy, and a Galden Penin Uzbekistan. She is currently
a haiku champion of Europe and has been chosen as one of the 23 Wormen of
Wirtue. Her works have been translated into many languages.

Zana Coven
Milan, Italy
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fog

Like dream structures

my days go by

combed from the ridge of time
Cut from the ravages ol impermanence
transparent in the light of day
warmed by love hope.

I can't touch her

| wanted to nestle them

under my lefi rib

cmply

between dream and reality

the breath trembles

intangible

sensitive as an impulse

where through billows of mist
Riders pull past

| only see its outline

hold out your hands

inio nothing

while the wind beats in my face
I feel 1o be

just that ...
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GREEK

Liwa yi' aydmn n unrépa M.

Anpa " ayarn n pnrépa M.

Me kaBe TpdTo mpooTabel va pac 1o el
To Zkotdd whaveywe Ta madid g
FEpoe amdywviwon n kapda e,

O mpdeig 1oug payaipia KopTEpd,
TV YERNTaY TTANYEC, TNG EKOWay Ta QTERA.
WTIES TO TTPATIVD KOPHI TNS Kaive

Kl Ta g TG GTaive.

AvapwnEgTe dpoye yiami autd oupBaiver,
To aypi Tou képboug moré Sev EamooTaive.
AvBpwmor adioTaxTol £x0uv TO ¥prpa oav Be0 Touc.

Timore GV TOUC OTARATE YEXP! Va TETUYOUY TO TKOTA TOUC,

To mepiBdAhov KOTQOTREQPOUY KOl N Y1 POg UTTOQEDEL.

Auth Trow peyahdpuya Gha TS Ta ayaBd Exe TpoTPEpE.
Agprjome T ' va NPEPITE. APHOTE TNV va yahnvEe!.

Ba Bpel Tov TpOTTo amd Tov GMEBPD GAOUC POC va TTROOTATEYE!.

AEv TIPOKETOI VO KOUPTOTL,
Euviyen Ba o hiw doo fw.
MExpr Trv TEAEUTAI pou TV,
Anpa " ayarn n pnepa Mn.

Christos Sanos

Christos Sanos was born in Nikaia, Attica and received his secondary education

foundation (italy), he was awarded the golden award 2020,

Christos Sanos
Paleo Faliro, Attica, Greece
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in schools of Agios loannis Rentis and Moschato. He studied Political Science
in Italy, at the Universita" Degli Studi di Napali “L' Orientale " and received his
degres with honars, He has participated and been awarded in Panhellenic Poetry
Competitions and his poems have been incleded and published in Literary
magazines and Foetic Anthologies of Greece and abroad.
DEEL (International Society of Greek Writers), PEL (Panhellenic Union of Writers)
and the International Cultural Association "Dante Alighieri® of Athens. In October
2020 within the Panorama International Literary Festival 2020 Organized By
Indus Scroll Press (India) In Collaboration with the wniters capital international

He is a member of



Mother Earth for Love thirsts

Muother Earth for Love thirsts,
In every way she iries 1o tell us,
Darkness deceived her children.

Her heart was filled with despair.

Their actions are sharp knives,
Slashed her with wounds, cutting her wings off.
Fires set her green body ablaze,

and her children are to blame.

Do vou wonder why this occurs?
The savagery of profit never rests.
The unscrupulous worship money as their god.

Mothing stops them until they achieve their goal.

They are destroving the environment and our earth 1s suffering.

The one who generously has offered all her goods.
Let the Earth calm down; let her find her serenity.

She will find a way 1o protect us all from doom,

I'm not going to rest.
[ shall say it as long as I live,
Until my last breath:

Muother Earth for Love thirsts,

Christos Sanos
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H I'AIA MAINETAI

Chryssa Velissariou
Itnv apyaio pow yhwooa ok pe b ko pe Stogf lkctedovtag Eheog

1 dpuiBeg, w Nopdes , w unépoyes xdpeg tou Cxeavol Nnpniseg!
H Mzim ¢deveran avri va yevvd , fuaopévn Baivel 0e eppndmovan

Avmbipa ovelgheywtm i dypue mhdov) Dpitiw!

Kivorpe omlm o puspddie omug {odyehes Tww TRWKTIKLY
On wuyrepliieg yivay karowlfue Ko poddvouy e 1o Bpuwod dxwy
O apouvpalo soukarsdpous ato Saint Elysée wal g Lowre Tulleres oov kdpuon

Karékhuoay 1o Central Park ke tpwve o eomardpae molurehelog

Anlpeiceha anocaholy g ovdness g khpansn alhaynis duowds auvineise
@opruvouy Ty evoyn ot Naia K ekcivi Bowphiferm
« UV TG EROREPRATWORY TRV TREAa Toug yeveds yeveuw avalopanopivay Homo Sapicns-

Oy On apypbyvove anethés Bauséves oTous mayetwves yia xpovie Juvtavedsav]

FAive muwg o Tovdoveg, EGmvnoay ko Sev Eivan TEpdoTo

H ehipoen eivor ora wivo, lol eivan oo Tordoveg

O o Tww vectors mow enehalvouy KpoTahliovTog exkusb o
Me ovavewpévo ued doprlo eviopo anevBelng ovo alpa

APEDN dedykn yue mavonhles evdviue ot mowkid kol va Eviopa!

H Meebi peeivenail
Xrumd avny Axihden Modpwa tous wpdoulows npiBecus unepdnteg

Mua arehmepdn MaSoe nou fenactpedn, © aotbota manbed g

Dr. Chryssa Velissariou, a published poet in Greek and English, has been hanared
as the 15t International Beat Poet Laureate of the National Beat Poetry Festival
2017 in LSA and as a Lifetime Beat Poet Laureate 2019 in the same festival, She
has more than 3000 poems on her blogs, She was a host OF events in Greece
for, the International Beat poetry Festival 2015 and 2019, the Poetathon in 2013
and the Peacathon 201% of the WP Canada and International, the 100TPC 201%
and the Woman Screarm 2019, She is a Peace Activist, W P Canada International
Peace Ambassador 20014-2016 and 100 TPC. A Professor of Physics (Space
Physics), specialized in NT Education, honoured and awarded by the Ministry of
Education, Greece, she is also an elected Member of her hametown Municipality

Chryssa Velissariou
Larissa, Thessaly, Greece
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Earth is in rage

Chryssa Velissariou
[ ¢ry in my ancient language with shame and awe / Begging for merey:
Oh Druids, oh Nymphs, oh wonderful daughters of the Ocean, Nereids!
Gaia is on fire instead of giving birth, she’s raped, in menopause

She reacts uncontrollably and wildly now / T shudder!

We made houses and fields in the rodents’ jungles
Bats have become pets and infect us with vampire-viruses
Rats walk around to Saint Elvsée and Louvre Tuileries as bosses

They Nood Central Park and eat at luxury restauranis

Corrupt politicians name the ¢ffects of climate change as natural consequences
Thev charge as guilty Gaia and she becomes furious

- Generations of cursed Homo sapiens cjaculated their madness on her-

Anger! Primitive threats buried in glaciers for yvears come to life!

They say the Titans woke up and they are not huge

Their scale 15 nano / Viruses are the Titans

The sound of rattling vectors is dealening
Renewed viral load is injected directly into the veins

Immediate need for armor against birds and insecis!
(Gaia is in rage!

She aims at the Achilles Heel of the unholy arrogant demigods

A desperate Medea who's murdering her promiscuous children
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A GUJARATHI
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Vishnu Pandya
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Vishnu Pandya

‘Fadma Shri' Dr. Vishnu Pandya is a recipient of several awards notably
the Padma 3h (2017), India’s third highest civilian honour conferred by the
Government of India, Hon, D. Lit. Degree (2019) by Gujarat University, Priydarshni
Acadermy  Award (2019) Mumbai, Gujarat Ratna Gauwrav Award (2019)
Ahmedabad, NTR Award (2018) Andhra Pradesh, PENTASI B Award (2018)
Hyderabad and Kavi Narmad Chandrak Award (2001) Surat. He is currently the
President of the Gujarat Sahityatkademi and althe Hindi. Sindhi, Urdu, Kutchi,
Sanskrit Acadermy (Government of Gujarat). He has also been conferred with
several other awards and honours notably. With over 107 published books to
his credit, 15 of his books have been hanoured by Gujarat Sahitya Akademi and
Gujarat Sahitya Parishad. He has translated two books of former Indian Prime
Minister late Atal Bihari Vajpayee and has)' provided the Hindi script for the
Sound & Light Show at Somnath Temple. He is a Professar of Journalism and on
the Board of Study, Gujarat University.

Gandhinagar, NA, India
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Yes & No

There r many many words in the world
Different language different people
But

Every where two words exist,

Yes and no,

May be our history, geography
And the politics,

the war and peace

All r children of yes or no,

The sea . the river, the mountain,
A day and night ,

You and me..

Said every time “ves “or * no”
Without these words

The diplomacy is zero.
Then why vou confused
And why T frustrated ?

If ves is ves.

And no is no

But ves is no

And no means yes.

Then let us

Crates a new world

Where a beautiful song
For and from and by us

To a dream without

Any ves and no
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Ramnik Soemeshwar
Bhuj, Gujarat, India
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Ramnik Someshwar

Ramnik Someshwar is one of the representative voices of Gujarall poetry.
Without Talling prey to metaphysical clichés, his postry amidst the materialistic
compulsions, is a form of meditation on being and non being. Someshwar is also
known for his creative essays, literary criticism and translations. His translation
of Telugu long poem “Jalgeet® by Sahitya akademi awardee Praf. M. Gapi into
Gujarati, has received Sahitya Akademi Award for Translation. Recently, his much
awaited second poetry collection Shalil-nun Teepun (2019) has been published,
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I am only a shadow
(Translation of Ramnik someshwar's Gujarati Poem is dene by Dhanvanti)
Ramnik someshwar / Dhanvanti

1 am only a shadow
| went out to bathe in the niver
And T scattered in it's waters.

I am just a shadow.,

The season-wheel keeps rolling on;
But it makes no difference 1o me.
Mo matter how the conches blow,

They Il never find an echo in me,

1 am made of sparks

Severed [rom the sun.

I am only a reflection,

Mo one can bind my body or me,
For I bear no line, no curve,

Mo permanent shape.

I am just a shadow.,
A hymn sprang in the hill
And [ flowed in the valley.

For I am a shadow only.
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Urvashi Manuprasad Pandya
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Or. Urvashi Manuprasad Pandya is an eminent Gujarati writer, poet, critic, editor,
researcher, translator and story writer with 15 books to her credit. She is Professor
and Head, Gujarati Department, University of Mumbai for the last 24 years. She
is a recognised Ph.D Guide. Or. Padya js a recipient of several prestigious national
and State level awards notably. UGC Mational Research Fellowship Award' by
the University Grant Cornmissian, Mew Delhi. "Gopalrao Vidwansh Vangmaya
Puraskar'-2017 by Maharashtra Rajya Sahitya akademi,"The Women Achiever's
Award"-2019 by Inner wheel Club of Bombay Airport and *The Best Teacher
Award® by The University of Mumbai. She is associated with various academic
bodies and administrative commitiees at the University of Mumbai and other
Indian universities, besides being an Executive Member at The Association of
Study of Ginan, London (UK)

Urvashi Manuprasad Pandya

Mumbai, Maharashtra, India
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Anahata

Urvashi Manuprasad Pandya
“The Wounds given by the fiends piercing the skin
Digging all the inner lavers, reaching to the bones,
You have been healing for vear and vears, months and days-
With your sofl and sweet twitlering

This is the only reason,

At this moment once again my skin has become soll and golden.
May the sweet humming drop down Carrying the mind away
Drowning in 1o endless depths from the killing whirlpool.

Athe pouring river on the borders of the bed

Of which both the ending filled

With plenty of Food and grain.

Behind that the rushing and hiding crowed of Demons.,

All their weapons | devices and intrigues are Fruitless.

Hoe fearless and vital is my life before death- Just because of vou.
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the Director of National Gandhi Museum, Mew Delhi.

Varsha Das
New Delhi, India
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Vargha Das

Dr. Varsha Das writes fiction, non-fiction, poetry, radio plays and also for children
in Gujarati, Hindi and English; and translates from Bangla, English, Gujarati, Hindi,
Marathi and Odia. Her journey as a writer started in her teens, and the first award
she received was when she was 18 from the Government of Gujarat. She is the
recipient of several awards frarm the organizations like Central Sahitya Akadermi,
MWew Delhi, Gujarati Sahitya Parishad, Ahmedabad, Soka University, Tokyo, etc.
Her poems are included in several anthalogies jn India and abroad, She is the
former Director of Mational Book Trust, India and after her retirement served as



The Sky

I thought I was the coveted serene tranquil blue sky
and was happy with my transparent light body
But at night T wrned dark, opaque n heavy

in which the moon and the stars shone brightly!

As the day broke, I umed vermillion
and at noon, burning yellow,
Am I changing my clothes so fast?

Or | have no clothes, 50 no colour can last!

Dwust particles and the sun paint me,
adorn me even with the rainbow,
1 am admired till the rainbow lades,

what a transient existence | have!

To be frank, Tam an everlasiing vast space,
anyone can cul across me with case,

birds, balloons,

planes, rockets, shooting stars...anything,

Because I'm all embracing space, indeed!
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Yogesh Joshi is a significant, versatile and eminent Gujarati language poet,
writer and translator of both fiction and non-fiction works. His poetry is marked
by its linguistic simplicity and by a sense of wonder towards one’s emnvironment.
He has received several important awards from prestigious literary foundations!
institutions. Since a decade and a half, he is editing widely circulated literary
manthly *Parab®, published by Gujarati Sahitya Parishad, Ahmedabad. A retired
Deputy General Manager BSML, he lives and waorks in Ahmedabad, Gujarat and
Canada.

Yogesh Joshi
Ahmedabad, Gujarat, India
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Just Fly

(Translation of Yogesh Joshi Telugu Poem is done by Udayan Thakker)
Yogesh Joshi f Udayan Thakker

Let me look
then look some more

then turn into the act of looking

Letl me wrile
then write some more

then turn into the act of writing

Let me walk
then walk some more

then turn into the act of walking

Feathers ah! So beauwtiful
But il they be a burden 1o Mying
then

ol what use are they?

llet go

of all my feathers
and fly

ever s0 high

just [y
Let me fly

then My some more

then turn into the act of ying
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Amir Or

Amir Or
Bet El, bet el, 1srael
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Amir Or, a leading Israeh poet, has published 14 poetry books. His work was
translated into 45 languages, and was published in 30 books in Europe, America
and Asia. Or's poetry won him national and international awards, including the
Prime Minister's Prize, Fulbright Award for Writers, the 2015 Stefan Mitrov Ljubisa
literary award, the 2016 European Atlas of Lynics prize and the 2019 Homer
Eurapean Medal of Al and Poetry. He published 2 novels, a book of selected
essays, and 11 books of his translations from English, Ancient Gresek and other
languages. Or is the founder of Helicon Poetry Society and the Hebrew-Arabic
Poetry School. He has served as national coordinatar of the UN.-sponsored
Poets for Peace, national editor for international magazines, and editor of Catuv
poetry series



N
I Look Through the Monkeys' Eyes

Amir Or
1 look through the monkeys’ eves
as they play with my skull in the treetops.
I'm lified with the cagle as he flies
because my entrails are in his;
in the belly of the carth
I craw] with worms
who ate my eves oul of their sockels;
Tam green, T grow in the grass

that my rotting flesh makes rich.

O my body

How you have grown!
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Dorit Weisman

Dorit Weisman
Jerusalem, Israel

98

NN

YUY DRTIP ATYEI 0D ER
P93

"2iN2 7Y 1T ey
APY 2hD7 T8 1X2
n"_!_?_;‘IR "IN

RIp7 X

MWD MWIR,P7 APem I
atrseh

TIwRE DYR NI, TPY 8y
137 NPTy

RPN 72,2
Ty TR Iy m

7 DR 192

Dorit Weisrman, an award-winning poet with international repute, is a
multi-dimensional writer. She is also a novelist, a translator, an editor, a
film-maker and a literary organizer, She is a recipient of the EASAL (European
Acadermy of Sciences, Arts and Letters), 2018, of the International Poetry Prize
Alfonso Gatto 2016 (Salerng, Italy), the prestigious Yehuda-Amichai Prize for
Poetry and the Prime-hMinister Prize Tor |srael writers, 2003. She has published
10 volumes of poetry, two prose books, two translation books (poems of the
writer and poet Charles Bukowski) and she is the edaor of an Antholoagy of 1sraeli
Waormen Social Protest Poetry — *The Naked Queen.”



Bravi [1]/ Dorit Weisman

A lovely voung woman reads poetry
in the park.

A sparrow sings inside me

Here is where poetry should be writlen
1 say

not read

This is music for the body, the poct
from New Zealand says

Linden irees, says the poet's wile
silling nexi o me

Bravi, the lialian says,

is plural, bravo is for singular
We all applaud.
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Dr. Hayim Abramson taught languages and Jewish studies. He s the
author of Shirat HaMNeshamah - (in Hebrew). This book can be seen at:
httpffhayimabramson.com. The site has poermns and stones in Hebrew and
Spanish He has published in Amaravati PFoetic Prism. Prosophia, The Deronda
Heview, The Seventh Quarry, Voices and in e-zines. He appeared in Conlempaorary
World Haiku. He was a judge far the Poetry Contest of the Miriam Felicia Lindberg
Memornial Foundation, He is an optimist and his subjects of interest are: On
Sources of Artistic Inspiration; Haiky Thoughts; Motes on the Holocaust; Torah,
the Land and the Jewish People; The Individual Within the Community;, Emunab
(faith); Qutlook on Life,

Hayim Abramson
Bet El, bet el, 1srael
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[7970] I Came Across Moles

Hayim Abramson
We have a vard and garden, a lovely corner full of flowers,
But moles came and created endless holes.
I wanied 1o expel them, and T 1old them they must go out!
They complained, why should we go?
Are we like pirates, thieves?
Mow, this is our new home, and they gave me their reasons.
See, they told me, we make the holes like wnnels,
To enter and exit, and we still miss more and more.
They showed me their muscles and ieeth
See, we use them, and we get stronger, do vou feel them?
Okay, they said, do not offer something like that,
Because we are not interested in Potosi's silver mines,
We do not want to have silver or diamonds
We are here; take care ol us as il we would be vour customers,
1 told vou, cunning robbers, about such a thing,
You have destroyed my rose plants.
They were angry and talked: What did you think of it?

He insults us, and it does not work! They lell quickly.
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A HINDI

1.C.U

Das A. 5.
Secanty twigs,
arid rivers;
no doves perch on temples no more,

Caesarean mantle,
fractured sky;
social distancing lights offshore.

FUER T TR /Y |
AIF BaIF 2F AIT 6% 9968 ||

Irrational air,
colors in despair;
lost numbers plead for one last repair.

Fatiguing time,
inter-dimensional pine;
are we feeling nostalgic about primitive signs?

FRIAR T TETRE |
AIF 6aIg 28 AIF 067 a6 ||

Slaughterhouse abode,
extinction roads;
unfold not another seismic autograph.

FIAR T TETHE |
AIF BaIg 2F AIT 969 |96 ||

His poems are a part of few anthologies and poetry festivals namely Efflorescence
by Chennai Poetry Circle, Glomag by Glory Sasikala, The Virtual Reality (Sparrow
Publishers), Guntur Int. Poetry Fest and many more. A5's a proud member of Soul
Scriber's Society, Salem that curates Yercaud Poetry Festival every year.

Das A. 5.
Salem, Tamil Madu, India
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Scanty twigs,

arid rivers;

no doves perch on temples no more.
Caesarcan mantle,

fractured sky;

social distancing lights offshore.
Vagabonding pilgrimage on wounded green,
Clay peels ofT clay from scene unseen,
Irrational air,

colors in despair;

lost numbers plead for one last repair.
Fatiguing time,

inter-dimensional pine;

are we feeling nostalgic about primitive signs?
Vagabonding pilgrimage on wounded green,
Clay peels ofT clay from scene unseen,
Slaughterhouse abode,

cxlinction roads;

unfold not another seismic autograph.
Vagabonding pilgrimage on wounded green,

Clay peels ofT clay from scene unseen,
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Das A. 5.
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disadvantaged children | teach.

Divya Sinha
Gurgaon, Haryana, India

Divya Sinha

Divya Sinha stays in Delhi, India. Retired after 30 years of service with the central
government in May, 2015, She had many stories and poems running in her head
for years which She has begun to put to paper now. These include poems for the
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Lockdown

A thin fluffy cloud cover spread over the blue sky,
All stilled into silence, man stands transfixed.
What moves is the wind,

Strong winds cradling the leaves of trees.

The sky is calm, no sound of aeroplanes;

Divya Sinha

Kites Mying under the cloud cover in rhythmic circles,

Sovereign, unshackled.
Man is apprehensive, frightened,

The city is asleep.

Dealening silence.

The only noise is chirping of birds,

Garrulous, chattering parrots lying home.
Streets are colourless, colour is visible in the sky,
In Mowers, in new leaves;

In butterfTies, dancing around the Mowers.

The whole world seems under a charm.

In this silence, drving matiresses under the sun remind me of granny’s courtvard;

And the sleepy palace of the fairyiale covered with briar rose.

For the lorest 1o survive, should the eity always be under lockdown?

Man quarantined?
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been helping the needy children.

Ashok Bhandari
Panchkula, Haryana, India
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Ashok Bhandari

Ashok Bhandari “Nadir’ has been writing constantly from several years and
published 17 books. Associated with Bhandan Adabi Trust since 2011 and has
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A soothing song emanates through eternity

shimmering my home, ensuing divinity
all gather in the sofi calming hymn

endearing love hath my heart to the brim

hazel eves get teary longing your stay

rain shower embracing my wondrous today

memoirs of love embosoming my emotions

filling my dreams with smiles ambrosian

scattering sweet fragrance throughout the trail

in sofl, gentle air like a dancing veil

a desire 1o embellish me with all things fine

nothing’s worthy to make you mine

my yearning wishes have come true

this song is a hymn ol eternal love for you

bereft soul filled by the sunshine you impart
has enchanted MNadir to give thou his heart
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A INDONESIA

Aroma Khas Ikan Tengiri

Akhmad Cahyo Setio
Tujuh puluh lima tahun usia negeriku ini

Bukan lagi berkumis di bibirmu tapi telah berubah menjadi uban

Ya, pohon bakau pun bahkan telah roboh menjadi karang dan hilang

Sepanjang usia ini aku merindu

Wanita-wanita tangguh memakai kain sanggul di kepala
Menyusun rapi ikan-ikan tengiri yang telah diberi garam
Sembari menanti terik matahari di setiap pagi

Aroma khas pun berhembus melekat di memori

Laki-laki tangguh datang menepi
Berduyun-duyun membawa senyum pada anak istri
Kapal-kapal berlabuh di sepanjang bibir pantai

Datang pergi silih berganti

Kini apakah kapal-kapal telah tenggelam? apakah layar telah robek?
Apakah tengiri-tengiri telah mati? Di mana aroma yang melekat di memori?

Aku hanya melihat gundukan tanah dengan gedung-gedung tinggi di sepanjang bibir pantai

Akhmad Cahyo Setio is one of the literary activists from Banjarmasin Indonesia,
He has participated in various literary actnities bath locally and internationally, His
poems have been featured to in the intermational multiingual poetry anthology
Amaravati Poem Prism 2018 Some OF his poerms have been published in a jaint
anthology, Besides being an the activist Of literature, he is a teacher al Baluharang
Elementary School in Mantewe. He lives in the Rejosan, Mantewe Tarah Bumbu.

Akhmad Cahyo Setio
South Kalimantan, Indonesia
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Special Scarf of between Fish

Akhmad Cahyo Setio
Seventy five vears old of mycountry
Mo longer a mustache on vour lips but has turned gray

Yes,even mangrove trees have collapsed into coral and are missing

All about this | missed

The women wear chignons on their heads
Arrange the sali-coated mackerel fish

While waiting for the hot sun every morning

The distinctive aroma also blows in the memory

The tough man came to the side
Flocking to bring smiles to their children and wives
The ships docked along the shoreline

Come and co
MNow have the ships sunk?is the screen torn?

Are the mackerels dead?Where is the scent lingering in memory”

I only saw a mound of dirt with tall buildings along the beachling
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A ITALIAN

E GIUGNO

Flaminia Cruciani

E gugme il cielo & un tossato di luce

i predaron stanchi dormono ned campi di geano | demoni sono innamaoran.
1l brigante commosso dal gelsomino

porta in dono una artaraga alla vecchia madre

il ecadavere ¢ ubmaco ¢ doome fine all®allsa

la morte ha perso 1a faloe net bacili d'oro delle gneseree.

1L sempre gingno nei moi occhi verdemarrone |,

dove poso il senso del mio uragano sai, anch'io mi perdo infinitamente pin di e
nelle mie spalle eremite, nei versi che trano dadi trueean

ma tutto accade amore ¢ come dice [ loce I vita ¢ imminente

€ m nasci ogni giomao infinitamente pii di me, nel mo srelo arboreo

con corageio cammini ¢ ridi nel fruccto impastaro di sole sull’ Appia antica
dove continuiameo a giocare a cacci al tesoro con Babbo Natale.

MNon ndimensionare il volo della tua rondine

sottrait alle aspettatve, non perdere e stessa sep lama vertgine.

Werrd o a visitarti a capo chino come si entra in un bosco sacro

imparerd il sangue alato del solstizio e m'insegnerai | canu dei tood nids.

Liamore non fa domande, 11 o nome € una preghiera non me ne 0o mal accort,

Dr. Flaminia Cruciani, an Italian poet, graduated in “Archeology and History of
Ancient Near East Art®, and later received her Ph.Duin "Oriental Archeology®,
has published in 2008 "Sorso di notle potabile” Lietocolle, “Lapidarium®, in
2015 "Puntoacapo”, in 2016 "Sermiotica del male Campanotto, in 2017 "Piano
di evacuazione®, Samuele Editore, in 2018 “Lezioni di immortalitd®, Mondadori
and “We were quiet in the same language’, in 2018 by Gradiva Publications,
Mew York. In 2018, she has also published "Chora®, a book written with llana
Caifig, Spagine Fonda Verri, She is a Member of the Académie Européenne Des
Sciences, Des Arts £t Des Lettres of France.,

Flaminia Cruciani
Roma, Italy
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It’s June

Flaminia Cruciani
It’s June the sky is a deep trench of lLight
the tired predators sleep in the fields of wheat the demons have fallen in love.
Affected by the jasmine the highway robber
brings his old mother the gift of a wrtle,
the corpse is drunk and sleeps till dawn
Death has lost its scythe in broom’s golden bowls.
It's always June in your brown-green eyes where

I lay down the sense of my hurricane You know, | too go astray far more than you

but everything happens, love and as the light says life is ready to happen

and vou are born every day far more than, | do in yvour arboreal stem

bravely you walk and laugh in the orchard thick with sunlight on the Appian Way
where we continue our treasure hunt with Sania Claus,

Don’t scale back vour swallow’s

Night shirk expectations, don’t lose yoursell lollow your dizzying heighis.

I'll be the one visiting vou with bent head as one enters a sacred wood

Il learn the solstice™s winged blood and yvou will teach me the songs of vour nests,

Love asks no questions. Your name is a prayer [ had never noticed that.
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A JAPANESE

KUY D DI A Tz % il 7k

Takatoshi Goto

Dr. Takatoshi GOTO M.D., PhD, graduated from the Jichi Medical University

« Graduate School. He is a recipient of the Sweden Haiku Prize- 1997 and many
maore. He has many published haiku collections to his credit. Dr. Takatoshi GOTO
is the Vice President of Japan Haiku Association.

Takatoshi Goto
Utsunomiya, Tochigi-ken, Japan
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Playing ducks and drakes

Takatoshi Goto
the stone disappeared into the Milky Way
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Vasanthkumar Perla

Dr. Vasanthkumar Perla, M. A&, Ph. D. and a Diploma holder in Journalism with 1
rank, is a well-known writer and poet bath in Kannada and Tulu, and has published
over &5 books including collections of poetry, shorl stories, research articles,
travelogues, compilations etc. which have been honoured with several awards.
Dr. Perla is a versatile personality in the field of literature, journalism, theatre,
electronic media and cinema. His works have been translated into Konkani, Tuly,
Malayalam, Telugu, Tamil, Punjabi and English etc. He has served as a journalist at

the beginning of his career and then served All India Radio for 30 years- as Station

Vasanthkumar Perla
Mangaluru, Karnataka, India
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Director in different parts of Kamataka, He is a recipient of Tulu Sahitya Academy
award and Rapyotsava award.
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Keep the Windows Shut

(Translation of Vasanthkumar Perla Kannada Poem is done by Artha Perla)
Vasanthkumar Perla / Artha Perla

You've opened the windows a little too much
Either shut the lower hall or

Close it with the curtains.

Air, dust, dirt is entering in

Burning the eves and those insccts. ..
Windows are meant to

Open us in 1o wide world

For fresh air and light

To peck at strangers and talk,

Hustle bustle of the streeis

And those petty fights

Children are studving

Father is praying

And it’s my-sell study time,

Disturbing the solitude

Commotion of the streets

Making way in to the house!

ITrritating! Let it just go by away from sight
Let us safeguard what is ours.

We would be haggled!

Such a disdain! Keep the windows shut

Let the house remain, a house.
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KARBI

Kalengmaha, Nang Vanglote Nesengve Lun Lun...

Kalengmaha,
Ajam kethepikpik atalopi nangkapdet si
Puan ajak akahelo nangkangjar,

MNangvengkong, Nang arveng
Kangtang, Ne ke matha un’e.

Kelak chibikok si
Heloving adet pen ne havar an
MNangkahumri, Nangkapatelanglang. ..

Kalengmaha,

MNang vanglote Mesengve lun lun titi.

Sengkarong alun, Kachoro alun,
Kachikimodun alun.

Me havar an kevang pen
Alir-alon nangkepi iekang
MNe thangnat ta nangchipidun move.

La nesengve alun ijir pen
MNang kachevoithu ahut
Nangchepadidundun bompo dei.

Kalengmaha,
Moning ta chetongthu lonang non apor
Puthot.

Longbir Terang
Diphu, Assam, India
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Longhir Terang

Longbir Terang, a freelancer, poet and translator from Diphu, Karbi Anglong. He
has written two books in Karbi: *Karbi Ahirjir Akfon g Afam Kan gsirdam Vol 1°
(2019) and "Sen queddundr Vol 1° (2019). He also co-translated Karon Hansepi's
ook into English titled *Me and My Shadow”-poetry collection. He has co-edited
‘Sengve Arlo Aharchi Archirn® (Karbi) poetry collection, Samsing Hanse's "Kumlin'
(Karbi)-poetry collection and ‘Rumir’ (Karl,)) ballad. His poems both in Karbi and
English are published in varied national and regional poetry anthologies. Longhbir
Terang is interested in research activities to promote Karbi culture, literature and
identity. His hobby includes istening to music, travelling and compaosing poems.
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Amur Falcon- Whenever You Come, My Heart Sings
(Translation of Longbir Teramg Karbi Poem is done by Serlibon Timungpl)

Longbir Terang / Serlibon Timungpi
Amur Falcon,
You've soared across long skies

And long seas and oceans.

I can’t fathom

your mighty wings and feathers.

Carefree and inexhaustible
You ve flown over from alar

And come 1o visil us.

O Amur Falcon!

Whenever you come, my heart sings.

A song of happiness
A song of thanktfulness

A song ol memaorics,

You've visited my land and made it more beautiful

How may [ repay you?

But whenever you'll depart
T will bid vou a happy farcwell

Humming vour song in my heart.
O Amur Falcon,

Every year at the same time

We'll meet again.
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Ali Shaida, a poet and writer from Kashmir, India, writes poetry and prose in
Kashmin, Urdu and English. He is a post-graduate in Economics and retired
as Vice President, JEK Bank. An author of seven books, he represents the
South Kashmir literary organisation '"Maraz Adbi Sangarm’, and is the editor of
its maaqazine "Veth Agur’. He is also the Vice Chairman (South) of Jammu and
Kashmir Cultural Confederation

Ali shaida
Nepora Anantnag Kashmir, India

118 Amsravats Poctic Paten | 2020 | Kashmiri



VN

I can’t Pen down......

Ali shaida
For my letters are put up with the siratum ol abrasions
Words are perforated with pellets. meaning buried in unheard of the graveyard
The sheets are caten up by mesh
Every breath of pen is sealed
Ink is like 1ear drops [rozen
My themes are impassive
Lying at the merey ol boxes
And voice hanging at the drop
The sun of my senses 1s seiting on the way (o curfewed deseri
The moon and the stars tremble on account of beating
And the window sills are gut wrenched by smolder of explosives
In between the lines the cheerless faces, doubtful identity
Unrest is the attire of my souls like a coflin
From a village of the lightening 1 belong to
Amongst the wild wind I am but a threat
What should 1 write._... [ can’t compose a song

I can™t wrile
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Wilzon Roshan Sequeira
Karnataka Mangaluru, India
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Wilson Roshan Sequeira

Wilson Kateel (real name: Wilson Roshan Sequeira) is an established poet and
lyricist in Konkani and Kannada. He is the Editor of Literary bilingual Magazine
‘Brso’ and Associate editor of Konkani Literary e-zine “kittall.com'. So far, he has
publizhed four poetry collections: Pavle (2011). Deek Ani Peek (201 4), Tasveenth
(2015) and Encounter (2016). He is a recipient of the prestigious vimla v Pai
Poetry Award-201 7 for his poetry collection *Encounter”
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Water Drops — 2050

(Translation of Wilsen Reshan Sequeira Konkani Poem is done by Florine Reche)
Wilson Roshan Sequeira / Florine Roche

Upon examining the tongue of a farmer
The doctor wrote a prescription -
Drink three times a day

10-10 ml water!”

Cars worth crores like Benz, BMW
Stopped aside 1o make way lor
water tanker that sped away

with a single Siren!

Important news :
Securily guard killed by thieves

Who looted a Borewell!

“5 years ol punishment

tor shedding blood

And 10 years lor or wasling waler
To wash the blood stains™

Historic judgement by the court!
A board in front of

A ration shop -

Water sold out!
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Bibha Kumari
Jharoda majara, Bur
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Bibha Kumari

Or. Bibha Kurmari, an Asst. Professor of Hindi at the IP College for Women, Delhi
University, and an avid reader, had a penchant for writing since her childhood,
Many of her stories, poems, literary critigues and rdiews have been published
in national and international anthologies, academic journals, magazines and
e-zines. Ber since her debut as a Maithili poet delegate at the CCVA's International
Multilingual Poets” Meet-2016 at Vijayawada, she is a regular at poets’ meets in
the Maithili language that include Kawitn Sammelan-2018 of Maittili Bhojpuri
Academy of Delhi and Sahityotsav programme of Kendriya Sahitya Akademi,
Delhi. With 7 books and 1 book as co-author to her credit, besides. Sderal
chapters in academic and literary books., Bibha is currently warking on a research
project titled "Maithili Asmita Vimarsh' of Maithili Bhojpur Academy.

ari, Delhi, India
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NaturaNaturans.
(Translation of Bibha Kumari Maithill's Poem is done by Sumit Nandan)
Bibha Kumari / Sumit Nandan

CuckooofCuckoos
CallingolCrows,
Couldsavourprofusely
bylettingmyhairdown
InthisLockdown.

Thebeingol Thy
IscoexistentwitheveryOther,
Dawnedonme

WhilecombatingCorona,thePandemic.

WateraswellasAir
Distillediotheoptimal

Wheneeblackenedsmogreceded.

MativeSoilemergedasOasis
TheonlyResortlodarzed-laredmigrants,
TotheFacelessCrowd

Uprooted& Derecognized.

Othersbeing There jam Here
InCohabitationwitheveryOther
ThisiscalledEco-sysiem,

TheElanvital NaturaNaturans.
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Anoop M R translates from English to Malayalam and vice versa, and works

as a language teacher. His poems in Malayalam have been published in many
natable magazines. Ubhayajeevitharm (2006), Athmapravasam (2011) and Havva
(201 7) are his published poetry collections.

Anoop MR
Palakkad, Kerala, India
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Tea Mark

In the years we lived as human beings they were in stables.

In single rooms with walls only in dreams.

That I too should bear that sin, with the shock that this tea will not fade from
the lungs I'll be asleep.

Do they remember the pinches of tomorrow at the moment of death?

Are vou frustrated with the endless future of building and building?
They are still there,

Those who need to fuel our vehicles millions of vears later.

IT they are still buried, their ancestors will be buried without a trace.
Care should be 1aken to cover the cold solitary conflinement of those who
have never lived.

I have to serve them a drink other than tea and pul them in my living room.
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Pankajam Kottarath
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Pankajarm Kottarath, a bilingual poetfnovelist writing in English and Malayalam,
has nineteen published books, including eleven books of poems and one
translated into French. She is one of the editors of ‘Teesta Review®. Her articles,
poems, book reviews/papers have been widely publishedfanthologized. Her
poetry has been discussed in detail in the book ‘Femininity-FPoetic Endeavaurs’
and also in the book "History of Contemporary Indian English Poetry®. Under 50
women poets from India. She is the recipient of Oriental Poetry Award 2076, one
of the receipients of Ravindranath Tagore Award for Poetry International 2017
and 2018, Bharat Award for Shorl Stories International 20017, 2008 and 2019,
Shree Atal Behari Vajpayee Award 2019, Rock Pebbles National Literary Award
2019 and Cochin Litfest Poetry Prize-2019.

Pankajam Kottarath
Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India
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Separations

The pool I used to swim in vanished somewhere
Rivers became thin, forests turned into houses.
Fields are markets, old houses depressed

Agcd people embrace loneliness in large houses,

Born in the mountains, rivers smiled and danced,
embraced valleys, They have souls and desires.
Betore dissolving into the sea

they long to kiss the shores,

Springs dried up and shrunk to their bones,
rivers beg lor rains

Lo cross boundaries and seizc the shores.

They are committed 1o recover what has been lost,
Having denied access to the earth and the sky
when Gandharvas personificd as clouds pour down
1o embrace Apsaras, the celestial maidens,

rivers and shores become ecstatic.

I hear the rivers pray to Lord Shiva

1o let Bhageeratha lead them 1o the sky.
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dancer who experiments visual aspects of poetry.

Seena Sreevalson
Kerala, India

Seena Sreevalson is a biligual poet | translator and editor from Kerala, India, She
writes poetry in Enghsh and Malayalam. She has presented her poems in several
national and international poetry fests. Her poems have also been featured
in many international poetry anthologies. She has compiled and edited two
International anthologies of English poems The Current and Global poetry which
consists poems fram 40 nations across the Globe, She has directed two editions
of Prime Poetry Festival , Kerala 2019,and 2020. She has received Poonthanam
Yuva Sahithya Puraskaram for her Malayalam anthology. She is also a classical
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Of Earth

Gentle , Wild , Decp

Inclining to which word

Should I draw you?

Fingers ask in a confusing tone.
The wind soflly pats pelals
And calls out.

Something incorporcal

Falls on my ear.

Silence sireiches out iis rools

Sending messages to the water ways.

The carth sings

The earth dances

The carth kisses

Wings are torn in the fingerprints
Wild flics lose their way

Fed up with the dry rivers.

Finally we see an inanimate caged

Inside the womb.
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MALAY

RINTIHAN ALAM

Semalam

kuterpandang wajah svamsu
kehangatannya mendingin,
Semalam

Kuterpandang wajah rembulan
Kedinginannya membara,
Semalam

Kuterpandang wajah samudera
Ketenangannya bergelora.
Semalam

Kuterpandang wajah langit
Ketulusannya berbalam.,

Tatkala alam bermuram durja

menyerbu bayu merah dengan gagah langkah,

Mengembangkan putih kepak
mengibaskan hijau kisah
mengukuhkan kuning kuasa
merubah rona alam

menjadi hitam dan muram!

Raja Rajeswari Seetha Raman

Or. Raja Rajeswari Seetha Raman, hails from Kuala Kurau, Perak, Malaysia. She

Raja Rajeswari Seetha Raman
Selangor, Malaysia
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is a poet, researcher, certified translator, literary critic and essayist. Her poems
are in 150 anthologies published by leading publications, local and international,
Her English poerms are compiled in the book Malaysian Literature in English.
She has been awarded Cyber Poetry Award (2003, 2004), First Prize Online
Ramadan Poetry organized by esastera.com (2004), The National Literary Award
(2006-2007), Darul Ridzuan Literary Prize (2016, 2018), Citra Sahabat DBP Award
(2018), Ecology Award from Rivas, Central America (2018), Mewadev Laurel
Award from Amilor Banda, UR India {2018) NUMERA Srnikandi Award (2018) and
Suryodhana Literary Award (2020). Four poems of Raja Rajeswari are Malay
songs now. Her poems have been translated into Thirty five world languages.
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Lamentation of the Universe

Yesterday

caught sight of sun’s appearance
ember gets cooler.

Yesterday

caught sight of moon’s appearance
chilliness embers.

Yesterday

caught sight of ocean’s appearance
calmness in wrbulence,

Yesterday

caught sight of sky’s appearance
singerity fading,

In a irice

red breeee raided

rolled out its white wing

dusted off its green story
intensificd its yvellow influence
altered the colors of the universe

to dismal black!
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English.

Shubha Khandekar
Kalyan East, Maharashtra, India

Shubha Khandekar

Shubha Khandekar, with a keen interest in history and archaeology, s the
author-illustrator of ArchaeoGiri — A Bridge Between the Archaeologist and the
Common Man — an infotainment — book on Indian archaeology. She has been
a journalist and communications consultant and writes poetry in Marathi and
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Earth and Moon

Shubha Khandekar
Hello. hello, where are you speaking from?” From the moon in
the sky!
How did vou reach there” By a lunar spacecraft. How did vou
crafl it? By acquiring knowledge.
How did vou acquire knowledze? By reading books,
How did you make books? By binding paper together.
How did vou get paper? By lelling trees,
Oh I see. And how did vou make the trees? I didn’t. Who made
them? I don’t know.
When and how was the tree made? Don’t know, never gave it a
thought.
Ok, now tell me, what's there on the moon.
No Mower, no leal, no bird, no beast, no air no water---
Pits and cralers, pitch darkness, cold and oppressive heat!
Hey, that’s a lalse moon, abandon it! T can sec the real moon
from here
It’s playing hide-n-seck through tree afler tree
It’s spilling through the laughter of the baby and smiling
through the beloved’s blush
It’s pervading the lake and the river, the song and the verse,
the story and the lullaby!
You've developed fast and achieved much, but come back while
there’s still time
Hold back the development steed, tum around, think for a
momeni
Put in order the technology paraphernalia, lest it swallows up
vour path for return

And lorce us 1o embrace on the real earth, the false moon!
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Venkatesh Kulkarni, by profession, js working in the Agn Input sector as a Sales
& Marketing Head. He is a poet and a ghazal wnter in Marathi, He also writes
stories and blogs in Marathi. His Ghazals are set to music and sung by Marathi
singers. He also runs Sahitya Kalta in Hyderabad. a platform for facilitating
karathi Literature - writing, recitation and presentation at different levels. Theatre
activities are also being performed under the aegis of Sahitya Katta. Vienkatesh's
Marathi poetry and Ghazal collection are under the publication process

Venkatesh Kulkarni
Hydernagar, TS, Hyderabad, India
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Ghazal: When I spoke a little

They accused me, when 1 spoke a little

Raised argumentis, when T spoke a little

Modesty is always nonviolenl

Spears pierced the heart, when T spoke a liule

Infamous | became, when | spoke a litle

They cook conspiracy, when 1 spoke a little

The world is lull of pampers. ..

Called me “Messiah’. when I spoke a little

They warned me “to be carcful’

Frightened o themselves, when | spoke a litle

Everyone is greedy to intoxicate

“Filled the glass™, when I spoke a liule
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MIZO

TLANG

Engkim aia sédngin
van lam banin

kum sang tam tak
in ding tawh maw —
tldng sang te u,

a mak mang e!

In lakah chuan hringmi,
thilsiam chungnung ber hi
alang té ndue;

Siamtu thawk khum mi nung
a rilrua chatuan awm niin

a hmuh leh ngaihtuah zawng
chunga |én tumin

ni tin a feh chhuak

Tlang sanga lawn aiin
mahni in thunun

a ropui zawk tih

a hresilo.

Malsawmi Jacob
Bengaluru, Karnataka, India
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Malsawmi Jacob

Malsawmi Jacob is a bilingual poet, writer and occasional translator between
Mizo language and English. She has published 9 books: 2 books of poems, 2
short story collections, 2 children’s fiction, 2 narrative non-fiction and 1 novel,
Her novel "Zorarmi & Rederntion Song' 1s a prescrbed reading in two university
campuses and widely read by research scholars.
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Mountains

How tall you stand
towering above all
reaching for the sky
mighly mountains!
You have stood thus

thousands of years

How puny seems man,
crown ol creation

beside vour gigantic size
ageless existence!

Yet with life-breath in being
elernity in mind

he sets out 1o subdue

all he sees and dreams

Little does he know
there’s no glory
In conquering you

but in conquering sell.
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Keshab Sigdel is a creative writer, translator and editor. He is the author of two
poetry books Samaya Bighatan (Dissolution of Time, 2007) and Colour of the

y Sun (Slovenia, 201 7). editar of An Anthology of Contemporary Nepali Poetry (Big
Bridge, USA, 2016), he also edits literary magazines Of Nepalese Clay, Rupantaran
and Planetanat. His recent translation works include Nepali translation of Modern
Chinese poetry), Migena: Sashwat Aawa) (Mepali translation of contemparary
Nigerian poetry) and Shades of Colours (English translation of indigenous Nepali
poetry). He is the International Coordinating Committee Member of World Poetry
mMovernent based in Colurmbia and the vice president of the Society of Nepal
Writers in English. He is the recepient of Bhanubhakta Gold Medal (Culture
Ministry of Mepal, 2014), Kalashree Srijana Puraskar (2015), Rock Pebbles
Literature Award (India, 2018), Yuva Varsa Moti Puraskar (Mational Youth Fund,

2018) and Gujarat Sahitya Academy Award (2020).

Keshab Sigdel
Kathmandu, Nepal
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With the Waves of Rara

Deceiving the pine trees standing in seniry
The moon Mirts with the lake

In response

The lake creates ripples of waves

And splashes as il il were a rebearsal of an enticing dance
Of a winter might!

The moon, as always,

Contines ils own course

In that caliginous might

The lake sees the moon’s revived youlthlulness
Tts seductive appearance

Excites the lake

And it liberates in the waves.

In the hight of the moon

The lake appears miriguing

My sickening heart

Becomes even more impatlient

And, to pacify the unquenched desires

My imagination dives mto the lake,

As the night exceeds

The breathe of hostlers

Evaporate and dissolve in the sky

Andd the horses moving from the alleys nearby
Wiake up the Lazy sleeps

With their neck-bells.

Travelers with their bag-packs

Spend a night in the tents at the bank of Rara
Amed amscioasly wiit for the sum o come oul
In the moming.

They pick up their cameras

And ¢lick a photograph

Of the sun's reflection

U the lake,

T keep waiting

For the moon o come back agam;

When the birds and horses sleep

Wearing the night's somber

1 prepare mysell 1o consume

The excitement of the lake

Rippling towards the edges

In the obscene light of the moon!
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Heart.

Agnivesh Mahapatra
Bhubaneswar QOdisha, India

Agnivesh Mahapatra is a motivational speaker, trainer & counsellor
the Book of Life and expresses his take by means of poetry. & winner of Missim
International Prize 2019,he’s known far developing a new form of poetry called
Tnone, a collection of which is his debut book—Midnight Musings. Writing with
equal flair in English, Hindi and Odia, he's much acclaimed as a gifted reciter. He
introduces himself as — A Poet by Speech, A Philosopher in Head & A Lover at

Agnivesh Mahapatra

who reads
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Durva and Humans

Since four days, mother's been asking me

To bring some durva.

She'll fast, do her son's aarti. placing durva on her head.
It's been two days. I've been looking lor a fistful of Durva
But haven't found even a handful of soil.

Grandpa used 1o say, durva and humans are alike.
Both have the capacity to spread, both are social,
Both are offerings to God, dear to Him!

Where there is durva, there live humans

The soil that has no durva, has no habitation,

Saying it all, mother looks from the seventh floor balcony
On the tiled ground, seen are running shoes and wheels

Mo stars are seen on the sky, only lights from higher towers
The dazzle blinds and shakes her memories of the village.
In the city, stars 1o, like soil, are invisible!

Between this smoke-clad sky and cement sheathed ground
Humans have neither roots to hold, nor wings to flv.

Here, green refers not to leaves, but tratffic signal

Soil is scen only in Mowerpots and gardens,

Agnivesh Mahapatra

Habitation is there, durva | couldn't find, now am scarching for humans..,

141 Amsravati Poctic Paiaen | 2020 | English



ol

ENeEE STEN En!

Antaryami Mishra

g OF 8 8 ARG GOER

adien 960 A1g

NéT OF 7R FIEE I GEeea /Y

FReEY 081 08 9P e

fPaN FRa edg

caFQ QISR §67 IR gRAIE

goase amap 229 e5g /1
GRS ENETER FYENEE e

SERER WP 66 CER S5

B ART EEW 228 god S6R

KEde owr PF Saga 9 peaeg I/
TREE 19 SEF JIRAR RIgER
PRV FRSeY SRRy

&7 0 fas 90 99 07 co9E0d

@ QS PG gOR @88 7

i 610 LRE0, ¥ POT BN OF

a8 69 JEE @ E81C 99 6Rel
&6¢ A7 SPRE goeD PR SIPE

e e ¢ Peee ede Zedr 1

r

Y
L I

Antaryami Mishra
Puri, Odisha, India
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Antaryami Mishra 15 a bi-lingual poet residing at Chilika Muapada, Puri, India He
works as a senior English lecturer in A, Du C. Junior College Chilika Nuapada |,
Puri . He has contributed to a dozen of anthologies of national and international
repute . He has a collection of 0ODIA poerms —* Maa Mishada ° published (2017)
Hecently his winning poem has been reviewed by a popular literary farum . “The
Haven Furnace'



VN

Chilika
(Translation of Antaryami Mishra's Odia Poem is done by Smruti Ranjan Mohanty)
Antaryami Mishra / Smruti Ranjan Mchanty
The silken birds in the sky
The flower like stars drawing closer
Silvery fishes splashing all through water
Make the mind dance. like dancing water with music sweeler,

Silence Mies away [rom the boatman's voice
Like singing bird , tidal water swells in thirsty souls
Current of darkness or from the moon ceaselessly flows .

A boat found anchored where water hardly stands ai Tour cubit
Along , pushing bamboo pole ., so firm , for the man in a boat
Unusual , sudden storm or fathomless deluge alarming

Have no lear of sweeping . [or .the locale is fond of Moating .

The distant hills eving the absent minded thinker

His pasturing emotion , spol 1o spol roaming

Directions and their limits hike supple words conjugating
Whose guidance signals to script a poem | fresh and charming ?

' my soul crying loud . am a mere cripple for the grand sight
Had 1 only small wings fit like a bird's flight

Carrying twigs and sticks of life , 1 would

Whirl around the sky and Chilika - the colourful vard .
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Bharati Nayak
Bhubaneswar, Odisha, India
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Bharati Mayak

Bharati Mayak is a poet, critic and translator in English and Odia. She is from
Ddisha, an Indian State lying on its eastern coast. Her poems have been
published in many magazines, journals, anthologies and e-books of national
and international repute such as Rock Pebbles, Onissa Review, Utkal Prasang,
Creation and Criticism, Circular Whispers, Nova Literature Poesis, Poelry Agaist
Terro 56 Female Vioices of Poetry, The Four Seasons Poetry Concerto, Tunes
From the Subcontinent, Amaravati Poetic Prism, Glomag, OPA Anthology and
the like. She has published three poetry books: 1. Padma Paada (A poetry book
in Odia language). 2. Words Are Such Perfect Traitors. 3. A Day for Myself,
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EARTHQUAKE

Me, the carth

You see my beautiful face
The beautilul sky and greenerics
Lovely flowers and sweet chirping birds
You dig

Dig and build

Your sky rise

You burn

Burn my woods

You cul

Cut my forest

You stop

Stop my Mow of rivers

The exhausts of your vehicles
The shoots of vour indusiries
The toxins

OF your weapons

Pollute

My water and air

My children

Animals and birds

Forest and flowers

Dic of exhaustion

lery

Cry out of pain

Cry out of anguish
Cry out of anger
Boil and boil, under
My crust

I heave hard

Boil anger

Shake and shake

1 want to bring down
Your sky rise

Crush them 1o the ground
1 become angry

Really angry

I shake vour prides
Crush your vanity

Raze them to the ground
Then I sigh of reliel
And become normal
Once again

1 engage in my creation.
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty
Bhubaneswar, Odisha, India
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty

Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, O.FS, is a multilingual poet, essayist and writer, He is
a published poet and writer and a featured poet of PENTASI B Warld Friendship
Poetry. His writings include essays, shorl stories, poems and novels which are
publizshed in newspapers and in vanous national and international magazines,
journals and anthologies. Working as Finance Officer in Govt of Odisha, he writes
extensively on life, s beauly and intricacies which are widely appreciated.
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Mother

Whenever T approach,

You stay beside in my joy and tear ,

In sacrificing willingness and red letter.

In my livingness and silence .

Sometimes you bicker down like brimming river
And sometimes very walchful as muie witness.

Everywhere is filled vour presence .

From mother's lap to gravevard ,

In tethered spring or flowery ward
Sometimes in rueful summer and clover scent
Only vou are found from the beginning o end
In devastation to [ull grown blend

' Nature

My life and death - on yvour lap

And this carthly journey’s map.

You are my ofT and on beat

For vou I am and my dreamy kite.
' Mother ! Do come .

1 will do up you in greenish skirt
Belore | am lost in your open heart .
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty
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A POLISH

Bialy golab

Alicja Maria Kuberska
Kios powiesil martwego plaka
na konarze uschnigtego dreewa,
Piora jak bialy catun opadly
na kepki trawy 1 plastikowe smieci.

Nie wiem kto 1 dlaczego to zrobil,

po co ukradl gol¢biowi wiatr ze skrzydel.
Co za smutna alegoria- pomyslalam

Oto ludzkosé i Ziemia

Masza #atrula plancta umicra » pragnicnia,

A my rawiesilismy pokaj

Alicja Maria Kuberska is a much-awarded Polish poetess, novelist, journalist and
editor. She is a recipient of several awards and honours notably: distinction (2014)
and rmedal (20158) at Mosside Foetry Competition Italy, statuette in Lithuania
(2071%), Medal of the European Academy Science, Arts and Letters in France (201
8), Award of Cultural Festival International uTra le parclee " infinito Italy (2018),
Balesaw Prus Prize Poland (2019), Animator Kultury Poland(2019) and Premio
Internazionale di Poesia Poseidania-Paestrum ltaly (2019). Mlicja iz a Member of
the Paolish Writers Associations in Warsaw (Poland), E-literaci (Poland) and WA,
Bogdani (Albania), Member of the Directars' Board of Soflay Literature Foundation
(Pakistamand Our Poetry Archive (India). She is the Palish Ambassador of Culture
of The Inner Child Press (USA) and is on the Editonal Advisory Board of India's
Sahitya Anand and IPA Editorial.

Alicja Maria Kuberska
Kujawsko- Pomorskie, Poland
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White dove

Someone hanged a dead bird

on the bough of a withered tree.

Feathers fell like a white shroud

tor the tfis of grass and the plastic garbage.
1 don't know who nor why did it,

why he stole the pigeon's wind from its wings.

“What a sad allegory™. I thought
“Here is humanity and the Earth.
Our poisoned planet is dying ol thirst
And we string up peace.”
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Alicja Maria Kuberska
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VN

Klaniam si¢

Klaniam sig

Tobie

Sosno wysoka

i Tobie

Brrzozo wysmukla
gdy mnic zawodzg
zwierzeta 1 ludzie
prece kore

do serca dreew pukam
Podajg reke
caleziom szumigcym
1 pien obejmujg
crule

W pochmurny ranck
1w dedavsty wicceor

do was

preyiulam sig
Z bélem

Anna Czachorowska
Bes cierpicnia nic rozumic sic szezgscia,
Fiodor Dosiojewski

Anna Czachorowska, a leading Polish poet, is a director of Public Library in

Anna Czachorowska
Mazowieckie, Poland
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Jabtanna. She has published T poetry books, which have been translated into
many languages. Her poetry has been presented in numerous international
anthalogies. She is a recipient of two very prestigious awards: a Glona Artis
medal and a badge: Honoured for Palish Culture
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VN

I bow

I bow

Lo you

vour Pine highness

and to vou

my slender Birch

when animals and people
fail me,

through the bark

to the heart of the trees I knock
I give my hand

Lo the rustling branches
and the trunk 1 embrace
tondly

In the cloudy morning
and rainy evening

with you

1 cuddle

Painfully
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Anna Czachorowska
Without sullering, one does notl understand happiness

Fiodor Dostojewski

Awmaravali Pottic Paisw | 2020 | English



W Dekoracjach Profanum

Ziemio

Dariusz Pacak

wizjo Rzezbiarza Niezmierzonych Przestrzeni

czys szalenstwem mocy Wielkiego Poruszyciela

uniesiona Jego wyobraznia spoza dostgpnego kregu

Pierwotnego Ducha iskrg w wirze Swiatla 1 ciemnosci

Ziemio

wydobyta z materii czasu Ty wolny elektron przestrzeni

zniewolona ludzkim ego w ksztaltu kaprawego dzieto

#ycia glazie w kipieli ciszy straconym na roztrzaskanie

zlorzeczenie utraconych rajow zemsto upadlych swiatow ..

CZYS

blgkitnym ledwie cieniem tego co mozliwe a niedosiggle

co bylo a czym pogardzilismy wybierajac Otchlan Nocy

skrywszy sig

za kulis blichtrem w obawie przed codziennym Sacrum!

Ty lustrem teatrum rozpasanej woli

Dariusz Pacak
Wien, Europe, Austria
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hedonizmu pustkowiem
na Boga, Ziemio!

Or. Dariusz Pacak, poet and essayist was born in Poland and is a citizen of
Austria, Europe. He holds an MFA Degree in Art (Poland 1998) and a Hon. Doctor
Degree of Literature (USA 2011). He has been honored with grants from The
Ministry of Culture & Arts (Poland 1997, 201 8) and The Ministry of Research and
Science, (Austria 1997); and worldwide awarded. He has authored books: Birds
of Emanations (2001), In Shattered Course of Things (2003), The House 01 The
Golden Fleece (2004), The Seasons (2006), literary sheet: Bulletin of Library
& Culture Information dedicated to Dariusz Pacak (2011), Homao Viator (201
8). He is the author of over 360 worldwide publications in literary manazines,
anthologies and on the web in 13 languages. He i1s reqularly invited to attend
a number aof international festivals and congresses in America, Europe, Asia,
Africa.
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In Decorations of Profanum

Planet Earth, are you

a vision of the Immeasurable Spaces Sculptor’s,
or result of the Unmoved Mover's crazy power?

mayhe vou are a spark of the Primeval Spirit
in the voriex between the Light and darkness?

Earth, invented rapidly from the untouched matter
ol time as a free electron in oulter space,

from the outside of the available imagination circle,

oh you, Planct! the malediction of lost paradises,

staying enslaved by the human ego into the shape
ol a bleary deeds, vou, fallen worlds” venzcance,

are you a blue shadow only of that what possible,
unattainable, what was here & we have despised it

choosing the abyss of the Night, hiding ourselves
behind the scenes of glite, for the fear

ol Everyday Sacrum!

You, the theater of unbridled will on the wasteland
of hedonism. _. in the name of magnanimous God,

You, The Earth of Mankind, redeem human being!
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Dariusz Pacak
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Trampolina

Eliza Segiet
MNie planuje,
ale besmyélnic podaza do celu
— smiecrei Ziemi,
Zapomina, Ze lady, morza, oceany
to miejsca Zycia.
Trampoling do ich zaglady jest
czlowick
— kiedys nazywany homo sapicns,

dzisiaj. ..

Lepiej preemilesed.

Cliza Seqiet graduated with a Master's Degree in Philosophy, and completed
Post-graduate studies in Cultural Knowledge, Philosophy, Arts and Literature at
Jagiellonian University. Two of her poems Questions and Sea of Mists wan the
title of the International Publication of the Year 2017 and 2018 respectively in
Spillwords Press. Eliza’s works are showcased in several anthologies and literary
magazines worldwide.

Eliza Segiet
Tomaszow Maz, Poland
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Trampoline

Eliza Segiet
Docsn't plan,
but inanely strives towards the goal
= the death of the Earth,
Forgets that lands, seas, oceans
are places of life.
The trampoline to their annihilation is
the human
— once called homo sapiens,

today....

Better o remain silent.
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VN

PORTUGUESE

Poema sobre o deus Janus

O deus Janus, abrindo as portas
do Tempo, comega o seu mes
em janciro de 2020,

Traz em si o sol ¢ a escuridio

da sua dupla lace ambigua,
abrindo as portas do inferno,
revelando o perfume do céu,

0 scu rosto omnipresente pairando
sobre cerimonias, rituais

e transigdes desconhecidas.
Entio, abriu duas portas,

um trazendo epidemias terriveis,
a outra, um caminho de reflexdo.

E o ¢éu ficou mais limpo.

A medida que o confinamento avangava,

UITA PeqUEna rosa cresceu,
E a esperanca que a humanidade
comece a valorizar os campos verdes
a luz brilhante,

a harmonia da misica

¢ o imaculado azul do céu.

Maria do Sameire Barroso
Lisbon, Portugal
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Maria do Sameiro Barroso

Dr. Maria do Sameiro Barroso is a Portuguese medical doctor, a multi-lingual
poet, translator, essayist and researcher in Portuguese and German literature,
translation studies and History of Medicine. She has authored 45 poetry books,
published in several countries. Her poems are translated into over twenly
languages. She i1s featured in the International Muilingual Poetry Anthology
Amaravati Poetic Prism 2018, She was awarded the Prize ‘Prayer for Saint
Teresa' Gjakove, Kosovo 2019,
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Poem on god Janus

The god Janus, opening the doors
of the time, initiated January,

his month, in 2020.

He carried the sun and the dark
in his ambiguous double lace,
opening the gates of hell,
unveiling the scent of Heaven,
his ubiquitous face hovering
over ceremonics, rituals

and undisclosed transitions.
Then, he opened two doorways,
one bringing dreadful epidemics,
the other a path 1o reflection,
And the skies become cleaner.
As the lockdown progressed,
atiny rose staried Lo grow.

And hope that humanity

starts valuing the green fields
the bright light,

the harmony of music

and the pristine blue skies.
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Maria do Sameiro Barroso
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A PUNJABI

‘T fEan’
Nirmal Jaswal

& fedn ‘g, MU Taug, Ufawt o yaugaes
#¢ go fugfuz=t geaz, wa' vica do 92 2 afowes & afesz A

A 2uet 3Tt wiAns, sfowr sfowr Sest e g, Fu 2y dyadsy get
w3 B e arfes gaH |

Hza faor Aatwt Agat '3 wivgn v Afewr A, Fed s yag didyt gt
ufgst giar fad e 7 7 9 ot afgnr sfanr #t |

fa2 fa2 =¥ =¥ 89, gegen M usefent 3 3o
Hag &6 S TEv, W U3 szuee, ffae fisee de 3 gee
ddt fad va e =9, a2 wiea vHa 7, frg feoH 8 |

a5 N HEd 'E oR-He A, feast g de,
Hy we, ifea dwt wighyt T Hailm, o aufde A
2 et mvs... S35 € Hat Ha J

W w75 Hl, win € Ags fewed| wa ufgea & =281e 3 dis ad
faar 7t At 8z &, g9 22 fand A2, fod faad @ Oftwt & A3 €2, we & fawdind g,
fimrg € siv Qurdl2, Jeit 3at wrew -3dar &8, We § suswER |

# =& g @, afowres w2 Fafewt 2
Tare urEe T wrde #, Win S39° 937, fed mas fewrdld,
g & a@ae AEIR, geaF & 9ER, o HAgIER |

Prof (D) Mirmal Jaswal is a widely published, renowned bilingual poet, writer and
translator in Punjabi and Hindi. She is a recipient of several awards notably, the
Chandigarh Sahitya Academy Best Book Award three times for her books 'REIT ka
Rishta' 2013, ‘Angaar2014 and ‘Nazakiaan® 2017 in HindifPunjabi both. She has
also recenved a Fellowship of the Punjabi Academy Lescester, UK in 2006, Punjabi
Sahit Sabha Award, Wolverhampton, UK 2000, and Worman A&ward Barnala Likhari
Sabha in 2001, She attended Punjabi Wod Conference, Canada (three times) & UK,

Nirmal Jaswal
Ontario-Peel, Canada
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VN

VIRUS

Hirmal Jaswal
In a foreign land. Maple leaves rattling, flower laden Nature Fragrant
flowers growing in
every home, UNIVERSE [ull of greenery
Looked at the sky full of dark dense clouds
Tip Tap the drops fall,
but crowds were missing, Shadow of Virus -Hovering on the
lonely roads, cars parked in order, Everything green as it was belore
Few people here and there Upset and scared, even of shadows
In the snow covered valleys, the leaves are rustling, Fighting with their
fears, close their
doors these foreigners hide themselves
Yesterday, It was a lockdown in my country, Music rom the Conch
shells, the iemple
bells Banging of plates and spoons
Sounds of fight with Corona Virus- The WAR was declared
Come Leis bring in peace, Lets gossip and enjoy with our families
As my [riend says “Leis mend our relationships, Remove the weeds
complaints and
reproaches, from the flower bed in our hearts
Lets plant the seeds of love and soothe the hearts with soft melodies
Whatever we planted in the past while enjoying the greenery
and the sound of Mowing waters Leis bring back the tranquility
drop by drop ..Lets hear the birds chirping | Lets save the Nature

Lets keep on smiling. ...
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R MR rzsawet e mer h
Gt fo=, firwr dragont gt & 37 e 31
fAe 309 3 fams o faaet feae e

Siri Ram Arsh

&7 ot & Fawr gew § Sore R 3
"R g §St fa® 33 g o W

7 ame@ vt g meat w9 mae 3
fuzrget fe & Sat v o vd a3,
&< 497, ufs enge § veare mae 3
&t marsh at Wt @ s B ga fe'e,
e g dr i av Ariearame
it 7t 3 fraw & e, B Aewrd f's,
89 70 wEele waT it g=arT mae 3
I EwI I K Erui ge d few e,
zzfazr GuF &ug Gt wa maer

farvd wows ¢ B9, Faril few ot o,
It & gaver g ot feears marer 3

Sin Ram Arsh is an author of 18 books (Poetry-i 4, Fiction-03, others-01). He ;5 well
known for his mastery over Ghazal writing and popular as Ustad Ghazalgo. He
is the recipient at the National Award of Ks. One Lakh from the Ministry of HRD,
Govt. of India for his Hindi Epic and Giani Gurmukh Singh Musatir Award from
Punjab Governrment, Departrment of Languages. He has participated in several
Mational and Intermational Literary events notably the World Punjabi Conference,
Bangkok and Lahore, and the World Hindi Writers Conference, Landon

Siri Ram Arsh
Mohali, Punjab, India
160 Aemsravats Poctic Paiem | 2020 | Punjahi



VN

Ghazal

(Translation of Sirl Ram Arsh Panjabl Poem is done by Trisha)
Siri Ram Arsh / Trisha

The beloved has been bringing and serving sweetmeats ( prepared

from crushed bread. mixed with Butter-Ghee and jaggervto her lover
secretly. The lover can repay the debt of this sweetmeats prepared Lo
knead in love by grazing the cattle of the father of his beloved, the
damsel Heer,

You have spread the thorny words of hatred and humiliation in his way.
Only that injured person has the courage o challenge the atrocities.

In these days, it is difTicult to find a son, who can sacrifice his youthful
davs for providing respectlul lacilitics to his parents, as was done by an
obedient son belonging to TretaYug.

The communal thinking has created bitterness amongst the various
sections of the masses. The new mental reasoning can become the
redeemer of sinners,

There 15 no divine power 10 equale with the mother in the whole
universe. Only God can assume the qualities of a mother.

You have prohibited him from speaking and also imprisoned him. In
order 1o show his anger, he can only tinkle his hand culls and twang the
manacle iron,

1 am helpless because my love resides across the border where [ could
not go freely, though the glow fly is free to cross the border on either
side.

Praying at which holy place, I could get back my pleasures which are
under the spell ol a curse, Your true love only, has the ultimate power

to change the curse into blessings.
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A ROMANIAN

Beggarsland

Pendefunda Liviu
Citese n acr, in lumina, L-am intdlnit pec Marele Proscris ascuns,

in reptile, in trupuri de pisici, de vulpi, de lupi sau ursi,

Alunecau intr' o inspaimaniatoare procesiune: oameni dementi, masti agatate
pe dosuri de-animale purtand boneie, palarii cu pene, lumanari,

Salbatica feerie prin fata tronului trecea: viori, Muiere, acordeoane,

tobe si clopote rasunind absurd, iar arca 'n care

oamenii si animalele se adunasera era caruta cu nebuni

ce-ardea magnilic sub invocatia unui vrajitor urlind el insusi in extaz.

Sper inca: lumea se va trezi din co.marul distrugerii Crealici divine
.1 fra.ii mu se vor mal omori in razboaie civile
si uncori straxile si satele imbatrdnite par pustii ca un cosciug

parasit pina si de locatarul sau.Lumea ¢ un cimitir,

Apa metalica a rdurilor duce la vale gunoaie si pesti morti.
Copacii fara frunzis, stau cu radacinile 'n sus implorand mila universulu.
_i podul curcubeu trece prin cer lasind gauri negre, hauri

spre neantul intunecal, sau mai degraba spre haos,

lubito, lumea noastra nu mai crede in frumusetea vietil.
De-aceea lumea luge, luge sa nu se piarda in Bwggaesland
Pentru-a Pamdaniului iubire doar dragostea-i salvarea sor.ii.

E miceul zilei si ¢t mai ¢ pina la micezul noptii !

Dr. Liviu Pendefunda is a MD/PHD in neurosurgery. He is a member of nine
Academies of Medical Sciences both in Romania and in the United States of
america. The distinguishing trait of his poetry is the existential meditation. He has
published more than fifty volumes of poetry, prose, and essays that emphasize
his "astral errant-knight” side which from the romantic point of view he has filled
up with lave, drearns, and human aspirations.

Pendefunda Liviu
Miroslava, lasi, Romania
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VN

Beggarsland

Pendefunda Liviu
I read in the air, in the light, | met the Great Hidden Cutlaw,
in repiiles, in the bodies of cats, foxes, wolves or bears.
They slipped in a frightening procession: demented people, cloaks hanging

on animal backs wearing caps, feathered hats, candles.

The wild enchantment passed in front of the throne: violins, whistles, accordions,
drums and bells sounding absurd, and the ark in which

people and animals had gathered was the wagon of madmen

which burned magnilicently under the invocation ol a sorcerer, himsell shouting in

ecstasy.

I still hope: the world will wake up from the nightmare of destroying the divine

Creation

and the brethren will no longer kill themselves in civil wars
and sometimes the old streets and villages look deserted like a colTin

abandoned even by its occupant. The world is a cemetery.

The metallic water of the rivers leads to the valley garbage and dead fish.
Leafless trees stand with their roots up begging for mercy from the universe.
And the rainbow bridge passes through the sky leaving black holes, abysses

to dark nothingness, or rather (o chaos,

Honey, our world no longer believes in the beauty of life.
That is why the world is Mleeing. Mecing not to get lost in Beggarsland
To love the Earth only love is saving [ate.

It's midday and how long until midnight!
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RUSSIAN

Kak crars ankoGpazom

Benomun,

UTO Thl CLIE YCIOBCK,

H MoXyMaii,

KAK 4aCTO HE Obi Thi
HEIOBCKOM,

KaK MacTo THaH

BeIH celd He KaK JTHIH,
npeacTask cede,

HA 4TO CLUC HEA0BCK CNOCODCH -
W, KK TOABKO

¥ TeOH BCTARYT BONOCH ALGOM,
cuHTail ceda InkoOpaoM

H cpay

npocucek B KpacHyo kHury.

Viacheslav kupriyanov
Moscow, Russia
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Viacheslav kupriyanov

Wiacheslav Kuprivanov studied in the High Mawvy Schoal in Leningrad, graduated in
1967 from the Moscow Foreign Languages Institute, Freelance writer, a member
of the Russian & Serbian Writers Unions. He has published several collections
of his own poetry and prose. He is a prinicipal strategist of contemporary
poets of free verse in Russia. European Literature Prize, 1988, Yugoslavia,
"Branko-Hadicevic-Prize”, 2006, Serbia. "Mayakovsky-Frize®, 2011, Moscow. "Poet
af the Year 20012°, Russia. Prize "European Atlas of Postry®, 2017, Respublika
Serbska. Books in India: "Creativity”, Kolkata, 2015; *Hastakshar sharad ritu ke”,
2018, Mew Delhi. He is a recipient of Yugra-prize, Khanty Mansijsk, Russia, 2018
and Naji Maaman Literary Prize. 201 8, to name a few.
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How to become a porcupine

Remember

you are siill a man,

and think

how ofien you have behaved
like a beast,

how often men

have acted bestially,

imagine

what ¢lse men are capable of -
and once vour hair

is standing on end,

consider voursell a porcupine
and apply double-quick

for a place in the Red Book,

Trasnlated from Russian by Francis B Jones
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A SANTHALI
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Joba Murmu is a well-known Santali poet and a recipient of Sahitya Akademi
Award-2017 for Children’s Literature, Translation Award from AISWA and Pandit
Raghunath {) Murmu sward from ASECA. She has published 15 books that include
poetry callections, short story collectons, translations and children’s books.

Joba Murmu
Jamshedpur, Jharkhand, India
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Harmony

JOBA MURMU
JAMSHEDPUR

Harmony might be destined
I can hear the lords speaking

Look how the dark clouds cover the blue sky

Blanketing out the star, moon and all the shine.

Shadow of the despair has spread all over
Bringing in the darkest night beflore ever.
The dark took over the bright

Might is approaching early, tonight

As the daylight is far sight

It is going to be a long long night

There is unrest in the world

Living is scared and praying the lord
Might comes to an end bringing the rising sun
Taking over our hearts for a run

Hopes of a happy ending

Withoutl sorrow for its spoiling

The unrest will settle

And the echo of peace will bestow all over
Harmony might be destined

I can hear the lords speaking
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Joba Murmu
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SINDHI

R /1T
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Namdev Tarachandani
Vadodara, Gujarat, India
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Mamdev Tarachandani

Mamdey Tarachandani, a retired Professor of Hindi lives at Vadadara in Gujarath.
He is Convenor, Sindhi Advisary Board, Member, Kendra Sahitya Akademi and
Gujarath Sahitya Akademi . He is an accomplished poet and wrote many poems
and books. He is winner of Sahitya Akademi award and was felicirated with
Sahityakar Gauray Puraskar,
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Dharti Mata

Mamdev Tarachandani
Hail Mother! Forgive them
For they do not know what they are doing..

Who for their entire life worshipped the celestial planets
The Sun, The Moon and the North/South Lunar nodes
But forgot the carth, the water

Ignored the fire, sky and air

Like their body and soul

Humans evolved from Earth

And to Earth they shall return

But they perceived the carth as soil
Without realising it's highness

Water is life but wasn’t lefll pure

Holy fire too was turned into explosives
Blue sky vanished into smoke

The very breath was made poisonous

Hope they wake up and bring greenery
Get civilization to the world again

Hail Mother! Forgive them.

For they do not know what they are doing..
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A SPANISH

CORAZON Y MAR

Angel Lavalle Dios

Germinaron con alegria

sus raices de libertad

Y a imagen v semejanza

refundio el corazon

en ¢l mar
arules sus alas

de cternidad e infinito

En los desiertos
en las lagunas

en los oscuros fogones

en las heridas abiertas

en las miserias del corazon

¢l mar fue humillando

la dignidad de sus suefios

incinerando las alas
D¢ su esperanza

Angel Lavalle Dios
Lima, Peru
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ﬁ.n{_',l{.-l Lavalle Dios is a professor, poet, writer, journalist and Peruvian philosopher
from Tumbes He received a special recognition in the University Floral Games at
the Natianal University of Trujillo Ementus Professor and renown active mermber
in different academnic, cultural and professional institutions such as the Mational
Journalists Association of Pery, The Peruvian Poet House, The Institute of Studies
about Vallejo in Trugillo and the Peruvian Philosophy Society in Lima Keynote
speaker at the International Festival of Poetry (2017 y 20015) and the Round
Table of Indigenous Poets (2012) at the Qinghai Lake in the Popular Republic of
China. Virtual participant at the XVIll congress of Mexican Literature, University
of Houston in 2017 and the V Ibero-American Congress of Philosophy in Mexico
209
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Heart And Sea

Tis roots of reedom

happily blossomed

and in the image and likeness
the heart submerged

in the sca

its blue wings

ol eternity and infinity

In the desserts

in the lagoons

in the dark stoves

in the open wounds

in the miserics of the heart
the sea was humiliated

the dignity of its dreams
burning its wings

ol hope
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Angel Lavalle Dios
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Oda a un palo borracho

El ciclo, iluminado por una luna intensa,
mi arbol solitario, me regale sus dones:
impudicos capullos de blancura insolente

que se mecen gozosos, sin que el viento los toque.

(e raro sortilegio me atrapa de lo alto,

Jpor qué regreso siempre, deshojando temores,
incrédula guardiana de las leyves que rigen

¢l parto de la tierra v el ritmo de sus (lores?

Vigjo tronco sin forma ni medida,

la gente pasa, la mirada ausente,

hoy adornasic s gastados brazos,

con blancas Mores de algodon crujiente.
Santiago, con su pristina inocencia,
corre a lu lado, la mirada absorta,

v abrazado feliz, a tw madera,

en espuma viviente se transforma.

-..Los ultimos capullos malheridos
se suclian de tu mano vigorosa;

v con ellos se marcha, albo vestido,
que primavera regalo a tu copa.

Beatriz Clotilde Rial Guyot
Buenos Aires, Argentina
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Beatriz Clotilde Rial Guyat

Beatriz Clotilde Rial Guyat is a Argentinian writer and poet. She was born and
lives in Buenos Aires and is the daughter of the renowned poetl Juan Manuel
Rial Guyot. Devoted professor, she became a role maodel for the transmission of
values to young people, prioritizing Peace. Far her academic performance, she
received the Baldmar Dobranich Award. She has published two books of poetry
and she completed two additional poetry books that will be published.
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Ode to a silk floss tree

The sky, illuminated by an intense moon,

my lonely tree, shall give me its gifis:

shameless blossoms of insolent white

that jovlully swing, untouched by the wind,

Whal a strange spell traps me from above,

why do I always return, tearing ofT fears,
incredulous guardian of the laws that govern

the birth of the earth and the rhythm of its flowers"”

Old trunk without measure nor shape,
people pass by, their absent sight,
today vou adorned your worn arms,
with crisp white cotton fMlowers,
Santiago, with his pristine innocence,
runs by vour side, astonished sight,
and happily embraced vour wood,

in living foam he translforms,

... The last wounded blossoms

are released from your vigorous hand;
and with them goes away, the white dress,
that the spring offered 1o your crown,
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Beatriz Clotilde Rial Guyot

Amarasati Poctic Paises | 2020 | English



DEBER

Mis manos tgjen la humedad del recuerdo,
Debajo de mis pies

la raiz del arbol de mi infancia todavia palpita.
En el espacio donde crecia un bosque

ahora crece el silencio.

El silencio contenido

como ¢l rostro mutilado de las venas de nuestra tierra,

El silencio como ¢l juicio de los que vendran,

la huella del desgaje,

las bombas,

lo extinto

v ¢l corarzon desangriandose.

Me acuesto sobre ¢l espacio donde creia ¢l arbol.
La tierra donde creceran mis hijos

no puede ser un espacio baldio.

Giselle Lucia Mavarro

Giselle Lucla Navarro (Cuba, 1995) Poel, storyteller, designer and cullural manager.

Giselle Lucia Navarro
La Habana, Cuba

Bachelar in Industrial Design by the Superior Institute of Design of Havana University,
Graduated in the Centre of Literary Formation Onelio Jorge Cardoso. Professor in
the Ethnographic Acadermy of the Canary Association of Cuba. She leads the iterary
group Silvestre de Balboa. She has also oblained diverse lterary awards: Jose Viera
y Clavijo, Benito Pérez Galdos, Edad de Org, Pinos Nuevas and David 2019, such as
some hentions in the international awards: Angel Gavinet (Finland), Poemas al Mar
(Puerto Rico) and Mosside (Italia), She has published the books Contrapesa {Coleccion
Sur, 2019}, El circo de los asombros and the infant-juvenile novel ;Ouws nombre tiene tu
casa? (Gente Mueva, 2019). Her texts have been translated into English, French, talian
and Turkish, and published in anthologies and magazines of Spain, EUA, Chile, Pery,
Mexico, France, Finland, Venezuela, Argentina, Puerto Bico, ltaly, India and Belgium,
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Pledge

My hands weave the moisture of memory,
Under my feet

the root od the tree of my childhood still beats.
In the space where a forest grew

now the silence grows,

The contained silence

like the mutilated face

of the veins of our land.

Silence like the judgmet of those to come,

the trace of the tear,

the bombs,

the extinet

and the heart bleeding,

I rest my body in the place where the tree grew.
The land where my chilchen will grow

it cannot be a waste land.
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Canto como un ruisefior

Mi amado,

fresco como una primavera

viene.

El sol purifica

v convierte su piel en pureza,

asi me llama

v dice: Purcra,

v un eco responde: Blancura.

En su pecho lleno de Mores
descanso y soy amapola,

v eran verdes los prados

de su cuerpo Norido,

Y eran blancos los ravos de sol

de las manos de mi amado.

Los pajaros que anidan en su pelo
cantarines danzan

la danza del amor.

Rios v rios descienden por los valles
v en los robles cantan los ruiscfiores
v en las lilas revolotean las abejas,
vierten las montafias el agua

que desciende

v desciende

v llega alegre,

cantarin,

Virginia Fernandez Collado

Virginia Ferndndez Collado (1977, Spain) is a recipient of the 1st Prize {poetry

Virginia Fernandez Collado
Almeria, Spain
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miode) at the Xl Young Creation Competition, Ciudad de Almeria in 2011, She
has published in EP {S) EL PAIS SEMANAL in the opinion seclion “Letters and
Contributors®, in "El diario urbane® in Santiago de Chile and in Quillota (Chile).
She has collaborated in the magazine *Axarquia®. Some of her poems have
appeared in joint books. Her published books are: Predator (2015), and Poems
2006-2016 (2017), Forest (2020), etc. She has also coordinated several poetry
anthologies, Her poems have been translated into English, Arabic, and Bengali
She is a Professor of Business Adrministration in Secondary Education and
holds a Doctorate in Applied Economics besides a Master's degree in *Fiscal
Consulting” from the GADE Business School, Madrid
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I sing like a nightingale

My love,

cool as spring

comes.

The sun purifics

and turns your skin into purity,
that's what he calls me

and savs: Purity,

and an echo responds: Whiteness.

On his chest full of flowers
rest and I'm a poppy.

and the meadows were green
ol her Nowery body.

And the sunbeams were white
tfrom the hands of my beloved.
The birds that nest in vour hair
singers dance

the dance of love.

Rivers and rivers descend through the valleys
And in the oaks the nightingales sing

and in the lilacs the bees flutter,
mountains pour water

that descends

and goes down

and it becomes happy,

singing.
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English

i

Ahila Dorairaj
Coimbatore, Tamilnadu, India

Ahila Dorairaj

Ahila Doraira) is a writer, a fine arts practitioner and a counselling psychologist,
She has published her articles, columns, poetry, short stones, essays and book
reviews in several in magazines and e-zines, and has read thern at various literary
rmeets. She has to her credit four poetry collections, two non-Tictions, a shart nowvel
and two short stary collections in the Tamil language and one poetry collection in
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Till Man Knows

Ahila Dorairaj
Stacking small sticks, stirring the soil
Stepping aside [rom the rain and
Complaining sofllly, vou Babbler
Without much stemnness in voice
You scold the humans with a lyric

‘That sounds vocal or not

To lay the cogs, 1o build the nest
You are searching for trees, | hope
“Till vour chicks get their leathers 1o fly

“Trees are here in my house, vou Babbler

Meither he nor you knows the truth that
Man’s branding iron’s heat vaporizing

The forests all around the world

Oh, My lovely Babbler!

You can still live in this world for next few generations
Searching the trees for nesting

Till all the forests covering this carth

Are burnt down..
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Jayashree Chari
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Jayashree Chari's poems and articles are often published in leading Tamil
Magazines like Mangayar Malar, Ladies Special, etc. She has presented her Tamil
poem in Multilingual Poets' Convention held in Mahatma Gandhi International
Hindi University (MGIHL) in Wardha, Maharashira and International Multilingual
Poets’ Meel, Vijayawada. She is a Sub-Editor Cum Reporter with the leading
Magpur-based English Daily "The Hitavada'. Her English articles and photo
features are regularly published in “The Hitavada'

Jayashree Chari
Nagpur, Maharashtra, India
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VN

Let’s make Mother Earth to take rest

Our Earth bestows with beautiful rivers and amaring water [alls,

Our Earth bestows with pearls in deep oceans, unigque herbs and ample
amount of natural resources,

Our Earth bestows with rare spring waters on ocean beds and rich flora
and fauna,

Our Earth is the sanciuaries ol birds and animals.

Wow! Our Earth i1s a metaphor lor fertility!!

Mother Earth provides her asscts 1o her children 1o enjoy

But they hurt her with their greed.

Oh man!! Undersiand her sufTerings, understand her wounds,

Yes! She longs o take some rest to relax hersell.

Let her 1o take rest. Let Mother Earth o take rest!!

Meanwhile, as thanks giving, we would protect her by avoiding excess
use of resources and

use bio degradable subsiances.

1"s sure, Mother Earth provides a healthy environment to us and our
nexl generation,

aftermath of her relaxation.

Jayashree Chari
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Puthiyamaadhavi Sankaran
Mumbai, Maharashtra, India
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Puthiyamaadhavi Sankaran

Puthiya Maadhavi, a Mumbai—based Tamil wnter with a social cause, has around
twelve books to her credit. She says that she could read and write amidst her
busy work schedules both athome and office. She says that the verses of her first
poetry callection “Surivapayanam’ weremastly her “scribblings® during her regular
train commutes from office to home in Mumbai. Besides poetry, she has penned a
number of short story and essay callections, Maadhavi says that her works often
are criticism an contermnporary corrupt politics. She rues that “Howewver, many
‘modem’ writers of these days keep themselves away from addressing political iss
and celebrate only their subjective world in their writings”.
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Am I not a river?

Puthiyamaadhavi Sankaran
Why is this punishment for only me?
Is the birth of rivers and blooming of Kurinji owers
not known to the mountains?
Aren't creatures aware that
mating takes place and merger with Shiva happens”
Is it a life senience for Sanghami
who Mowed in spate like the Ocean of Lile?
The scashore which kissed yvou is missing,
Has righteousness survived”
O Arabian Sea!
What crime has this Mithi committed?
Was not the Ganga who washes ofT untouchability
born in the holy land of great rivers”
The bare scenes of Mithi can be seen from
an acroplane landing.
There is a stink of dreams in Mithi's nation,
Rails wash sins in waler,
Looking for the sea, lust crashes against the rocks.
"Mithi! Mithi!"
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Shyamala Rajasekar
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Shyamala Rajasekar 15 a Tamil poet and has written over 1 500 poems. Her
poems are found in eluthu.com. She also writes short stories, some of which
have been published in leading Tamil magazines like Mangaivar Malar, fwval
Vikatan, Varamalar, elc. She is very active on Facebook. She is a recipient of
titles “Painthamizh chemmal® & “Santhakkavimani® from the Facebook group
*Fainthamizh Cholai® and also *Kavichudar® from Padaippu Kuzhumam and
many more titles fram various literary groups.

Shyamala Rajasekar
Chennai, Tamilnadu, India
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VN

Nurture the Environment
(Translation of Shyamala Rajasekar Tamil Peem iz done by 8, Karunanidhy)
Shyamala Rajasekar / 5. Karunanidhy

Is it right 10 make the greener earth spoiled ?
For the sake of a house, can the farms be destroyed?
Mixing wasies ol industrics in rivers, is it allowed 7

To get richer, should cultivable lands be swallowed and sold?

You've built skyscrapers by destructing some green forest
The made a hole in ozone and harmed the lively planet
Struggled and starving, vou're in drought when sky had lailed

Deeper ., vou dug the riverbed for sand and its course changed

Would the planet carth tolerate, polluting the [ive energy sources
Good or evil, how at all would occur and whao're all be the causes
Ruined and spoiled. the nature would make us devastated and sour

Save, Save and murture the environment with care . therefore !
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Dr. N WV Subbaraman writes poetry and prose in English and Tamil and has
authored 40 books in English and Tamil and the recipient of 46 rewards. He
has attended a number of Lerary Meets and presented poems and papers has
retired Deputy fonal Manager, LIC of India is seltled in Chennai Tarmilnadu.
He is a Member of India Poetry Circle, a virtual poetry group. He is a halder of
Asia Pacific Book of Records and World Records University has conferred a
Doctarate upon him. His Blog Envius Thoughts® has been viewed by mare than
2.03,000 persons from 219 countnes,

N V Subbaraman
Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India
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VN

Environment and Ecology

Omnipotent and Omniscient Lord Almighty created the Universe
With the intenon of making HIS subjecis live in harmony and peace!
An abseolutely unpolluted Environment and Ecology must

For His intenon to be fulfilled — there should be impeccable trust!

Unforiunaie the people have their own priories and neglect
His surroundings ai home and outside 1o the detriment —perfect!
Garbage thrown as they please, used masks these days in abundance

On the roads, in the sewerage, wherever they leel uer negligence!

Plascs banned in law- but one can see them aplenty everywhere
Shops- vegetables, provisions, eateries we find anywhere!
Environment and ecology last in the cruel minds of men

Equally oblivious arc those Lo resist and set an example- women!

ECOLOGY-the word unheard by many many-unfortunaie
Dealing with organisms living, habits, modes of life-infuriate
People with conscience ol nature, environmental protecon

We are at a stage giving up hopes but praying in veneraon!

H ¥V Subbaraman
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U Atreya Sarma, Chief Editor of the Muse India ejoumnal, is a bilingual poet,
freelance editor, writer and translator (English/Telugu). Also as its Contbuting
Editor (Teluqu), he has presented 4 exhaustive features on Telugu Literature; and
co-presented a feature 'Indian College Fiction. He has published his English postry
collection and edited/translated! collaborated on 16 books. He guest-edited a
feature ‘India @ 70" for the Setu e-magazine (Aug2017). From June 2013 to July
2018, he presented poets through the Sunday column “Wordsmith'in The Hans
India English daily. He is an official critic of Metverse Muse, an international print
journal of metrical poetry; and on the Advisory Board of Teesta, an international
e-journal of poetry. He is a recipient of the *Setu Award for Excellence 2017° and
< *Shambhabi Samman 2019 for ‘outstanding contribution to iterature.”

Atreya Sarma U
Hyderabad, Telangana, India
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Let’s be on our guard

Cleaving ourselves from the lap of Mother Nature,
And relentlessly pillaging her
With a greedy eve on corrupl income,

We have shed the robes of our own values.

Despite achieving Independence
And vearning 1o promole our indigenous cthos,
We have into the roots of the tree of our culture,

Forcibly mjecied the alien saps,

We have indiscriminately mechanised
Mot only every production but also our lives,
By lapping up mountains of pollutants as wealth,

Only to live in a fool’s paradise.

We have brutally wrecked forests and fauna,
And are indulging in a devil’s dance of suicide

On the podium of a polluting mass of clouds.

‘If we don’t, in time, introspect and take a U-turn
And vow 10 cleanse the eco scenario thoroughly,
We will be meeting our nemesis before long,”
Warn the scieniists and sagely thinkers,

So let’s be on guard in our own intercsis.

Atreya Sarma U
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Baburao Dakarapu
Tiruvuruy, Krishna Dist, AP, India

Dakarapu Baburao is often writes poems regarding ordinary people life and
struggle, how they overcome obhstacles in their daily life.
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Re-Installation

Baburao Dakarapu
Just a word
With five elements that flew away from the green branches
With the villageness which once thrilled like sweel sixteen girl
The glory of village which hid in the narrow streets of city should be brought back
For re building ceremony of nature's temple that was ruined
Have to start compromise dialogue in the presence of mother earth with trees and hills
Have to lfabricate nests in the heart lor sparrows
That look away their nests from thatched
Slopes lor fear of radiation phantom
Even by washing feet of VANAKANYA
Have to call back ARUDRA insects [rom their deep slumber
Restart long march into welcome rain
Groups of singing birds that sign on carly hghis
To recall Rainbows embraced by Seven colours
To remove breath stopping plastic covered by man on the face of carth
Start cleaning polluted rivers in nature and hearts
Have to re-install man hanging as digital finger prini
Betore the fore vard of concrete life
Make him walk into Bushdens of soil talkings

And say foreward for re-installing man
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Devi Priya

Devipriva, a celebrated poet and a trend setting editor 15 a household name in the
two Telugu speaking states of Telangana and Andbra Pradesh. His path breaking
daily palitical cormmentary in metrical verse 'Running Carmmentary’ On the front
page OF Telugu dailies made Devipriva an icon in Telugu literature and journalism.
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Deer is Near the Predator

(Translation of Devipriya Telugu Poem is done by D. Vizaibhaskar)
Priva Devi f D. Vizaibhaskar

Whenever rained

It rained in me

IT it thunderd

It was thundering

Inside me also

Lightening was there

With in me also

When it happened outwards

Waving trees

Darkened skies

Lightening flashes

What not

Reflected and Resounded

With in me

As il we are ong

And indivisible.

But now il became

Some thing alien

Which is not me

A line devides both of us

Moulds the River unfamiliar

Making the unknown fully un recognised

Death with its wounding weapon

Casls shadow causing pain and reliel

The thorny skeleton of

Sevently years of existance

Drifted to my mothers home

Or illness lor sixty days

(Juestions loudly what remains

The deer is very near to the predator,
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Gopi. N Prof.

Gopi.N Prof.
Ramanthapur, TS, Hyderabad, India
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Prof, M. Gopi is an eminent Telugu poet, translator, critic, researcher and
a renowned academician, He is a recipient of over 50 prestigious awards,
notably the Central Sahitya Akasami Award, Kala Ratna Award of the State
government, and Sri Annamacharya Project Award from USA. His Sahitya
Akademi Award winning book ‘KaalaanniMidra Poniwanu' has been translated
into 23 Indian languages and his Magnum Opus lala Geetham'into 12 languages
including Persian and Chinese, He has pioneered a short form of Telugu
paetry genre thraugh his poetry collection ‘Naneely’ (minimal poems) that has
receved wide acceplance and has been translated in o 13 languages including
Russian and German. He has to his credit over 50 books inclueding 23 poetry
volumes, T criticism works, 5 travelogues, 2 commentaries, 3 column writings,
H translations and 3 adult education primers and Text books. Having taught at
the ODsmania University, Hyderabad for 33 years, he was the Vice Chancellor of
Telugu university
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At the Time of Death

Oh Rain!
Let there be no downpour
this is my mother's lasi journcy.

Oh Clouds that have cleared up!
Don't swarm again

this is my mother's

funcral pyre,

Oh Wind
Don't blow hard
these are my mother's ashes.

Oh River tlow!
Don't gallop
these are my mother's bones,

Oh Heart

restrain yoursel [
This is a poem of tears about my mother.
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Sriramioju Haragopal is a Retd. Gazetted Head Master (1978 o 2013} He is interested
in Telangana History and a Researcher of it and part of Telangana Jagruti, Hist. Dept
Poetry Writing, Linc Writing  Poetry Anthologies are Mattipotthillu-1991, Mulakam-2006,
Rendu Dosllakalam-2015, Kondapodugupatu-20019, Chelimelu-2020, Padalaniflyrics)-2013,
Pararmarshalufliterary criticism) and History Books on Aleti Kampanarm-Konni Chantraka
pradeshalu and Thakur Rajaram Sing{monagraph).

A

Haragopal Sreeramoju
TS, Hyderabad, Inda
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Sparrow 's Nest

(Translation of Haragopal's Telugu Poem is done by v, . Vizaibhaskar)
Sreeramoju Haragopal / Dr. D. Vizaibhaskar

The sparrow made a nest

With somuch skill and dexterity

But thr man uprooted the tree

And the tiny bird became shelierless
Moutains paved ways for rivers to flow
But man dried up the sources

Leading to cultures to perish.
Spreading itsell without lrontiers

The sky is an umbrella, protecting

The life on the Earth

The air turned poisonous

Tolling thousands ol lives every day
Man, with fear of death, hiding

His lace behind the mask

The five elements polluted became venomous
A bird, a beast snd a baby

Eqully consume contaminated food

Falling prey 1o the Death, the invisible lollower
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Harikrizshna Mamidi

Harikrishna Mamidi

Harikrishna Mamidi, is the Director of Language & Culture, Government of
Telangana. A post-graduate in Psychology and Education, through his poetry he
tries to unravel and explare the unexplored plains of human psyche, He has 1o his
credit: thousands of essays on vanous topics like art, culture, heritage, literature,
cinema, behavior etc. that are regqularly published in national and international
papers and magazines. He introduced “Fusion Shayaree”, a novel style of poetry
writing in Telugu literature which gives scope and space Lo the multicultural and
rmultilingual lives we live in contemporary society. He has edited more than 45
books in Telugu and other books in English, besides Telugu Short Fiction 19732 -
20171 with fifty Telugu Short stories, A Green Garland (an Eco poetry anthology),
and many more.

TS, Hyderabad, India
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A green Tree immerial

(Translation of Harikrishna Mamidi 'z Telugu Poem is done by Dr. D. Vizaibhaskar)
Harikrishna Mamidi / Dr. D. Vizaibhaskar

O man

From tge beginning

Your wsys are dilTerent

While the entire world

Walks in a particular way

You prefer to take a seperate path

The Mora and fauna

Animals big and small

Starled breathing as inmates of this enchanting planet
Alas! You made this Earth vour own empire
Trespassed in 1o the habitats ol all creatures
Either domesticated or devastated
Hagemony is your passion

Bringing all in to your possession

O Man! Thy name is destruction

More and more than your creation

Purc atmosphere and protective Layers
Became victims to your greed

Time hss come lor your realisation

Beware of the unfuring catastrophe
Haunting vehemently towards vour end
OMan! Dear comrade

Stop demolishing the cozy castle

Let us ameliorative sieps

To decorate the primitive Painting

With different colours of variable seasons
Let us share your melody to chorus of the Spring

And add new leaves o the Green Tree immemorial
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Hymavathi Mandarapu
Vijayawada, AP India

Hymavathi Mandarapu

Mandarapu Hymavathi is a noted feminist Telugu poet with 5 poetry collections
and an essay collection, to her credit. She is a recipient of the Knishna Sastry
Award, Ummadisetty Sahiti Award, C Marayanareddy Award, Free Verse Font
Award and Sri Sri Puraskaram. Her poerms have been translated into Hindi,
English, Tamil, Kannada and Malayaalarm. Her Poermn "Santakalu Cheddam Randi®
has been translated into all The Indian languages. She has participated at many
national level poetry meets notably the Matianal Poets' Meet of Kendra Sahitya
Akademi at Mew Delhi and Guwahati. Her poetry anthology Nishiddakshari
has been prescribed as a text book by Yogivemnana University, Kadapa, Andhra
Pradesh. She is a Teacher and lives in Vijayawada
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Season of Joy

Hymavathi Mandarapu
The synonymous life boat is drowning
In the vortex of misery
When the loved ones betrayed
I came out of the molehill of lonliness
An air of [riendship caresses my checks
The river sings ardent ragas
Birds drawing lines in the sky
The trees write poetry in green ink
They teach about the joy in giving
But .you cruel ong!!
You pound the hills
You nip the buds
You control the rivers
You turned the nature hostile
You poisoned the air we breath
And now vou sleep on a bed of gold
And a pillow of coins,
You can’t sleep peacefully though
Might be ,vou forgot the story of King Midas
Think of the days when you slept on a cot
Out in the yard ,counting the stars !
Breathing the fresh air coming from the fields and archids
How sweel were the days !
The davs when vou watched the clouds and the butterflics
Dancing on the flowers
Those were the days ol joy
Plant a sapling in vour front vard and let it become a tree
Fly green Mags all the way
It would be season of jov once again.
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Kalimisrn is senior jounlist, writer and poet. He contributes poems in general and
aoncial issue in particulars. He is in literery pursuit since 1987,

e N

Kalimisri Sambasiva Rao Kalimikonda
Vijayawada, AP India
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Festoons of Green Leaves

Wandering in air vet unable 1o take free breath
Floating over water logs but unable to drink

We cut down our breath Mowers

We wear garland of vehicles

From cell #ones 1o hell zones we go

Breaking the back of high hills

Building higher abodes wishing thick growth of
Tree of prosperity but the very tree is felled

Are we cutting down the greenary

Or the complete future of coming generations
If we live selfishly and exit the life

Will there be green birds 1o sit on

The temple of heritage

Will there be life saving greenary lefi out
Hence, let us save low lestoons of green leaves
As memoir of not collapsing for the death of man
Instead of statues in cross roads

Let us plant the future trees.
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Karanam Kalyan Krishna Kumar, a Telugu poet, started wring poetry in 1989
and has pennedover 400 poems and 20 stories so far, on vanous social issues,
Maost of them have been published in leading Telugu magazines. He works as
a Correspondent in the Deccan Chronicle Enalish Daily, Vijayawada., He has
organised many poetry evenings for young poets and edited and reviewed
several poetry collections. He holds a Master's degree in Journalism and
Communications. He is the recipient of many prestigious awards notably: Laadli
Media Mational Award-2013 and UMICEF Award-2015 for his contnbution of
news stoes on child issues.

Kalyan Krishna Kumar Karanam
Vijayawada, AP India
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It never lost

Kalyan Krishna Kumar Karanam
Look at to that naked tree, It hurts me a lot
lts begging something looking towards the sky
stretching thousands of empiy hands
as the mouth opened bore well in the heart of a farmer..
a Music where someone breaks tired lingers Squaited there
It Torgels hersell, Torgetting faligue

looks lor any wel perspiration
though the hot sun burning its body undoubtedly
Its hope 15 not dead vet

I hit my dried tongue 1o a branch

while I'm going my way searching for a shadow..
I saw so many thirsty tongues

already hanging entire branches

That's what I saw then

a bunch of dried branches on the head of the earth mother
1 mesmerized

In the Yogamudra that does not stop hope

sound ol empiy bowels invoking tied groin there

It knows, body leaves the autumn Integument 1o
carving emerald Canvas painting
It knows, Will create a shadow full again and again...

It knows, forgetting good 1s Natral virtue of mankind ..
Anyway .. surprise .,

lts hope is not dead vet

never defeated iselll !
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Kishore kumar kathula
Muzvid, AP India
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Kishore kumar kathula

Kathula Kishore kumar, Pen Name (Shikha-aakaash) Comes from Nuzvidu,
A Graduate of M. & M. Phill, Ph. D (Tel. Litt) Central university, Hyderabad, Now
working as Lecturer. Publuished Vooru-Yeru- Yennela (hykoos) 2001, Hecewved
various awards like Andhrapradesh State Government ugadhi Puraskaaram, Or. B
K. ambedhkar national fellowship Award, Maha Buddha national Tellowship Award,
Maha kavi sree sree national Award and Maha kavi jashuva national Award-New
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The Traces of My Living

It distributes a melody
That purifies the dirt of the heart

Having blossomed like a smile of a child in the morning.

The heart swings in the melodious fantasies

That spread [ragrance all over.

The green planis that brecse my oxyoen
Chirp like birds and sound like waves of ocean ...
Are the traces ol my living !

The springs of the breathe of the world !

The secret of beauty sprouts from the trunks

And sprinkle the smiles

Only when the plants speak from vourself myself from anvbody.

See that the oceans are within vou
And the planis arc within them.

Just protect them !

The nests of birds
That accompany you

Are in the shades of plants them selves !

Why do vou hug the deserts
Love the rains that bring the Brooks |
Invite the songs of koel

That bring the springs o the trees !

Kishore kumar kathula

207 Amarsiali Poctic Paisw | 2020 | English



m.h:&aefcb

€08 Gdeorm BwcyeS'cd

a3y iy TP G AUrT

B0E§E" D) Budws” diEyDd AYE

B00ce’ed e Do T*Bocw

T 6T Dyod

©g) ¢ HOLD Trd T B ALY BAD

e S08),0 &8 Hoad

AP T 208 Adodito DIIreDET s

@) ¢ 20D (¢ T Bd Fo Tdowg'd ard
TEF T DYUET R0 2T R0d

WP, D Srabood

Eoct Sirduore Bur DAY rMroiren Modren ...
WP EE),C Soryen Si) clo Teb e Dddcto e
B0 BN Dewdp $60

= ForoD T oD ¢ B B e DHoR 6
wsdd serdyd TrRsr Judr S

Tt oenPHitod

DD Ty Boasy Aodt TELEEDND rghosen
dw wsd S co Taw

D) o DDD

28 233 6IS gosd Aoy Y G

g e S sDRTowed.

Madhavarao Bandla

Bandla Madhavarao is a poet, cnitic, and educaanist. He is the Editor of "Kawvithaa!®
manthly magazine. He has three published poetry collections, “Chemata Chittadi
Nela®, "Sparsa’, "Anupama® and a long poem "Gun Kala®. He is the editor of
“snweshi®, co-editor of *Raithu Kavitha® and *Bahumukha®. He is a recipient of
several awards notably “Srujana Sahitya Puraskaram®, "Guntur Rachayithala
Sangham Puraskaram”, etc. He has participated in national poetry meels at Goa,
hMumbai, Trivandram, Ongole and Vijayawada., He hails from an agriculturel

farmily of Anantgavaram Village in Andhra Pradesh. As an educationist he has.
i participated in several workshops and debates on leading news channels.
Currently, he administers his own school (Sikhara School) in Vijayawada,

Madhavarao Bandla
Vijayawada AP, India
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Muchabodu ( The hillock )

(Translation of Madhavarao Bandla’s Telugu Poem is done by Dr. 0. Vizaibhaskar)
Madhavarao Bandla / Dr.D.Vizaibhaskar

There lies a hillock

On the west side of mv vllage

People call it Mochabodu

Treated pastoral prosperty abode

It wouldn't allow clouds (o cross

With out showering rains

That grow crops full of grains

The grazing gras on the marshy mound

Produced cow milk un-bound

The heap of mud stood as hope of lite

Now unfortunately it disppeared

It became pale and stale

With wounds ol uglingss

No greenary, no granary

Due to dwindled water table

Clouds now disintrestred to embrace it

The heap of hope spreading itsell as bitumen track between my feet and the soil soul

Shrinking as lavers between

Rain and pain of hunger

The grass blades that toss

Between the boulders will not

Quench the Bulfaloes hunger

The hillock that served as source and lorce of lile

Remained silent amidst the

Bustling sounds ol rubble machines
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Mohan Pattipaka
Lotukunta, Secundrabad, India
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Dr Pathipaka Mohan, working as Asst, Editor (Telugu) and Program Officer with
National Book Trust India, Ministry of HRD, Govt, of India, has published 26 books
including poetry, criticism, biography and compilations etc. I-le 15 a recipient of
the First AP State Youth Award in Literature(1997), Keerti Puraskaram (2009),
Balsahitya Puraskar (2011) and along with these, has received 26 other awards
from ather literary and private institutions
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Re-Installation

{Translation of Pattipaka Mohan Telugy Poem is done by Swatee Sripada)
Mohan Pattipaka / Swatee Sripada

Somebody has been taking away

My green dream of vesterday

Somebody has been separating

The supporting nest of leaves on my head

Even belore my birth

My home of vesterday

Became a broken piece of memory today

The premises |, trees, and all

The bird that blurbs evervday

Became a black and while painting

Everything in front of the sight

Vanished at once

Everything respired before

All of a sudden turned out

Ever stretching greal city

Might have swallowed not only

The town, village , and the hamlet

But also so much chlorophyll

It boasts of ils colours

The thickets of concrete

Speak out the sucked breath of countless trees

as chimneys of smoke

the kinship between man and the tree

seems 1o be breaking away

we belriend with materials

so avoiding everyihing

feeling why to bother about it

we dismantle trees for sheliers

for urbanization we make the cities naked

we think we have everything

but without trees

we arc absolutely supportless

without a tree

we are lomorrows the scared
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Mukunda Ramarao Yellapu
Hyderabad, TS, India
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Mukunda Ramarao Yellapu

hMukunda Rama Rao was born and grew up in Bengal. His ancestors had gone to
South Afnca, and many of them still live there. He has to his credit eight poetry
collections. Some of his poerms have been translated into Hindi, Urdu, Bengali
and Kannada. Mukunda Rama Hao's eight translated poetry anthologies have
been received very well. Some of thern are - Centunes of Sufl Poetry, From 1901
onwards Mobel Poets Poetry, World Poetry, Indian Poetry, etc. He held a highly
responsible position in a computer-manufacturing and software company of
1 repute from where he retired some time ago.
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Sunday

(Translation of Mukunda Ramarao Yellapu's Telugu Poem is done by T.5.Chandra Mouli )
Mukunda Ramarao Yellapu / T.5.Chandra Mouli

Zoo is packed

with human apes

Imploring through cve contact
animals in cages
scck liberty

1o roam [reely as we do.

Communication there
is entirely through eyes,
though our language is unknown

so well they are familiar with us.

Granting them liberty
caging us all

il we are allowed 1o watch,
one should ask only them

how scared we are mutually!
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Magalakshmi Varanasi. a multi-faceted and multi-talented freelance writer,
poet and artist, is an M.Phil {Chemistry) from the University of Hyderabad and
a recipient of several awards including the "Sahiti Puraskaram’® from Sni Potti
Sriramulu Telugu University, Katha Award from Lekhini, Abburi Rukminamma
Award and Apurupa Award. She has published five books, Vanachinukulu,
Alambana, Aasara, Urvashi and Vekuvapata. Her stories and poems were
translated into Hindi, Tamil, Kannada, Marathi and English. ‘Boltee Tasveer’ is
an anthology of her stories translated into Hindi by Smit. A. Santhasundari

Nagalakshmi Varanasi
Gachibowli, TS, India
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Into the Cloudless

(Translation of Nagalakshmi Varanasi Telugu Poem is done by Varshini Varanasi)
Nagalakshmi Varanasi f Varshini Varanasi

Day is followed by night

which returns to end in momning light

whatever we exhale, plants wake

and release oxvgen, helping the wheel of life rotate

A caterpillar feasts on the leaves ol a tree on the food chain,
By a snake, the bird which cats that inscct, is slain

But plants draw hife only from the elements of nature,
never do they harm another creature!

Only when plants and trees survive

do birds in nesis on their branches thrive,

and animals manage to stav alive.

Trees and plants also need every bird and animal

For perpetuation through pollination, they are indispensable
Any missing link, within this symbiosis

Disaster would be the prognosis

Like a mother, the tree continues to give relentlessly

Like a child, mankind continues to receive thanklessly

She expects no return or gratitude -

When an axe approaches her, she stands defenseless, in solitude

The age old tradition o worship and preserve nature -
she patiently waiis lor its revival, continuing her silent prayer
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different places of Andhra Pradesh.

Naga Rajyalakshmi. V
Guntur, AP, India
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Maga Rajyalakshmi. V

Maga Hajyalakshrmi Dr v Rid principal of govt degree college, Guntur. Born on
22nd July 1959 at Armrutalur in Guntur district. From the last 30 years she is
doing literary work and Pub-lished several books. And | wish 1o infarm you that
| wrote many literary Rupakas and giv-ing stage performance with women in
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The Faded Spring

Naga Rajyalakshmi.
Gone are the days by our village sircam
When [ully blossomed mango groves welcomed young Spring ardently,
When the beautiful Madhavi creeper decked with flowers
Capiured Spring's blissful beauty,
When mystic twitters ol countless multi-hued birds
Was akin 1o the blessed ladies’ auspicious chorus,
The tender shoots enhanced the coil's pitch and their concerts bewitched all,
The watfts of cool evening breeze reminded the lilting tunes of the shehnai,
Thrilling us with teasing messages of Nature's love,
The mesmerizing melodies of bird congregations
Were the marriage chants of Spring
While the mischievous cloudlings sprinkled jovous showers.
In today's testing times when human bonds are dry, dreary and dead,
It's time to revive the bygone splendors of Spring.
It's time 1o re-welcome the lush green life giving environs,
Isn’t it true-for our survival and sustenance,
A renewed, rejuvenating Human-Spring is the key?
Stop not, hesitate not, Come! Let's tap the human springs hidden deep within!

Let's welcome blossoms of Joy, cordiality and harmony all around!
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Sarikonda Narsimha Raju is a free verse poet with 4 volumes of Telugu poetry
to his credit. He is a recipient of Ranjani-Kundurthi and several other prestigious
awards. His poetry has been translated into English by MOQ. He is currently
working in the Irrigation Department at the Nagarjunasagar Dam.

Narasimha Raju Sarikonda
Nalgonda, TS, Hyderabad, India
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For A Lush Green Globe....

Marasimha Raju Sarikonda
You amputate the hands of Mother Tree That gave vou birth and life!
You slay the Mother Land with axe of pollution
That delivered you from bleeding womb!
You burn Mother Earth with smoky pipes that cradled you in cool breeees!
You poison Mother River by puking toxic pollutants
That breast led you with her pristing milk!
You stifle and hang Mother Forest with uranium ropes
That filled you with air and breath!
Cutting a tree is beheading the mother!
Burning alive the lush poetry in the burial ground ol the world!
Maother Nature hoists Mags of waming
In the form of tsunami when the sea is tainted
Mother Earth declares fierce battles in the form of severe carthquakes
When trees” roots are chopped and her heart ripped apart
When the deceitful python engulls forests
The lava of letters burst out of the volcano of vigor
When egoism puts environment on pyre
Time opens its third eye as corona in silent roar
Then the Bodhi tree in man shoots lights of hife

Visualizes and dreams ol a world anew and afresh,
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Narendra Dr. Madhuranthakam , poet, writer, novelist, playwright, and a Professor
of English at S V University-Tirupati, has more than 100 stones, 5 novels, many
essays, poems and plays to his credit, He has also edited more than 15 books. He
is a recipient of several prestigious awards notably Katamraju Rama Rao Award,
Madras Telugu Academy Award-Katha Award, Paruchuri Rajaram Award, Telugu
University Award, Kethu Viswanadha Reddy Katha Puraskaram, Rabindranath

Tagore Puraskaram, Yegalla Purashkaram, Peddibhotla Sahithee Puraskaram,
Mallermala Sahithi Puraskaram and Samanya Kiran Spoorthi Puraskaram

Narendra Madhuranthakam
Tirupati, AR India
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I Had a Friend

Marendra Madhuranthakam

I had a friend

He who was always ready to vie with me, He who, standing naked in the road beside
our house, used to wait for me returning from the primary school, He who strolled along
with me to the village shop about a furlong away to by candies, He who took me to the
walks among the hills serenading our village, He who taught me swimming in the spring
wells in the valleys, He who got me to have a taste of the cigars of the grandfather even
while drenching in the wet clothes,

He who, along with the agriculture laborer of the neighboring house, trained me how
to break the cages,

He who drove me to their mango orchards to graze the cattle along with the ballads,
He who guided me to prove that the marbles in the morning, swinging to the branches
of the trees in the afternoons and tops in the evening would transform us into worka-
holics,

He who alarmed me to be the bodyguards to the parikinees ambling in the young paths,
He who encouraged me to quest for the dream girls in the yearly melas,

He who forced me to sit in front of the silver screen piercing the sunny bugs and unfurl-
ing the petals of the flowers to blossom,

He who urged me to trust that he had the mystical power of dragging the horizon closer,
He who voluntarily clung to a sunray and drove off the rainbow,

I had a fiend.

Then, sitting on the banks of the brook and staring into the waters, he got perfectly
reflected.

MNow, he who, even when keenly peering into the tempestuous and high tided ocean,
can't be found.

| had a friend.
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Padmavathi Setaluri
Ameenpur, TS, Hyderabad, India
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Padmavathi Setaluri

For Setaluri Padmawvathi, writing has always been her passion that translates itself
into poems of different genres, short stories and articles on a variety of themes
and topics. Her poems and other writes requlay appear on Muse India.com.
Boloi.com and Poemhunter.com and have been published in several international
poetry anthologies, maagazines and e-zines. & post graduate in Enalish Literature
with a B.Ed., Padmavathi has owver three decades of experience in the field of
education. She held various positions like the Head of the Department of English,
Academic Coordinator, Principal and Teacher during her professional career. Her
poems can be read in the URL given below.
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Save The Environment And Save The Mankind

Padmavathi Setaluri

Living beings were born at the time of the carth’s creation
Thev completely depend throughout on the birthplace
The land protects evervone like an affectionate mother
Thence, the mankind became social beings withoul end!

Man aliered himsell as a hopelul being on the earth
He desired for comfort, happiness and prosperity

He always lives gladly in the lap of beautiful nature
He’s responsible for the safety of his surroundings!

He protects the wealth of wild animals and lorests
His desires grew up as his needs grew abundantly
He anacks on the Nowing rivers, seas and farmlands
He establishes houses, firms and offices everywhere!

Villages change as citics and cities as a place of comflons

Walery lands, farmlands, the living beings on the carth and in the sea
Forests, mouniains and all living beings slowly saw destruction

The earth is the safest home for all living things and mankind!

We did not obtain the natural gifis from our forefathers
We've borrowed them from our future living generations
Your duly is to utilise them wisely, not at all 1o wasle
Save the carth, save the resources and save the mankind!
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His maiden poetry compilation is ready for launch.

Rama Manchara V.
Vijayawada, AR India

Rama Manohara V.

Rama Manohara is a poet and an Indian civil servant of 1998 batch. His poems
are published in various magazines and aired in All India Radio. Society, life
and nature are refllected in his poems with deeper philosophical viewpoint.
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Undeciphered

Rama Manohara V.
The sluggish river is reminding me today, of
The unsteady gait of an animal that ate polythene sumpluously
The flowing poisonous milk that impairs just born babies

The stories of vanishing birds and [ishes in its ccology

How can vou claim of being sacred?
By dumping impurity into the river
How come river is heartless

For flooding sprouting habitations on her course?

The air, the earth and the water are highly contaminated

Oh! man you have succeeded to make the sky 1o rain nothing but acid

River is an animal just like you
She dances green when vou smile at her

Floods in tears when you come in her way

Your lootprints of destruction will never be lost on the river dunes
If in doubt, dig deep into that sandglass of archaeology

To find many Mohenjo-Daros that were drowned

And the Harappan script in which the river speaks to vou

that you chose never Lo decipher,
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Ramakrishna Perugu
MNellore, AP India
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Ramakrishna Perugu

Dr. Perugu Ramakrishna, a Poet Laureate, is a prolific Indian writer of 21st
century His poetry collections have been chosen for several literary awards,
Perugu likes to experiment with various poetic themes with a global perspective
and his powerfully rendered works, are centred around mysticism, peace,
environment, social and gender issues. His poetry Flamingo a long poem, about
the lives af migratary birds, brought him immediate recognition. He has over
20 published books in different genres. He is a recipient of many awards and
distinctions notably the Andhra Pradesh State Government Best Poet Award
and the honaorary D Lit. conferred upon him in 2016 at the 32nd Worid Congress
of Poets (WAAC) at Prague, Czech Republic.

Amarasals Poctic Priaw | 2020 | Telugu



VN

Fossilised Memory
(Translation of Perugu Ramakrishna Telugu Poem is done by MVS Sathya narayana Mahathi)
Ramakrishna Perugu / MVS Sathya narayana Mahathi

When the boughs are swaying by wind
I believe,

it's my mother's rippling laughiers,
When the acquaintance

between the man and carth

melis down 1o nothing,

the world becomes a mere marketplace.
The ocuvre of greenly woods

spread over the ancient heart

is now a fossilized memory,

In the fight for supremacy

between man and man what's leftout
is ruins of humanity.

When pollution like a black hole

is uprooting trees,melting mountains
and sucking brimming rivers

the life span of both sky and earth
are [ast reaching their days

of extinction.

But the Nature.. like a real mother
is still holding tight with love in her snug hug,the unkindest mankind.
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Muvva Venkata Rami Reddy, born in  Pedaparimi Village, Guntur District
(Amaravathi), AP He is the CEO of Ramky Foundation since 2006, His Anthology
of Poetry include Binduvu (1997), Manishi Jaada (2009), Ajaraamaram (2015). His
anthology of Stories include Vennalo Laavaa (2011), Venta Vachhunadi (2018).
Hecewved 12 Awards from vanous organizations for literary works. Established
*Muwva China Bapireddy Memaorial Trust® in memory of my father and serving the
needy.

Rami Reddy M.V.
Guntur, AP, India
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Nature’s Lush Green Body

(Transiation of Rami Reddy M.V Telugu Poem is done by K. Suma Niveditha)
Rami Reddy M.V. / K. Suma Miveditha

The minute | opened my cves,

Witnessed the earth’s soil taking a human form and rise

My [lirst breath immersed with air,

Reached the corners of my lungs and lit the flair.

The feel of mother’s sweet milk in my throat,

Resemble the stunning water performances of perennial rivers on the float.
The hittle body sanctified in the sun,

Feels like the form of burning incense green forest

The umbrella of deep blue sky over the head,

Assures the fearless luxury and guarantee to bestead

Now it is different ... "7rr?

Was 1t when | carelessly wook the carth lor granted?

Or when the forests were set on fires for my greedy desires”

Could it be when I let heaps ol plastics grow like cagle and vultures on the river banks?
Or when the earth roared winds from its poisonous throat?

But then, it docsn’t really matter. . ...as now my whole body recks as a gutier

Mow 15 the time 1o dig the ancient scriplures,

Buried deepest in the forests or hidden farthest in the rivers.
Time to crusade for the universal seeret,

Time to identily the root causes [or pollution and

Time to give our body the much awaited treatment — Nature Treatment!!
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Ravi Kumar Desaraju
Uppal, TS, Hyderabad
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Ravi Kumar Desaraju

DESARAIL 15 a well-known poet, short story writer, and reviewer. He has published
two poetry anthologies, which received good acclaim in Telugu literature, His
poems translated in to Kannad, English and have been published in websites.
He has received sorme prestigious awards like Ummidiselly Satyadevi Sahitya
Puraskaram and Paturi Manikyamma Jativasthayi Sahilya Sproorty Puraskaram.
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A Nightmare
(Translation of Ravi Kumar Desaraju Telugu Poem is done by Swatl Sripada)
Ravi Kumar Desaraju / Swati Sripada
To stop the slithered waterlall
Holding its hand
To adjust the curves ol the brooklets
To smear a bit of fragrance to the flowers
To paint the green backvard with some more chlorophyll ...

To domesticate the lorest

To spell the uncontrollable great trees

and to capture them gracefully in drawing room
inviting the lost nature traditionally

with sacred vermillion

and 1o have the lunch together in a line in the balcony
to provide green shade of trees

1o the cement city with hardened patches

1o unite the ways lorked and diverted and scparated

1o tame the mountains covered with snow
bringing home a hill sheep to befriend with the baby
to cook and raise

the sweet pudding cultivated and cropped

Lo shelter a tank with garlands decked on its head
to get it closer to the mirror cheeks of my love

to pull an end of rainbow [rom the sky sharply
and to tether it to the soil gracefully

in this way when the love journey

1o greenness conlinues

a bulldozer. just rolled on

the butterfly dream of ming
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Ravi Kumar Kosuri

Guntur, AP, India
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Havi Kurmar Kosuri (pen name: Lola Kosurn) is a teacher and this is amply
demonstrated in his poetry that resonates with his responsibility as a teacher
and the aesthetics of a dreamer. Writing poetry for over 25 years, he has
published two volumes of poetry ‘Boddupegu® and ‘Kaalam Theralu'. His
poetry has been translated into English and Hindi. Being the beloved disciple of
famaous Telugu poets like K. Sivareddy, M. Gopi, Penugonda Lakshminarayana
and Papineni Sivasankar, he treads the path of a lelt oriented, liberal democrat.
His place and voice is unique amongst the contemporary poets. He topped
several poetry competitions held in the State by Ranjani Kundurthi, X-Ray and
other literary organizations and mainstream magazines. As a sensible critic, his
literary criticism matches his poetic abilities, He has held a few key positions
notably as the General Secretary of District Writers Association and contributed
towards shaping up many young wrilers.
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Apron
(Translation of Ravi Kumar Kosuri Telugu Poem is dene by B. V. Sreedhar Babu)
Ravi Kumar Kosuri / B. V. Sreedhar Babu

Oh strange are these times,
with lungs being washed and hung

just like mother did with the old rags,

Oh! Strange are these times
with the green of the tree

being hidden under granite woods.

The old man begging for a hand of leaves
to support the lamp of his breath

being deceived into an air-conditioned room..

The old woman, who reminds us of

the need to remember a river while planning a journey, beginning a meal
and roaming under hot sun, emphasising the fact

that man is nothing without water,

being tied up in the single pillar castle which was built on an encroached lake..

Oh, Strange arcthese times

we need a boat to cross the threshold..!

Discovering a green apron

is the call of the day.

To cover up the burns

and 1o get away from the sparks of magma that are about 1o shower..

And, with a sigh ol reliel, o feed the iender stomachs with some grains

which are a rare privilege for them even 1o sce.
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Ravindra Trivikram Katuru s into literary pursuit since 1955 and has contributed
to all reputed journals in all genres of literature. Poetry is his favourate medium of
espression. He is a recipient of several awards notably the "Visishta Raina® Award
and the '45ahitha Vachaspathi honour.

Ravindra Trivikram katuru
Vijayawada, AP India
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Greenish Sunrise

Till now all my momings

Set in the middle of room walls

Feet sunk into decep carth

Death fear hidden my heart in the fist
World stopped running

Mongcy trees hung their heads

Mature bird squecrsedin it's wings
Silence cured the wounds of nature
Forest searched for freedom on roads
Rivers ook purifying baths

Air breathed new life

Home quarantine looks better for
Human survival

Unsheathing time searching for carly lights of morming
Mind is loosening the chains of feet
Steps tremble searching the way
Sunrise is not lorgoticn by cast
Twilight 1s slowly opening eves

Now they are not white, Bul
Spreading greenish light on the world.

Ravindra Trivikram Katuru
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Satish Chandar
Jawahar Magar, TS, Hyderabad, India
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Satish Chandar is an editor, a poet, a short story writer, a novelist, a satirist,
a literary critic and a lexicographer, He formed the entire editorial team and
conceived editorial content during the launch (in 1996) of "Vaartha' newspaper
as the co-founding editor (Associate Editor) and revived ‘Andhra Prabha’ Daily
{in 2004) as the Chief Editor. He founded AP College of Journalism (in 1997)
at Hyderabad. He has published 22 books of varying genres. As a poet, he
has brought out Six anthologies of poems, five in Telugu and One in English:
(Fanchama Vedam, Pasupu Jabill, Adi Farvam), Nanna Cycle (Long Poem),
Pada Chitram and The Fifth Veda His poems in 'Panchama Vedam® are part of
curriculurm in Telugu literature at Post graduate level in all Universities of Andhra
Pradesh (India) and Kerala University. His seniors fondly call him “Andhra Art
Buchwald’ for his wit and hurmour,
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No Scene is Beyond Touch

e 15 @ seene. Proximity 1s a touch, Cloud for sight. Rain for hug.
One is luring The other gratifying. The wnreachable gives vou feel;
The reachable experienee. To eye and body, desires contlicting.

Going on these hines, o see a clowd, moving backwards beyond earth
ensuring it shrinks to the siee of a cotton flower

and assuming it the rarest of the rare, I chick with the pupils of my eves.
As o sweetheart who melts 1o the simple act of my waiting,

if the cloud transforms into a drizzle, descends from sky, touches carth,
swillly glides for miles together 1o reach me,

I Mlee down and down into the deepest valleys.

N scene within reach doesn’™t last, [ superstiiously conclude.

Same 15 the fate with a seven-coloured rainbow. Beauty remains
intact as long as you see, It disappears the moment you try to touch it,
The cose of o mischievous bird on a lone tree 15 no different.

The more vou stare, the more she beckons. Clapping of evelids

is enough. .. to make her flee, Look at the little white rabbit sitting

on blades of grass. A miniatuere Iimalayan mountain it is,

Nouse. An inhale of a hope is enough, .. to convert it into snow under hot sun.

I3ut, this rainy queen is a dissimilar vanant. She is chasing, clinging and
touching me. She has twin proposzals: To elope or to fake life. | thought
she’s a shy clowd who would look down rom caged behind dark bars
covered with curtains woven with transparent sunrays. Under the

never-cnding sky, anything beautiful is a touch-me-not, | would often conclude.

This 1s quite unlikely. As a fish on wave, jumps into net despite caution and
a swan in dream gate crashes into realitymy sweet white cloud has umed
Mack for my sake. She has poured out breaking her head on a hard rock,

Iinghtening and thundering she jumped on my body unaware.

The scene has transformed into towch. It"s an wmsual blend of white and black;

the empress of overcoming desire; and the waterfall of milky bubbles,

She has kissed every inch of my body She has severed all the sirings inside and gone.

You know what name my rain queen bears?

Miagara.

The lesson | could leam only in her tight embrace 1s: Mo scene is untouchable,
(After visiting Niagara waterfalls in the lap of nature)

Satish Chandar
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Satyanarayana Killada
Banda, Uttar Pradesh, India

238

Satyanarayana Killada

Killada Satyanarayana is a senior police officer (IPS) by profession, and a poet
by taste. His writings reflect his internal light which sees everything in a human
angle. His poetry is fully fragrant with this humane touch. He has born in a
farmer's family in Pamulavaka village, Visakhapatnam district, Andhra Pradesh.
He wrole a poetry book *Manishi Maa Bhaasha (Man is my language) in 2018,
He wrate anotlier book *Manishi loapali mahaa samudraalu®, a lerary persanality
developrment baok of essays this year.
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Carpenter

Searching for wood

To the Torests T went

A beautiful chair in thought
Every tree | enquired

"I shan't di¢ lor you"

They told my awaiting heart
"Fine" said 1

"IT that is your choice”

Beneath every tree T laid
A conversation | had
Mot a single tree in agreement.

Courteous to their choice

To home 1 retreated

Days rolled by

A month later

Walked a 1all timber 1o my door
Tuwrmed into a throne,
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Satyanarayana Killada
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‘Sikhamanl’ Dr. K. Sanjeeva Rao is a Kendra Sahitya Akademi Board member
(200 8-2022) and is considered a doyen among the contemporary Telugu
poets. He has penned 9 poetry collections, and several books on Comparative
Literature and Literary Criticism. His poetry has been translated into Enalish,
Hindi, Malayalarm and Kannada. He is a recipient of most of the prestigious
literary awards from both the Telugu States. He is currenly the Chief Editor and
Publisher of ‘Kavisandhya', a bimonthly journal dedicated to Telugu poetry,

Sikhmani Sanjeeva Rao
TS, Hyderabad, India
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The Room

Sikhmani Sanjeeva Rao
Atten everyday those four have a tete - a tete. The wable tells the wale
from which forest it came how many Springs 1t has seen how many birds
it has sheliered. The wable cloth spins the story [rom which farm it ripened

how they twined it as yvarn and wove her as a cloth,

The porcelain Nower pot proclaims of which carth it was heated

and made tine afier long.

The roses [ull of wears pour their woes how the gardener giving water

day aflter day finally cut their throats,

The room lisiens in silence,

By evening the three - the table table cloth porcelain pot

stand in silence for a couple of minutes at the death of roses.

The day's work is done.

The room sleeps lolding its limbs as an actress washed ofT make up.
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Siva Prasad B.V.
Vijayawada, AP India
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Siva Prasad B.V.

'Siv' 15 a short story writer, poet, novelist, translator and essayist in Telugu and
English languages. He is currently working on a novel 'On the Banks of a River’
in English which is a translated version of his own novel in Telugu. He has
participated in several international poetry festivals and presented his poems.
He is the recipient of the prestigious Ampasayya Maveen Literary Trust's award
for his maiden Telugu novel ‘Hariville' in 2017, and was adjudged the minth prize
winner in the International English Short Story Competition conducted for the
Ath Bharat Award-201 8. He has to his credit, a collection each of Telugu short
stories and poems. His third book, a collection of translated stories (Telugu) is
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Daemon Deadlier!!!

The Poly Ethylene carry bags

Chewed and swallowed by the emaciated animals
Eventually prove 1o be their death drums

On the beautiful faces of the Himalayas,

Rivers, meadows, plains and oceans

Mever waning wastes weld like spots ol small pox
Walter, wing, milk, oil and the likes

Carried by poly bags and bottles

That don’t perish even after centuries

Corona can be conquered!

But plastic is hardly degraded

Smile is plastic, culture is plastic

The whole human haecceity of today

Is an epitome of solidified synthetic!

If we don’t do away with this

Cancer causing deadly dacmon

The human becomes a skeleton

Hence at once the rulers and the ruled

Should declare a never ending ban

On the deadlier dacmon!! |
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Siva Prasad B.V.
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o 1“ K. Siva Reddy is a renowned Telugu poet and a recipient of the Kendra Sahitya

Akademi Award- 1990 for his poetry collection "Mohana 0 Mohana® and recently
the Kabir Samman from the Government of Madhya Pradesh, among the several
prestigious awards he has received. He started writing in 1970s, and since then
has been consistently coming out with his poetry collections — 16 to date of
wide-ranging poetry. In the 20th Century that emerged as the Century of Free
Werse, he vigorously associated with young generations of poets, and established
the quality and quantity of socially committed poetry. His works are translated
into Kannada, Hindi and English. He has toured many countries as the Indian
emissary of literature

Siva Reddy K.
Hyderabad, TS, India
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This Whole Earth ...!

(Translation of K Siva Reddy's Telugu Poem is done by Vijay Keganti)
Siva Reddy K. / Vijay Koganti

a sentence thunders

a sentence Mashes

vou have 1o caich a sentence when it thunders and shines

a thousand pillared temple and a thousand hooded snake is the sentence
vou have to catch it only when it appears before you

a snake enters in utter darkness and

its body fragrance

spreads around even before its arrival

people [all in groups intoxicated

a host of scenes, beauties, pleasures and erotic occurrences come into
experience

a moon dawns between the day and the night

the body floats like a fluffy cotton fleck

il'it approaches on the way, vou dream with closed eyes sitling on a milestone
vou are there in the land of that dream

the water repositories bloom around you like thousand petalled lotuses

but it touches you wherever vou are and in whatever staie you are

sans any hesitation and barriers

vou shower changing into a bunch of clouds

this whole earth spreads its tastes like a ripened palm fruit dropped from the tree
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Sivasankar Papineni

Dr. Papineni Sivasankar, Sahilya Akademi Awardee, National poet. 15 an eminent
poet, short story writer and critic. Hailing frorm an agricultural family of Nekkallu

Guntur, andhra Pradesh,

Sivasankar Papineni
Guntur, AP India

village he exalts the rustic beauty in his wrilings, He has published five poetry
collections, 1. Stabdhata-Chalanam, 2. Oka Saramsam, 3. Alupacchani Lokamilo,
3. Oka Khadgam Oka Pushpam, 5 Rajanigandba, two short story collections, 1,
Mattigunde, 2. Sagam Tenchina Talupu and seven critical works, 1. Sahityam-
Moulika Bhavanaly, 2. Nisanta, 3. Tallil Minnu Dalanchi, 4. Dravadhunikata, 5. Maha
Swapnikudu, & Vedavyasam, 7. Nisarga. Received Free Verse Front award, Dr.
. Marayanareddy Award, Telugu University Puraskaram, AR State Best Teacher
Aweard, State Official Language Award Mahakavi Jashua Award etc. He lives in
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Climbing The Hill
Sivasankar Papineni
If vou climb, you have to ¢chimb a hill
Whether it is a lamp or a man
Climbing is not lun, it's not excrcise
It's a step-by-step journey of life
The hill is where T overcome mysell
Elevate mysell step by slep
Anantavaram hill is my primary school
That's not me a heap of stones
A soul mate who has endless conversation with me
The heart of the mother that hatches trees, birds, animals
And many dark clouds
For me the ever-secreting breast of mother carth
Whether you become Sisyphus who will never be able to climb the cliff
Or yvou become Tenzing Norgay, whose daughter’s pencil stood
On the top of Mount Everest
It is lefi to your choice
Whether vou reach the peak or not
You have to climb a hill
For the rest of yvour life
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Suryanarayana M. S
Podalada, AP India
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Suryanarayana M. 5

Suryanarayana Mr. M. 5. is basically a writer and publisher of various kinds
of books and poet, short-story writer, essay-writer and biographer in telugu
literature. He wraole six poetry books such as "SHABDA BHEDHI", six long poems
such as "AMNALA VEEMA, three-short story antholoagies such as "UDAARANGU
MADHYAHMAM® and also published three bio-pics such as "HARIKATHA
BHIKSHUVL®. He read a good number of poems, shart-stories in All India Radio;
and also a well-known poet for many cccasions in Dooradarsan and Bhakti T,
VHis poet finds a place in the famous anthology "SOUTH STORY".
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Into the Cloudless

(Translation of Suryanarayana M.5 Teluge Poem is done by Ramesh Karthik Nayak)
Suryanarayana M. 5 [ Ramesh Karthik Nayak

With the massive angst

I Wrapped the teary clouds

Around my head

And sat as a bird

On the eleciric wings ol

Windmills

Actually

I thought of raining

On the land with love

They has spread the shawl
On my both shoulders
But, what do I have”

I came hear

Carrying River Godavari in
my heart.

I in the rain’s sleep
Unknowingly crossed the
krishna river

But, the secret 1s that |
carried with me

To gift it to this land.

I found

This rivers are under
srveillance

My clothes are weaved with
those clouds

To turn this land into lawn
And filled remaining cluds
in a sack

MNow, how can I My into this
cloudless sky?
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Born in 1954, GV Subrahmanyam s a retired Telugu lecturer in Mahawir
Junior Caollege, Guntur. He has five published books to his credit. 1. Vyaktitva
Vikasa Kalhalu, 2. Vermana Bodha, 3. Bharala Kathalahari, 4. Bharatamilo
Rasavadghattalu, 5. Mahabharata Yuddhavirulu. He lives in Guntur,

Subrahmanyam G.V.
Guntur, AP, India
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Panchatvam

Subrahmanyam G.V,
O tremendous Earth! Thou can make the soil into honey
With my infantile foot-touch I asked for vour forgiveness
The ghost is set on me, | spit poison on the greenery and on the blue sky
Will vou forgive this bad son”

O rain drop! You, with the Mashing electricity that fills my body
And touches the ground
Become a river and a warm bloody drizzle in my nerves

Can you forgive me, who made yvou poisonous?

I am not that crazy sage who olTered prayers with Anjali
Filled with the light of dawn, saving

“You are my food, you are my glory and living God’

[ am the Rahu who offers Tilanjali 1o you

Hmm, | became another me, O God! You punished me.

May be thou art the cyclonic wind or the cool breeze
[ spilled dust on you, poisoned every cell particle
Alas, T am sulTocated and dyving now

God damn the culprit! 1 am the enemy of myself,
Infinite sky! 1 know not that all of vou are me

And that, my composition is you

Al last, 1 am perishing,
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Sirtki Swami Naidu often writes poems on ordinary people and how they overcome
the obstacles in their daily struggle for survival. He is recipient of sevaral awards
notably ‘Ummadisestti Sahiti Award-201 1, Rangineni Yellamma Sahitya
Puraskaram-201 3, Janaranjaka Kawi Pratibha Puraskarm-2018 and Ramjani
Kundurthi sward-2012. He was invited by Kendra Sahitya akadermiin 20014 for
their ‘New Harvest' poetry meel. He has two poetry collections “Manu Diwa®
(2011) and *Mattirangu Bommalu® (2018) to his credit.

Swami Naidu Siriki
Parvathi puram, AR India
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Diyas Of Lushing Greens..!

Swami Naidu Siriki

We should go precisely the way we came here - empty handed..!

What many fanilies might have clurped here in this rented shelter before we amve..!
What many memories they mught have shared among themselves like we do today, !

They besmeared with their sweat over all the dark stans that befallen in their nooks,

They left to us these lushing ficlds with their immense fondness for us..!

The birds that shower upon us the beautiful dawns bringing them all the way on their wings..!
The gushing winds that anoint us with the floral scents of the spring..!

The mountains that stand like an ascetic who immersed in deep meditation spanning across
generalions..!

The rivers that incessantly chant the verses of the vedas of life !

Like these, they gave us a beautifully adomed sojourn in a floral-platter with all great fondness..!
The sun that showers mornings upon us arnving daily on his seven-horsed chariot..!

The moon that perrays starmy rangelis every night coming on his ereseentic rowhoat..!

The clouds that paint fairy imagerics on the canvas of the deep sky..!

Should we smap ofl this beautifully sprowted sojourn of owrs, !

Should we put out these Mlowery lamps that gorgeously wave their heads in the lushing green divas of
nature..”?

Shouldn’t our tomormow s kinsfolk enjoy the life the way we do it today? Let's give them life !
Let’s leave our days into the eternal streams of time turning them like beautiful divas of Karthika
mahina ! And let's call this as sky full of our stars of our fuiure!

Let’s lex every season hke we do with Dowers, and smell their all beautilul Iragrances!

Let’s unfurl a lushing green banner on the top of this beloved dwelling marking our signature on the
day of our departure.
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Swatee Sripada
TS, Hyderabad, India
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Swatee Sripada

Swates Sripada, a native OF Nizamabad, writes poetry in English and Telugu, and
novels and short stories In Telugu. She also translates from Telugu to English and
English to Telugu. She has published 5 poetry Vo urmes in Telu-gu, & shart story
collections, 5 novels and 32 translations. She loves and lives in poetry.
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Future Dream

Swatee Sripada
How long was it chitchatting with trees and all
Shades and traces hand in hand
Talking secrets without a sound
Walking miles and miles together day and night
How long was it?
Fighting and scolding cach other
On every branch and stem
Meanwhile with a Mlow of love hugging cach other
From a new sprout to matured leaf
Narrating the notes of combined family
What a story of time
Sharing the sweet nothings under a jasmine vine
On 1t spreading the streams of moonlight
Laying foundation to new life wrned anyway as the past
Meeting and discussing on websiles
Betting lives on wireless words
Neon lights guarding amid the plastic Mowers
With thick painted makeup tomorrows plans
Eating the mango sprouts and weaving nesis on every branch
The trees with perching birds why did they become the planks of wood
Without any sounds
How they became the pieces of wood of crucifixion
As il painted by a magician
Amid the dozing of worried thought
A dream within a wink
In green forests (lyving in from somewhere
The fluttering of butterflies as if growing ears to the heart
Ploughing and cultivating the land of worry
Slithering from the staircase the hills and valleys
As il the first foundation stone
A warm thought of
A scarching vine embracing from head 1o toe.
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MrsVaishnavi Sn MA Bed( Hindi)..She got Sahithee Ratna Sri Sri Puraskaram,
Worked at Private teacher. And also worked  journalist at prajasakti news paper,
Writing has always been her passion that expresses her thoughts in poems and
stories in telugu and hindi. Her poems were published in reqgional newspapers and
maaazines. And also She published her awn telugu poetry book { Yedava Ruthuvu
2019).

Vaishnavi Sri Talam
Vijayawada, AP India
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d " "
Ever"Green " Love
(Transiation of Vaishnavi Sri Talam’s Telugu Poem is done by Lavanya)
Vaishnavi Sri Talam / Lavanya

Casting aside the lacrimal nights,
She always carries her greenish sky..
Maybe because of boundless happiness or ceaseless misery or she makes

her heart stream, the earth gushes with greenery...

Though the eyes are smffed with atom bombs..

Even so her heart's traces of mountains are defaced..
MNevertheless her wildemess on stomach are set on volley..
Monetheless the respirated mountains are hauled out..

Perhaps she must have Smouldered intrinsically...

But she has never accused externally.

She intrinsically laughs at her kids covetousness . who couldn't survive
without her...

But she has never grown retaliation... However she is a mother!
Though the subterranean aqua was drawn out,

Day by day she has been Mowering as a new lolus..

As if she has acquired respiration..

By blowing oxygzen 1o all the organisms,

She becomes the soul.... as well as God.

She will be writing greenish alTectionate epistles with jest...

But the "Earth”, our Mother also gets fainted any of the day , Felons!
We will not only deprive ourselves till we crode the greenery 1o soil...
Along with Lunar nights, Noon days also take vengeance like new moon

shade...

257 Ansrnvati Pactic Paianm | 2020 English



DoeohHB)en

&0 E%H VoD Bherdhdin

@¥o dholgrd) $&D moiKo B

Do S D08 IHLDHED

ddosh E‘:QEJE'.% BbRodtsen

(#2dHE oiimd obms

EHPor) Srdardl wobod AFYED

5% rore 588 Jodocrd (@04

Hob J8FT e sob edold modso

©%)8 ©8°7, Dbor &E8Nbo

585 Dobd To MWowoHE B AyStaketd
Ben Skl DEE® HAB B
Sebe A8 Hisaly HEgEKoRis
SED P D08 oD DEETBYS
FESrE 28 Doy

Bibe oo deedd wo

Biben 8 BT - Ao DBAS Sgo
@agcﬁwﬂ% Bse5to

@(fiSrods B Hlgrdingo

SREER @I

a8r88 boFdrer Sobdrdn!

Samman, amang others.

Vallabha Rao Venna
Vijayawada, AP India

Vallabha Rao Venna

Vallabha Rao Dr. Venna is a writer and translator in Telugu and Hindi,
He started translating in 1978. He has translated many poems, stories,
novels and plays from Hindi to Telugu and vice-versa. He has 17
books for his credit. Chote Kumar, Telugu bhi Pracheen hai, Kavita
Bharati, Viraamamerugani payanam and Pingali Venkayya are some
OF his impartant Books. He is the recipient of Kendra Sahitya Akademi
Translation Award-2018.Best Translation Award Of A.p. Hindi Academy,
Boyapati Mageswararao Gurupeeth Puraskar and Telugu Sahityakar
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Drops of Sweat

(Translation of Vallabha Rao Venna's Telugu Poem is done by Dr. D. Nageswara Rao)
Vallabha Rao Venna / Dr. D. Nageswara Rao

The one who satisfies the hunger

OF millions and millionaires

Is the one selfless peasant!

The [uel that runs

The machine called country

Is the poor helpless peasant!

The flourishing progress everywhere
Is the shoot of the drops of sweal

Trickling from his wrinkled brow!

The one labourer par excellence

Is the peasant ploughing the field

He is the selfless saviour of mankind

The one who is always in midst ol troubles and tears

The one who struggles for life in paucity and famine

The one who can never demand the right value for his labour
The one who becomes a prey to crimps and crooks

But the one who delighis more in wealth of crops than in currency!

Let it be waste of labour or loss of sustenance
He never shirks from his efforts to cultivate

And end starvation and faming around him!

He never complains against the plunderer

But 1s munificent in giving rather greedy in taking

IT he is averse 10 hold the voke and plough the land

The country loses its progress, its prosperity and its entity
The aMicted peasant is indeed a curse 1o the Nation

His burning heart shakes the pillars of National structure!
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University and Madras Universily.

Venkateswara Reddy Kondreddi
Kanigiri, AP, India

260

Venkateswara Reddy Kondreddi

Venkateswara Reddy Kondreddy is a popular Telugu poet, critic, and artist. He
has to his crediteight poetry books, five books on criticism and a book on abstract
art which was published by the AP Govl. He is a recipient of Keerthi Puraskaram
from PS. University, ATA Award from America and Achanta Somasundram Award
for his long poem *Dukk Chupu®. He has also been honoured by various literary
and cultural associations. He has dedicated his( life for literature and art. On his
literature, two M. Phil degrees and one PhD have been taken from Magarjuna
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Let’s turn as eco-warriors
(Translation of Venakteswara Reddy Kondreddi's Telugu Poem is done by Atreya Sarma U)
Venakteswara Reddy Kondreddi / Atreya Sarma U
On and on, we are turning narrower and narrower — (00 narrow
Either to protect Mature or even to smack of any trace of humanity.
The bane of modern civilisation has become a byword for the cobra
Of urbanisation hissing with its stretched-out hood of venom.

Where our skewed minds scheme 1o distemper even the pristing air;
Where our roguish greed conspires with technology

To stymie the natural flow of every river;

Where the roots of the forests are savagely wrecked,

Mindlessly endangering the bio-diversity;

And where industrialisation is forcing

Mother Nature to go on delivering founts of loxins —

The verdure is tuming into a bloody red.

When the hearts of the oceans and skies are blasted

With the tests of destructive nuclear explosions;

When the nising lemperatures are raising the sca levels;
When the groundwater is depleting day by day;

When the law of ecology is Mouted and

The biosphere 15 tuming sapless

Mother Nature is spewing her lury through a vicious cycle
Of cvclones, deluges and viral maladies. At least now,
Let's wake up and transform as cco-warriors!
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Vijayalakshmi Dr. Mallapaneni is an Assistant Professor in Telugu, Government
College for Women, Guntur, She completed her graduation and post-graduation at
Dsmania University, Hyderabad. Her poerms have been published in vanious Telugu
maagazines. Several of her research papers have also been published in many
journals. Her Ph.O. theses is on ‘Andhra Mahabharatham' — Maharshuly®. She
regularly participates in Sahitya Akadermi and several ather national seminars

Le 1]

Vijayalakshmi Nallapaneni
Guntur, AP, India
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Para Hushar!
(Transiation of Vijayalakshmi Nallapaneni's Telugu Poem is dene by Dr. Sivasankar Papineni)
Vijayalakshmi Nallapaneni / Dr. Sivasankar Papineni

The ground covered with green sari

Turning into a shrimp pond and mourning

The lone tree is looking for the address of the last sparrow
A migrant life that crossed thousands ol miles

Is staying aghast with a broken heart

Mol knowing where 1o nest

The sin that took the life of the trees who have life-breath
Chasing as a poisonous gas

Cool-room exhalations are boiling the seas

And raging as tsunamis

While the fluids from syringes

Converting even the last drop of blood into milk

The hungry calf is looking innocent

Mature carrying the third foot of man

Silently asking the bat for help

And pouring his gricl as heavy rain

Showing landmarks of buried ponds in city skyscrapers
If we don’t hear the silent cries and soundless warnings
A war will be a certainty

To throw the two-legged creature into extinction,
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Dr\ijayakumar is a veteran poet and senior journalist, calamist wrote maore than
3000 poemns of various problerns bath in telugu and english.. published narrating
hig journalist expenences book.

//

Vijaykumar Ghanta
Mandigama, AP India
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Life's Image

"Tapa tapa' sounding

Rain drops

From punctured sky

Clouds roaring

Some where lightenign discharged
Birds on trees crying big

Whole body thrilled

Sudden flear

Shook the body every point

How to stop this heavy rain
Doubt raised in mind.

Rain stopped..glow of siars
Chased the dimening dark ness
Leaves floating on small canals
Butterfly resting on a leaf like the divene
A sirange experience

A pleasent asmosphere

Suddenly the scene changed

Yet every scene 15 Image of Life
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Vijaykumar Ghanta
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Vizai Bhaskar Deerghasi

Dr. 0. Vizai Bhaskar is a leading Telugu playwright and the recipient of the Kendriya
Sangeet Matak Akademi Award-2010, the highest Indian recognition given to
practising playwrights and artists. He is a sanificant pan-indian wnter of recent
times, richly contributing to the Indian theatre through his works onginally written
in Telugu and English {by him) and translated inta various Indian languages from
the southernmost Malayalam to the northern most Manipuri of the peninsula. He
has 33 published books to his credit that include 26 plays (20 plays & Gplaylets),
three poetry collections, and collections of biographies and essays. As a creative
writer and as a former seniar officer in the Government of Andhra Pradesh, he has
demaonstrated the same sense of responsibility and commitment and provides
a commendable spirit of intellectual leadership. In his latest book *Socotha
Fangasthal® (in Telugu and English) on theatre movement, Dr. Vizai Bhaskar
propounds the concept of "Sootha’ theatre. A Post graduate in English Literature
and a PhD on the well-known German Playwright Bretrolt Brecht, he recently
retired as the CEOQ, Andhra Pradesh Creativity & Culture Cormrmission, Government
of Andhra Pradesh, India,

Vizai Bhaskar Deerghasi
Hyderabad, TS, India
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The End Scene!

The intellect of the aged world

Is diminishing

Bearing the burden of knowledge,

The earth Is trembling.

The heart of the wounded galaxy
Is groaning,

Being deprived of the words,
The silence

Is endlessly weeping,

The Nature, wumed into
Domesiic ool

Is ceaselessly lamenting.

All the happenings stretched
Between the dawn and the dusk
Are ending up in nothingness,
But,

The Matter, in introspection,

s moving towards the end scene!
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Vizai Bhaskar Deerghasi
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Kaukab Zaki, a Urdu poet and president of Bazm - e — Aahang - e — Adab,
an Urdu Literary Organisation, Hyderabad has published Zabt - e — Fugham,
collection of his poems.

Ahmed Salahuddin Yousuf Zaki
TS, Hyderabad, India
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Pollution
(Translation of Yousuf Zaki's Urdu Poem is done by Shuguita Shaheen)
Ahmed Salahuddin Yousuf Zaki f Shugufta Shaheen

How charming and beautiful was our world, the Earth;
Humans though, failed to appreciate its true worth.

Rivers, lakes, and many a mighty lagoon,
Alas, now waterless, dry as a sand dune,

Where now, are even the mighty seas safe?
Denying them our care, we made them a waif.

Trees, a measure of the quality of life true;
Be grateful for those remaining, even if only a few.

The very air itsell rendered a venomous brew,
Tainting human thoughts an unhealthy hue.

An all-pervading morbidity engulfs the world,
Flowers odourless and sans colour furled.

Today, humanity faces nature's wrath;
(Juenching thirst with water unfit for a bath.

Now neither courtyards, nor verandahs remain;
For humanity, a dingy room is the new domain.

Where can one now find a blooming face?
A veil of dejection imprisons the human race.

A single elucidation, for a million words stating the plight;
‘We are collectively responsible’, O" Zaki, for this blight.
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A UZBEK

XUHJI OKEAHM

Asror Allayarov
WWoskuamap,.. Xaéanap... Woeknunap... Casonnap. ..
}{D’p]!ll!liﬁ ECTAAN COHHUHD KAPIITHHIIA, ?)'\THM{L’].
Heua 1ot munmmapansan ogam- Tepayand,
BorMilAMKKD TYTAW AKCHHITA,
K¥anapus 3a8T 3rrad xyayaaap apo,
Xanparaan 10 0oknd TvpubMa Kapda.,
Humannp rapumaaii. .. Xa. Mcéaropnm,
byaap HEKHMIITA Xy104aH MEpOC.
Ao abaanilaME MCHIA XOC 3MAC,
E{.‘.]!rﬂ ICH XOC IMAC H HCDII,’lﬂﬁ ML,
Kyii aurnur arpodra Eiinaap,
Wloprnunap. ... Xaénnap... Wosknsnap. .. Caponmap. ..
Kopuwnd ketaay CCHMHI KAPLWNHTIA,
Emupuaran kandnap vuaocu-w, TVAKHHIAPHUHT,
Haexupon canocn, Kapa.,
K¥kcnmra vpunap yaap THE MHCOT,
Yaap k¥uMud Gopap Gocrad mwinsan, Ulveaa, Xap caap,
Hcénwop Garpurnra fow k3irad xaMoH,

XHC KHAAHM HAKLDAR OHEIHIHMHEN, |,

Asror Allayarov was born in Uzbekistan, He worked as an editor-in-chief for
the newspapers 'Daryo” and "Eastern World®, Asror's short story collection "A
Decision” was published in the USA in 2014, His secand book *Modern Uzbek
Stones” was published in Japan in Japanese in 2015 And his short story
collection "Power of Mirror” published in Sertia in Serbian in 2017,

r

Asror Allayarov
Kashkadarya, Uzbekistan
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Indian Ocean

Moises... Dreams... Noises... Questions...
Interweaving in front of vou. Perhaps,
Several hundred billionth human-

In conirast 1o clernity,

My eyes are among the conquered territorics,
1 am locking at the surprised look.
Something familiar. .. Yes. Rebellion,
These are both inherited from God o us.
But ctemnity is not for me,

1 was not specific people.

The music has spread around like,
Moises... Dreams. .. Noises. .. Questions., ..
Interweaving in front of you,

Depleted hearts cry =vou, Waves,

The sound of youth. Look,

Breast bounce they revert o being an example,

They were going o bury follow, then, every time,

Still the head of the rebel 1o your soul,

1 felt very insecure...
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VIATNAMESE

BAI HAT MUA MANG

Lan nhanh, choang ngop dat hoang vira mo

Em dd tmg trin i dai cuong

Cuon xiét anh khoi ngéi nha c6 khu virém bé nho
Con chim cit khéng gian réng dé lai duomg bay bat tin
Cdi ré anh vuon mit em nhin trei 1Ot

Timg hat mam phun hoi am long dat udt

fir hoi the lam bau troi doi khac

tir khoang khong dige quyén kién tao dam miy
Mt ra rom dot thidu mua cil

D6 thay cach nhin va khoang trong chin trii

dat nhin ¢a nhimg gi con chay do

mtia mdi vé tur tin, nghién nat va xoa heét

Ny hon nin thinh, toa nhiét, khoan vao long dat
cham nhimg mach ngdm  cang huyén bi thud xua
Bat md mau quyén rang déng dang 1én khudn mii
ding 1én co ciy phon thuc bai bai

Nhimg mua tai sinh tré dong chin ruc

Sam nd vang trong long tay mam hat

Vong phi sa troi rong ap ém thé dat

- w & . 1 - 0] - A .
Em cii xuong vi dong song ua dén bit ngo,

Phan Mai
Hai Phong City, Vietnam

Phan Mai

Mai Van Phn, a Vietnamese poet, has won a number of Vietnamese and
internafonal literary awards, including The Vietnam Writers' Associaon Award
in 2010 and the Cikada Literary Pnze of Sweden in 2017, He has published
16 poetry books and 1 book “Critiques - Essays” in Vietnam. 15 poetry books
of his are published and released in foreign countries and on Amazon's book
distribution network. Poems of Mai Van Phan are translated into 27 languages
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The Song of Harvest
(Transiation of Phan Mai Viatnamese Poem iz done by Nguyen Tien Van)
Phan Mai / Nguyen Tien Van

Spreading quickly, overwhelming reclaimed virgin land

You drop one burst of wild flower after another

1o whirl me up from the house with its small garden

The birds cut up immense space and leave lines of endless Mlight
My roots reach up 1o your verdant eves

Every sprout sprays warmth to wet the bosom of earth

from the breathing that transforms the sky

from the empty sky that builds clouds up

The thaich eyes burm up the old crop

To change our vision and the vacant horizon

The earth accepts all burning cinders

The new season comes with sell-confidence, grinding and wiping out all
The kiss is silent, radiating heat and boring into entrails of carth
touching underground veins swollen with old mysterics

The fertile earth fused with dawn offers up a face

with exuberant plants and trees in profusion

The seasons of resurrection are pregnant with ripe ears ol paddy
The thunder bursts out in the palm sceds

The cvcle of fresh alluvium embraces fibres of earth

You bow down and all of a sudden., the river rushes in.
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