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Editor's Pen 

 

 

The PEN,  All India Centre, West Bengal Branch has since its inception in 1933 

been literarily active within its geographical ambit.  It has always borne in mind that it 

is basically an association of creative writers.  So, its activity has always been 
centripetal to its creativity. 

The present volume is the culmination of the literary activities of its member-

writers and others.  Since it is the inaugural issue of such a magazine we kept in mind 
the expanse of the PEN in the world and so we wanted to enrich it by the literary 

contributions of the writers from world over who are also linked and concerned with 

the movement of the PEN International.  This will ensure a cordial bridge among the 

writers of the PEN West Bengal and PEN of other countries.  We are sure such a bridge 
will act as a bondage among the writers at home and abroad. 

Every poet or writer dreams of reaching a great world of readers and for that 

matter a suitable medium is essential.  We intend to make this magazine the required 
medium so that writings can be published without any prejudice whatsoever.  We 

firmly believe in the freedom of expression and writing and as a matter of fact the PEN 

International nourishes this idea to a great extent. 

We know the PEN International and PEN centres of different countries do publish 

such a magazine.  The present issue of PEN West Bengal is being published in the 

same glorious tradition.  We are glad that writers from several countries have enriched 
this volume with their valuable contributions on our request.  Writers from other 

provinces of India have also extended their literary contributions. 

This is the first volume of its kind and we sincerely hope that PEN West Bengal 
will continue publishing such volumes in future as well. 

Some lapses might have occured on different counts.  We expect to be excused for 

such inadvertent lapses.  We express our thanks and gratitude to all who have extended 
their cooperation in publishing this volume out. 

 

 

   Shyamal Mukhopadhyay 

                                                                                       Editor 
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PEN NEWS : International 

 

About PEN International, Board and Staff 

 

PEN International is a membership organisation of writers; therefore, prospective 

members must be involved with writing in some way. We ask writers who wish to 

become part of our worldwide community to first join us at Centre level. Look at our 
world map to find a Centre where you live, in your country or region, or with which 

you share a language. Each Centre has its own set of requirements for membership; 

some have associate memberships available or special memberships for students or 
people with no fixed income. When you’ve joined a Centre, you are then linked to PEN 

International worldwide. 

If you don’t consider yourself a writer or as someone who works with writers, but 
do consider yourself a lover of literature, we’d still like to hear from you: join our 

Facebook group, follow us on Twitter, read our magazine and blog, come to our events, 

participate in a campaign and write a letter to a government on behalf of a writer, or 
simply just keep up to date with our work. We may be a community of writers and for 

writers, but we are here for readers as well - after all, if it weren’t for readers, writers 

would have no one with whom to share their work. This special relationship is at the 
heart of PEN International. 

 

PRESENT BOARD : 

PEN INTERNATIONAL 

John Ralston Saul – International President 

Hori Takeaki – International Secretary 

Eric Lax – Treasurer 

Sylvestre Clancier – Board member 

Tarik Gunersel – Board member 

Marketa Hejkalova – Board member 

Philo Ikonya – Board member 

Lee Gil-Won – Board member  

Yang Lian – Board member 

Haroon Siddiqui – Board member 
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STAFF 

Laura McVeigh, Executive Director 

Anthony Archer, Finance Manager 

Frank Geary, International Programmes Director 

Sara Whyatt, Programme Director Writers in Prison Committee 

Patricia Diaz, Research and Campaign Support 

Cathy McCann, Researcher; Asia/Middle East 

Cathal Sheerin, Researcher; Africa/America (maternity cover) 

Paul Finegan, Office Administrator 

Ali Nihat, Press Officer 

Ruth Simister, Communications and International Programmes Assistant 

Address : 

 PEN International 

 Brownlow House, 50/51 High Holborn, London WC1V 6ER 

 Tele : 44(0)2074050338 

 Email : info@pen-international.org 

International PEN is a registered charity in England and Wales with registration 
number 1117088 

International PEN asked a member from each PEN centre to write a character, an 

individual letterform, from their own language. We wanted people to write in their own 
handwriting, using the same kind of pen; and to choose, if possible, a character that is 

distinctive to that language and alphabet We have characters from 43 of the world’s 

alphabets in our logo: 

Amharic,Arabic,Bengali,Cherokee,Chinese Cantonese, Chinese Mandarin, Czech, 

Danish, Devanagari, Egyptian, Arabic, English, Ewe, Farsi, French, Ga, German, 

Gurmukhi, Icelandic, Inuktitut, Italian, Japanese, Kurdish, Krio, Malayalam, Maori, 
Nepali, Norwegian, Portuguese, Roman, Russian, Serbian, Slovak, Spanish, Swiss 

German, Tamil, Tibetan, Turkish, Twi, Urdu, Veltic, Yolngu, Yoruba, Zema. 
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PEN International deeply saddened by death of former International President,  

Jiri Grusa. 

 

Jiri Grusa served as President of PEN International from 2003-2009. He will be 

remembered by all at PEN for his love of literature and his committed promotion of the 

ideals of PEN. Speaking of his role as International President he described his focus as: 

“My priorities are communication and openness. It is important to stress that freedom 

of expression is actually freedom from hatred.”  

A well-respected Czech writer and diplomat, Jiri Grusa demonstrated great bravery 

and quiet determination throughout his life. He was persecuted by the communist 

regime in response to his novel Mimner in 1969 and was arrested in 1978 following his 

novel The Questionnaire and jailed for two months. He protested against the totalitarian 

regime of the former Czechoslovakia, signing up in 1977 to Charter 77. 

He was known in the sixties and seventies, with erotic poetry collections such as 

“Adoration of the Janinka” from the Czech Republic. “He was a man of nobility and 

solved problems always radar without scandals,” said the President of the Czech PEN 

Club, Jiri Dedecek 

Since the 1990s he held a diplomatic and political career as Czechoslovak and then 

Czech Ambassador to Germany and Austria and subsequently as Education Minister in 

the Czech Republic. His negotiating skills and his unfailing sense of humor made 

Grusa as president of the International PEN Writers’ Association. He paved the way for 

the neighborhood agreement of 1992, the new momentum in bilateral relations brought. 

With the former Czech president Vaclav Havel has developed a close friendship 

during this time. “Persecuted and imprisoned for his beliefs, Jiri Grusa was the living 

embodiment of PEN’s devotion to freedom of expression and literature. He was 

beloved by all of us and we will miss him.” - John Ralston Saul, PEN International 

President 

“He was a champion all his life for freedom of expression. It is a great loss to all of 

us.” - Hori Takeaki, PEN International Secretary 

He died aged 72 on Friday October 28th during heart surgery in Germany. 



Our thoughts and condolences are with his wife Sabine, all his friends and family 

and with our colleagues in Czech PEN at this time. 
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PEN CONGRESS IN BELGRADE 

September 2011, 12-18th, Belgrade, the capital city of Serbia 

“Literature - Language of the World” 

The main topic of this year’s Congress is “Literature - Language of the 

World”. 

 

International PEN is the world’s largest federation of writers, translators, editors 
and publishers. The global annual congress is the most important public event on 

International PEN’s agenda each year. The decision to hold the forthcoming 

International PEN Congress in Belgrade is a huge recognition of Serbian PEN Center’s 
work so far. This first-class literary, cultural, social and public gathering has brought 

along further international respect and recognition of Belgrade and Serbia, of its culture 

and literature. This is the first ever International PEN Congress held in Serbia - and this 

is happening in a year which is very important to them, for two reasons: not only did 
International PEN celebrate its 90th birthday in 2011, but the Serbian PEN Center also 

marked its 85th anniversary. By becoming the International PEN Congress host, 

Belgrade had an important chance to bring together some of the most important authors 
in contemporary world literature, and present them with “the best of Serbian culture”.  

The Congress, over several days, accommodated representatives of all 144 PEN 

Centers around the world. In total, more than 300 writers, publishers, translators and 
editors had visited the Serbian capital in September 2011,this year; most of these 

people are world-famous authors of contemporary literature, whose books have been 

translated into some of the most important languages of the world and published 

globally.  

The Serbian PEN Center had, during the Congress, organized The World Literary 

Festival - ‘Free the Word’. This had been a huge literary and cultural event - not only in 

Serbia, but also in the whole of the Balkans region. 

At the same time, a grand literary festival had taken place in Belgrade, Novi Sad, 

Nis and other cities around Serbia - the biggest event so far of its kind to ever be held 
in Serbian country. Many of the world’s leading contemporary writers had participated 

in the festival, of whom many had already won some of the most prestigious literary 

awards on the planet. 

The International PEN Congress is, needless to say, a very special moment for the 

Serbian PEN Center. It recognizes its importance, and sees it as a unique opportunity to 



promote International PEN’s core values and spread its influence even further in this 

part of Europe. It is proved - once more - that Literature is the most authentic and most 
integral Language of the World. 
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From Laura McVeigh, Executive Director ,PEN International 

September 30, 2011 

Dear friends, 

It was a wonderful introduction to the world of PEN to attend this year’s Annual Congress 

in Belgrade. My thanks to everyone who took the time to meet me and share news, hopes and 

aspirations for PEN. To those members with whom I have not as yet had the opportunity to talk. 

Serbian PEN did the amazing job in hosting the event and for making everyone feel so 

welcome. Such an incredible, dedicated team of volunteers, staff and PEN members worked so 

hard behind the scenes to make the event successful. 

It was remarkable to see PEN members come together to create a new Balkans network*, 

to also work on a new European network and existing networks, to campaign on important 

freedom of expression issues in countries including Mexico, China, Bahrain, Belarus, Cuba, 

Eritrea, Fiji, Iran, South Africa, Syria, Turkey and Vietnam. We discussed concerns on freedom 

of expression and movement within the European Union, highlighted the Girona Manifesto, 

debated challenges faced by the Kurdish and the Roma, heard moving accounts about recent 

events in Tunisia, welcomed new members to Congress and indeed a new Centre -Occitan**. 

We shared readings, stories, news of literature from across the world and participated in the Free 

the Word festival organised by Serbian PEN to accompany Congress. 

PEN International President John Ralston Saul, in an address with the Serbian President 

Boris Tadic, spoke eloquently about PEN’s history, role and the importance of promoting 

literature and defending freedom of expression. And we celebrated and recognised the 

achievements of Liu Xiaobo, founder of the Independent Chinese PEN Centre, Nobel Laureate 

for Peace 2010 and of former PEN President Mario Vargas Llosa, Nobel Laureate for Literature 

2010. 

*The Balkans (often referred to as the Balkan Peninsula, although the two are not coterminous) is a geopolitical, 

and cultural region of southeastern Europe. A population of over 50 million people. It is well-known for fierce 

nationalism and ethnic disputes. 

The region takes its name from the Balkan Mountains, which are uplifting from the eastern end of Bulgaria to the 

Bulgarian-Serbian border westwards. “Balkan” in Turkish means “a chain of wooded mountains”.** Occitan is spoken 

in southern France, Italy’s Occitan Valleys, Monaco, and Spain’s Val d’Aran: the regions sometimes known informally 



as Occitania. Modern Occitan is the closest relative of Catalan. According to the UNESCO Red Book of Endangered 

Languages. 
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We thanked Mohamed Magani who stepped down this year for his tremendous contributions to 

PEN International’s Board over the last six years. In what was an exciting ballot, we welcomed 

Sylvestre Clancier to the Board of PEN International. He has pledged to be a strong Board 

member on behalf of the membership, to listen, to take members’ issues to the Board, to be 

active on your behalf. All of the Board are committed to transparency, to finding new, better 

ways of working and communicating and welcomed the desire for change as expressed during 

Congress. 

What was clear to me is that we need more space, more time and different settings during 

Congress in which to share news, debate and work together - not just report back on activities 

during the year. We will take this understanding into our planning for the 2012 Congress in 

Korea. 

Congress also provided PEN International with an opportunity to focus on how we work, 

how we communicate with each other. It provided a space in which we could discuss PEN’s role 

in the world and how PEN should adapt for the next decade. 

From listening to many delegates, the following three themes came to the fore - 

Communications, Relevance and Effectiveness: 

Communications : how can we improve communications - between PEN International and 

the membership, between members directly, and in terms of the public image of PEN and its 

place on the global stage? 

Relevance : as challenges to freedom of expression grow and change - whether because of 

weak state actors, digital surveillance, endemic censorship, constraints on writers and their 

freedom of movement, changes in the world of publishing and so forth, how can PEN as an 

organisation and as a movement adapt to meet those changes? How do we ensure we are truly 

influencing and shaping the debate on freedom of expression through the lens of literature? 

Effectiveness : how do we function as a movement and organisation? What do we do 

differently, better? What can we adapt in our structures and procedures? How do we balance our 

history and traditions with a need to remain relevant and active? How can we reflect the 

diversity of our membership better through translation, through advocacy, through new ways of 

working? How should Congress work in the future? How can we make our resolutions more 

effective? What do we need to change to keep renewing and growing PEN? 

Many of you put forward solutions, shared ideas and examples of projects, approaches that 

work in similar contexts. We have taken away from Congress your feedback and advice. We 



discussed and reflected on this feedback at the Board retreat held immediately following 

Congress. 
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And now, as I put together a roadmap for PEN International (a three year plan to take us 

from 2012 - 2014), your suggestions, recommendations and requests will inform that plan. 

So what key actions can you expect? 

Over the coming months I pledge the following to members: 

We will launch the new PEN International website and work to ensure it is as interactive, 

as community based, as strong as possible a platform that it can be for connecting members, 

showcasing work and writing and creating a vibrant online PEN community linked to other 

online PEN groups. 

We will review our Communications strategy and focus on finding funding to strengthen 

our communications, media and advocacy work in support of the membership. 

We will continue to focus on stabilising the organisation financially and will seek where 

possible to find resources to better support our Committees and the network activity across the 

membership.  

We will explore new ways of working in partnership with Centres on international 

campaigns, programmes and projects. 

We will take on board the helpful suggestions for change to the Congress format and try 

new approaches at Congress in Korea in 2012. 

We will provide regular monthly updates on PEN International’s work. 

PEN has tremendous potential. It is unique. It is all of us working together with common 

purpose and commitment. I want to ensure PEN International stays true to our shared aims - 

promoting literature and defending freedom of expression. And I ask for your help, participation 

and support to help PEN achieve that potential. 

From International President John Ralston Saul to the 

membership. 

12 October, 2011 (Monthly Letter) 

( 1 ) 

It was a very successful Congress, thanks to the incredible work of Serbian PEN. For those 

of you who were not in Belgrade, here are a few highlights: 

l Almost 90 Centres sent delegates, maintaining the high level of the Congress in Tokyo. 
Could we get to 100 in Korea? One solution would be more pairing of Centres. 

l There was strong representation from all areas except Latin America. We must 
concentrate on this. 

l The Belgrade Congress was to be centered on Balkan reconciliation and that was very 
much the feeling. A Balkan network was created with 13 PEN Centres at a very moving 



meeting. This act of reconciliation carries an important message about the Balkans, but also to 

other divided areas in the world. 
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l The Assembly has clearly asked for some reform of PEN’s structures. I am 

very excited about this and would add that we need serious changes in the make-up of 

the Assembly itself. 

Immediately after the Congress there was a Board and Committee Chairs retreat. 
We have set up a small Committee chaired by Eric Lax to consult you on structural 

reforms and to make a proposal. The Executive and Laura will tackle the question of 

Assembly structures. All suggestions are very welcome. 

l The Girona Manifesto is now an official PEN International policy. I think of it 

as our Charter on Linguistic Rights. With the Translation and Linguistic Rights 

Committee, we must now develop policies to give the Manifesto some real legs. 

l The Peace Committee put forward what is in effect its charter; its rules for 
action. This also was adopted by the Assembly. 

l There was a concentrated focus on the terrible situation in Mexico. On the Day 

of the Dead - November 2 -there will be a global PEN action. If you haven’t heard 

about it already, you will. 

l The Board decided that the distribution inside PEN of Rapid Action Network 

urgent messages, that up until now have been limited to WIPC member Centres, should 

go to all Centres. We are all concerned by the state of writers. 

l Out of the opening full Assembly discussion on PEN’s future came the 

welcome suggestion that we move urgently to develop a PEN International strategy on 

the effect of new technologies on freedom of expression. We ran out of time to discuss 

this at the Board retreat, so the Executive has set up a three person Committee, chaired 
by Hori Takeaki and including Marian Botsford Fraser. We need the third member as 

fast as possible. Again, all suggestions are welcome. The committee will gather 

information and make recommendations to the Board. We hope to have a clear strategy 

to bring to the next Congress. 

l Regarding new faces at the Congress, for the first time in years Brazilian PEN 

was present and eager to play a role. They have already offered to try to help in Latin 

America. Haitian PEN was also back and eager to develop their Centre. 

l The China PEN Centre (Beijing) was present for the first time since Berlin. 

This produced a clear difference of opinion on the situation in China. Their view was 

not shared by other delegates. In an unprecedented initiative, the Assembly opened 

with a motion from the floor, moved by Serbian PEN and seconded by Japan PEN, to 
congratulate Mario Vargas Llosa and Liu Xiaobo on their Nobel prizes and call for the 

release of Liu Xiaobo and his wife, Liu Xia. This was passed unanimously. Later a 

detailed resolution from the Writers in Prison committee on the situation of imprisoned 
writers in China was passed with no objections. 
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Of course, the discussion over the situation in China was not an easy one for delegates. 
But the reality is that the China PEN Centre (Beijing) was present; their delegates 

expressed themselves; delegates from the Independent Chinese PEN Centre and many 

others Centres replied; PEN International’s position was reaffirmed by the Assembly; 
many delegates took the opportunity to have lengthy conversations with the returning 

Centre. 

All of this was a demonstration of our Charter. We stand for unlimited freedom of 
expression. We also stand for dialogue and bringing people together. And the clarity of 

our position, along with our belief in dialogue, are all part of our work to free writers in 

China. 

Immediately after the Congress, the Board, the Committee Chairs and the senior 

staff held their retreat at Novi Sad. For once we weren’t struggling to hear each other 

over bad phone lines. We missed Mohamed Magani, who had just retired. We 
welcomed back Yang Lian, who was re-elected in Belgrade, and we welcomed 

Sylvestre Clancier who had been elected by the Assembly. Twenty four hours of 

working together was incredibly valuable and we will try to do it again in late 

spring/early summer. 

Immediately after the retreat, I went to the Gothenburg Book Fair to take part in an 

unacceptable ceremony -the 10th anniversary of Dawit Isaak’s imprisonment with his 

colleagues in Eritrea, many of whom have died in what amounts to a death camp. With 
two Nobel laureates - our former president, Mario Vargas Llosa and Herta Muller - 

alongside Peter Englund, the Permanent Secretary of the Swedish Academy, and Ola 

Larsmo, the President of Swedish PEN, we launched a new Eritrean campaign. I then 
met with some Swedish publishers who have joined the PEN International Publishers 

Circle, and then with Finnish Publishers, who we hope will join. 

Enough! This is very long, but a lot had happened. 

Best wishes to you all, 

 

( 2 ) 

Dear PEN Members, Dear Friends 

Sixteen years ago today, our colleague Ken Saro-Wiwa was hanged by Nigerian 
officials for writing and speaking, and doing so persistently. I was in southern Tunisia 

with a group of writers and film makers when I heard the awful news. Many of us 

remember that day very specifically, with a sort of bitter shame. 

PEN had worked hard for Ken Saro-Wiwa’s freedom; for his life. And we failed. 

And we felt that failure. This life of literature and free speech of which we are all part 



has never been a pretty thing or a gentleman’s respectable undertaking. It has always 

had a rough  

The PEN West Bengal  17 

and risky side to it. Sometimes those risks are merely financial or involve social 

alienation or the difficulty of finding a public. Sometimes they involve prison, exile, 
death. With Ken Saro-Wiwa all the facets of the full risk were played out. Here was the 

terrible reminder that you could be talented, famous, and you could be right. Yet 

mediocre, authoritarian officials could hang you and mutilate your body. 

Each time I think of our campaigns, the memory of Ken Saro-Wiwa re-emerges. 

We need to do what we do with such a careful balance of determination and care. Lives 

are in play. 

Mexico is an example of this complexity and I know that many of you took part in 

our Mexican Day of the Dead campaign on November 2nd. There are dozens of other 

very different examples. Think of Dawit Isaak, whose life hangs in the balance in 

Eritrea. 

( 3 ) 

 

We had an interesting opportunity to explain our work at the Frankfurt Book Fair in 

October. I had had a conversation a few months before with its Director, Juergen Boos, and 

for the first time PEN International was invited to take part. Laura McVeigh and Ali Nihat 

came with me and we had a number of events. First, German PEN is always there with a 

stand and I was able to take part with their President, Johano Strasser and their Secretary 

General, Herbert Wiesner in their annual Frankfurt press conference, focused on Egyptian 

publisher Mohamed Hashem, the winner of their 2011 Hermann Kesten Prize. 

We also did a major launch of the PEN International Publishers Circle in what is called 

the Weltempfang – Frankfurt’s new Centre for Politics, Literature and Translation. 

This took the form of a public session with Eva Bonnier, Chair of the Swedish 

Publishers Association, Ronald Blunden, VP of Hachette Livre and Anders Heger, 

Norwegian PEN president representing Norwegian publishers. 1 chaired the event. It was 

called Free the Word: Times of Transition. Quite a few PEN Centres were there, for 

example Kaiser zhun of Uyghur PEN and Kaitlin Kaldmaa of PEN Estonia; and a big 

crowd. 

The next morning we had a good meeting with many of the members of the Publishers 

Circle to discuss its activities. The idea for now is to concentrate on supporting publishing 

in chosen countries where it is difficult. Thanks to the leadership taken by our PEN Centres 

in Norway, Sweden, Finland, and Canada, the Publishers Circle now has 14 members. 

Starting with the three international founders - Hachette Livre, Penguin Group and Random 

House - they are: Gyldendal Norsk Forlag (Norway), Aschehoug Forlag (Norway), 

Cappelen Damm (Norway), Albert Bonnier Forlag (Sweden), KF Media AB/Norstat 

(Sweden), De Oberoende (Sweden), Natur & Kultur (Sweden), Suderstroms Forlag 



(Finland), House of Anansi Press (Canada), Douglas & Mclntyre (Canada) and Harper 

Collins (Canada). The idea is to take it to between 30 and 35 members.  
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One of the practical results is that we are building up the percentage of unrestricted funds in our 

budget. 

The Book Fair also asked me to give the Weltempfang opening speech on behalf of PEN. 

The oral record is on our new website. 

We are already talking about an annual role for PEN International at the Frankfurt Book 

Fair. This is all part of us taking our messages to a broader public. I should add that Iceland was 

the guest of honour this year. Sjon and many other of our Iceland PEN members were in the 

spotlight. 

On a practical front, the Digital Media and Communications group chaired by Hori Takeaki 

and made up of Marian Botsford Fraser and Margie Orford has begun to work. Eric Lax’s group 

on structural reform has already received written suggestions from some of you. 

All best wishes, 

John Ralston Saul  

--- * --- * --- 

 

Girona Manifesto 

15th September 2011 at PEN International’s 77th annual Congress the PEN 

General Assembly approved the Girona Manifesto on Linguistic Rights which calls for 
the protection and promotion of linguistic diversity. This Manifesto developed by 

PEN’s Translation and Linguistic Rights Committee is a significant step toward 

protecting and promoting all world languages, including those in danger of 
disappearing.  

John Ralston Saul, International President of PEN said, “Many languages are in 

danger. Many are actually disappearing. The loss of one’s language, and through that 
loss much of one’s culture, can be seen as the ultimate removal of freedom of 

expression”. 

The Girona Manifesto is a ten point document designed to be translated and 
disseminated widely as a tool to defend linguistic diversity around the world. 

Josep Maria Terricabras, Chair of the Translations and Linguistic Rights 

Committee of PEN International said, “Language defines us. To lose one’s language is 
to lose one’s voice, identity and spirit. Languages are the homes we live in” 

 

GIRONA MANIFESTO ON LINGUISTIC RIGHTS 

PEN International brings together the writers of the world. 



Fifteen years ago. the Universal Declaration of Linguistic Rights was first made 

public in Barcelona by PEN International’s Translation and Linguistic Rights 
Committee. 
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Today, that same Committee, gathered together in Girona. declares a Manifesto of 
the Universal Declaration’s ten central principles. 

1. Linguistic diversity is a world heritage that must be valued and protected. 

2. Respect for all languages and cultures is fundamental to the process of 
constructing and maintaining dialogue and peace in the world. 

3. All individuals learn to speak in the heart of a community that gives them life, 

language, culture and identity 

4. Different languages and different ways of speaking are not only means of 

communication; they are also the milieu in which humans grow and cultures are built. 

5. Every linguistic community has the right for its language to be used as an 

official language in its territory. 

6. School instruction must contribute to the prestige of the language spoken by 
the linguistic community of the territory. 

7. It is desirable for citizens to have a general knowledge of various languages, 

because it favours empathy and intellectual openness, and contributes to a deeper 
knowledge of one’s own tongue. 

8. The translation of texts, especially the great works of various cultures, 

represents a very important element in the necessary process of greater understanding 
and respect among human beings. 

9. The media is a privileged loudspeaker for making linguistic diversity work and 

for competently and rigorously increasing its prestige. 

10. The right to use and protect one’s own language must be recognized by the 

United Nations as one of the fundamental human rights. 

Committee of Translation and Linguistic Rights of PEN International  

Girona 13th of May 2011 

 

Which heaven will the journalists killed in Mexixo go to –  
Chiara Macconi, International PEN women writers committee 

– Editor : Swiss International Pen 

 
In ancient Mexico it was believed that people who drowned went to the heaven of 

Tlaloc, the rain god, that soldiers who fell in combat became part of the Eastern sun, 
that the souls of women who had just given birth met the sun at its zenith and dwelled 



with earthly goddesses in the east, and that the north was governed by Mictlantecuhtli 

and Mictecacihuatl, the Lord and Lady of death. In this funereal geography, these  
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points in space were the destinations of the dead, the same points to which the plumed 
serpent, the god Quetzalcoatl blew. But death was not just myth and rite for the ancient 

Mexicans, it was everyday life and it had a physical body, it adorned temples and 

tombs, it had names and material forms and uses, it was vessels or clothing, it was clay 
or stone, it smelled of fire and copal, of water and blood. 

Nowadays Mexico has become a huge cemetery for victims of major crimes. When 

it comes to violence our country is one of the most dangerous in the world for 
journalists. Not only for those who produce reports and write articles, but also for those 

who take photos, draws cartoons, or are witnesses to any bloody event, act of political 

corruption, or police injustice, and even those who have the misfortune to be in the 

wrong place at the wrong time. 

But at this time, journalists are not only pursued by organised crime in all its 

forms, but also by local, state and federal governments, by police forces, the military, 

and even by people whose job is to impart justice. On these grounds the federal 
government not only has to guarantee the safety of journalists, but also resolve the 

cases pending and punish the criminals, regardless of whether they are within the 

government or not, because as time goes on the majority get caught up in a fog which 
has so many lines of investigation that the real one is (deliberately) lost. 

Another common practice in the media, in conspiracy with the authorities, is to 

trivialise a case so that people stop taking it seriously. This not only happens with 
journalists, but also with defenders of human rights who are victims of attacks. 

This Day of the Dead, we passionately hope that Mexico does not continue to be a 

sacrificial altar for journalists and those fighting in defence of human rights and 
freedom of expression. 

 

NEWS : THE PEN IN WEST BENGAL 

The PEN, All India Centre. West Bengal Branch. 

The PEN West Bengal together with BudhBikel  (Wednesday Afternoon) has been 
holding as usual weekly sittings with rendering of literary contributions and 

discussion. 

On 26. 01. 2011 The PEN, West Bengal had arranged a literary programme in the  
A/C hall of the Kolkata Bookfair organized by the Publishers and Book sellers Guild. 

Many poets and literary personalities of much eminence, besides, the members of the 

PEN, participated to make the programme a success. 
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The 'Annual Literary Evening' of the PEN West Bengal was arranged on 25.04 2011 in 

the hall of Bangla Academy. Eminent poets and literary personnel attended and 
participated the programme which was presided by Sri Sunil Gangopadhyay, Chairman 

of the PEN West Bengal. 

A general body meeting of the PEN West Bengal was arranged on 21.08.2011 at 
the Theosophical Society hall. It was attended by the members in a large number The 

following agenda were discussed. LAccounts 2. Membership 3. Publication of the 

annual literary volume 4. Election of the new executive committee members 5. Annual 

literary awards 6. Miscellaneous. 

The PEN West Bengal organized a programme on 09. 09. 2011 in the Jibananda 

Hall of Bangla Academy wherein ‘The Nilima Gupta Memorial Award’ for theatre 

personality was awarded to Smt Usha Ganguly an eminent person of the theatrical 
world of Kolkata. 'The Nilima Gupta Memorial lecture’ was delivered by Dr. Anirban 

Roy Chowdhury. 

The PEN Westbengal arranged an excursion to Digha, on 23.09.2011. On this 
occasion a literary session on 24.09.2011 was also arranged which was chaired by Sri 

Surajit Dasgupta, executive chairman of PEN. And Fajlul Alam, a well known writer of 

Bangladesh was honoured in the programme. He was also the chief guest.  The 
excursion ended on 25.09.2011. 

Besides, members of the PEN West Bengal had assembled in the house of Sri 

Nisith Roy chowdhury on 18.08.11 and 05.10.11 and 05.10.11 and arranged literary 
programmes as usual.   

The PEN West Bengal holds literary Programmes with the ideals of PEN at any 

place when they are invited to do so by any sponsor. 

                                                     News compiled and edited by Albert Ashok 
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Executive Body of the PEN West Bengal (2011-13) 

Chairman – Shri Sunil Gongopadhyay 

Working Chairman – Shri Surajit Dasgupta 

Vice-Chairman – Smt. Krishna Bose 

  Shri Ashok Kumar Roy 

Hony. Secretary-Treasurer – Shri Ranjan Gupta 

Jt. Secretary – Shyamal Mukhopadhyay 

Spl. & Communication Executive– Albert Ashok 

 

Executive Committee Members – Smt. Roma Sen 

  Smt Dipika Bhattacharya 

  Smt. Jayati Gangopadhyay 

  Smt. Chandra Mazumdar 

  Shri Kamal Mukhopadhyay 

  Shri Krishnalal Maity 

  Shri Sunanda Adhikari 

  Shri Kashinath Das Chakladar 

  Shri Amritendu Mondal 

Address : 

The PEN, All India Centre, West Bengal Branch 

 

Mobile : 9330858536 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 

The PEN West Bengal  23 

One only one standard money 



The PEN West Bengal  24 

 

 

P.E.N. 

P.E.N.



The PEN West Bengal  25

o 

 



 
 

The PEN West Bengal  26 

 



The PEN West Bengal  27



The PEN West Bengal  28



The PEN West Bengal  29



The PEN West Bengal  30



 

The PEN West Bengal  31

o 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

The PEN West Bengal  32 
Essay 

EQUILIBRIUM  AT  THE  LOWEST  POTENTIAL 

Vidyadhar Steinbake 

Two thousand twelve will be Dickens’s 200th year. I contemplate to write two 

essays in that year, one on Dickens’s characters in Haruki Murakami’s short Stories and the 

other would be a discussion on three remarkable novels centering around the treatment of 

‘mountain’ as eternity holding nearly the entire history of the civilizations. And those aware of 

the general scene of literary discussions in Bengali periodicals would know pretty well how 

absurd and meaningless these two projects are if one accepts that a discusser writes expecting a 

sizable readership. I doubt whether any mainstream periodical or little magazine will plan a 

special issue on Dickens. Haruki Murakami, though at this moment the most talked about author 

in the world could hardly draw any attention from the general literary circles in Bengal in spite 

of the worldwide lamentation at his missing the Nobel in literature this year. My second essay, 

as the reader might have guessed, would place side by side Thomas Mann’s ‘The Magic 

Mountain’, Yasunari Kawabata’s The Sound of the Mountain’, and there is a third one named 

‘The Silent Mountain’, an unpublished novel as yet, by Mr. Shubhadeep Barua, written in 

Bengali. The futility (one can easily say so without facing much protest) of both the schemes 

lies in the fact that the general form of enthusiasm that sustains Bengali literature is not likely to 

respond to these names of authors or novels and hence including an unpublished novel in the 

scheme should not cause raising of many eyebrows. 

Not many articles have been written on this tragedy of deteriorating taste and information 

level among the general readership of Bengali literature, simply because the tragedy of 

dwindling readership is so glaring and huge that finer aspects or patterns of preferences 

naturally have taken a backseat in any assessment of the crises. Haruki Murakami’s ‘Kafka on 

the Shore’ sold nearly 14 million copies in various ‘translations. His latest novel 1Q84 sold 

some 4 million copies in Japan only, after translated versions are in the market, the projected 



sale is about 20 million copies. While remembering author Tony Powel, Naipaul was describing 

a phase when Powel’s market shrunk to its lowest, about 40,000 copies of a certain novel sold. 

In comparison, a veteran reputed Bengali novelist can expect a sale in the open market, meaning 

those bought by people on personal choice, in the order of 200 or at best 300 copies. The rest of 

the copies printed have to go to different libraries on benevolent recommendation 
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of one or more powerful operator(s) in the literary field! To survive with even a token presence, 

an author needs to spend less time in reading or thinking about his next piece and more in 

continuously pursuing PR affairs, networking and other group activities, greeting the powerful 

in the circuit etc. With an expanding economy the educated finds it easier landing a decent job 

and naturally it is those who still find the going tough are left with, among other pursuits, 

literature as an option to boost his self-image. No wonder, Shubhadeep, a highly successful 

engineer with a steady job, found himself thoroughly unfit in the trade lacking the training in 

tricks and his novel without a parallel in the whole of Bengali literature is still to find a 

publisher. 

The rot started, in my view, in the fifties or even earlier! That was when Bengali 

disillusionment in independent India finally started crystalizing around leftist views of different 

issues. A divided Bengal was an unrepairable economic disaster, over and above that parochial 

squabbles in the country’s top adiministrative strata, at the national level politics, finally 

shattered the nationalistic dreams and inspirations that the Bengali acquired through the period 

called Bengal Renaissance. This shattering of dreams is a very dangerous development. 

Psychoanalyst Eric Fromm showed in his ‘Fear of Freedom’ how the uncertainties out of 

shattered dreams so easily led the German nation on to total submission to Nazism of the day. 

Bengalis submitted to something not quite Marxism but a kind of leftist disquiet that easily 

picks up COMPLAINT LITERATURE as its voice. License for the repugnant was aesthetically 

deemed congruent to a large section of so called socially commited writers, poets. The stream 

has widened over the years in terms of the number subscribing to it. Depth never mattered. It 

was a carnival of sloganeering literature with very little attempt at analytical retrospection or 

introspection. Interestingly, this stream never wanted to be the mainstream of Bengali literature 

and surrendered that glory to the stuff produced by a few media houses, obviously led by the 

House of Anandabzar! 

A moribund economy forced most of the seriously ambitious writers to take up jobs with 

the newspapers and consequently the political constraints that go with media business had its 

toll on the range of issues a writer would be encouraged to take up for his probing through 

narratives. No surprise that not a single significant novel has yet been written on the tragedy of 

partition of Bengal in 1947, in the mainstream literature. That the subject remained equally 



neglected in the so called COMPLAINT LITERATURE was due to the strategic constraints the 

communist party imposed on its fellow travelers. Complaint Literature in different regions at 

different times has shown a distinct trait, that of never really wanting to transcend the situation 

so vociferously complaining against. Complaint Literature is in fact the most complacent 

literature in nature. Thus when the Anandabazar House established unshakable dominance of 

the mainstream literature and the Complaint Literature found its likable corners and enough  
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number of not so demanding patron-enthusiasts there has been hardly any agent of change that 

can stir up the configuration toward a new orientation. Laws of science say that an equilibrium 

is reached when a body attains its lowest potential energy position. 

Laws of science also say that motion is possible when the forces on a body do not balance 

themselves out. In this case the supply-demand imbalance could effectively be an agent of 

change. In course of an unnaturally long stint of the communists at the power, the complaint 

litterateurs slowly mutated to mere sloganeering volunteers of the ruling party, the intellectuals, 

mostly academics in need of uninterrupted fund from the establishment, starting to look for 

opportunities to keep the power that be in good humour, too helped in maintaining the status 

quo as solidly as possible. Only the suffering people found very little reflection of their true 

distress and dissatisfactions (not class struggle) in the literature of the day, mainstream or 

otherwise. Is not it comical that the non-mainstream (rebellious) literary establishment started 

getting the maximum patronage from the different Govt. funded agencies like the National Book 

Trust, The Sahitya Academy and many other similar channels. 

In the meantime, the Naxalite movement failed or decided to call its agenda adjourned and 

a large number of their sympathizers consoled their own revolutionary urge by turning 

themselves into cultural workers running a huge number of little magazines both within Kolkata 

and in the districts. They automatically considered themselves non-mainstream but in reality 

these little magazines, till very recent past, remained stepping stones before graduation to 

mainstream. By this time people by and large have lost interest in these schools of literary 

activisms and even in shallow, titillating mainstream entertainers. A pathetic deterioration in 

educational standard under a whimsical and myopic left regime and growing trends of 

consumerism nearly made reading habit a rare, almost unsocial, archaic pursuit restricted to a 

very very tiny populace. Majority of today’s potential readers are thus uninitiated, scantily 

aware of the current literary issues the world is witnessing. Writers come from among the 

readers after all! 

Today’s equilibrium is between three major forces, namely, disenchanted and thus 

indifferent readership, a surfeit of shallow propagandist or nearly anti-political authors 

pathetically unequipped with forms of narratives and a generous budget of the Govt. apparently 



as oxygen to the moribund literary tradition. In plain terms, with the tremendous improvement 

in printing technology, a huge number of aspirants are writing books, nearly 300 to 400 copies 

initially are being printed, the publisher is emotionally prepared to find that, in many cases, sale 

is hardly reaching double figures. Govt. funded libraries which were potential means for 

employment of party cadres are coming forward in rescue of the publisher provided he has the 

right recommendation from selected big-wigs. A would - be author is preparing himself reading  
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the stuff this situation is yielding, a newcomer is busy pursuing or more aptly, ever-ready to 

please bigwigs who can fetch him a publisher, an established author is too anxious and for 

survival complying with the permitted range of formulae, an ambitious author is hobnobbing 

with political masters to become one day a big-wig and big-wigs are attending felicitation 

ceremonies or giving bytes to the electronic media. This entire heavenly bliss is being sponsored 

by the Govt. to successfully block any literary development unfavorable to itself. There is a 

scheme called procurement by the RamMohan Foundation that buy up enough number of unsold 

(actually unsellable) copies the publisher to thrive and remain under strict control of the power 

that be. Publishers in Bengal are a unique kind, their only pursuit is to manage recommendation 

so that his stuff are bought in enough number by the RamMohan Foundation or other library 

chains. Least concerned (because the concern does not help in any way) about market demand 

or creation of market, they are the farthest among citizens from the literary scene in the world. 

Evidently, any effort or even desire to revive the role literature had in the life and recreation of 

the middle-class must adopt a single slogan today - ‘Stop Govt. Spending in the Field of 

Literature and Other Forms of Culture.’ If this withdrawal cannot be brought about, what future 

is awaiting Bengali Literature is known only to that proverbial SHYAMLAL in Sukumar Ray’s 

nonsense rhymes!    O 
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Essay 

VISIT  TO  PEN  TOKYO  :  TAGORE  AND  BOSE 
Krishna Bose (West Bengal, India) 

 

It was almost three decades ago. I was going to Japan for a Conference on Netaji 

Subhas Chandra Bose organized by General Iwaichi Fujiwara. This was a most fruitful 
visit as my husband Dr.Sisir Kumar Bose and I met several important persons who 

were Netaji’s comrade-in-arms. We also gathered a lot of documents on the trip. 

But this trip has remained memorable to me for a different reason also. 
Annadashankar Roy the well known author was the President of the Calcutta chapter of 

the PEN. He called me and said as a member of the PEN I should get in touch with our 

counterpart in Tokyo. He gave me a few contact numbers. I knew a writer of children’s 
literature in Tokyo. His name was Yashiro. I informed him also. 

On arrival in Tokyo I was pleasantly surprised to find that a Lunch Meeting with 

the PEN had been arranged at the International House of Japan and also a visit later to 
the PEN office. My Japanese-Bengali interpreter told me in clear Bengali that the after-

meeting “Bhojan” (meal) will be very nice, indeed. 

The meeting was organized by the Japanese poet Rikutaro Fukuda. Among others I 
recollect poet Chitco Ono who gave a long speech and presented me with his book of 

poems. I leafed through the book but of course failed to understand the language. But 

Fukuda gave me a collection of poems by various poets translated in English. I read the 

one by Fukuda, ‘Summer in Europe’. The poet sat in a Cafe in by the Mediterranean 
sea sipping coco cola and watched the boats on the sea waves. Another poem I liked 

was by Oki on Bread and Songs. He said “ I tear off pieces of bread and write songs. 

But alas ! when I tear off songs only a piece of bread is left in my hands.” 

At the Lunch Meeting I was asked to speak. I asked them what would you like me 

to talk about ? They said there are two Indian names which were household words in 

Japan.  One was Tagore and the other was Chandra Bose (that is how Japanese people 
refer to Netaji). They suggested why don’t I speak about one of them. 



I told them I would tell you the story about both of them. One was a poet and the 

other a freedom fighter. But the poet and the patriot had a very close and warm 
relationship. Let me tell you the story of these two great Indians. The subject fascinated 

me since then and I have written or given talks on the subject later. But that was the 

first time I spoke on the poet and the patriot. 

As I look back here is what I remember talking to them about. Rabindranath 

Tagore had hailed Subhas Chandra Bose as Deshnayak (Leader of the Country) in his 

famous address written in January 1939, long before India recognized him as Netaji. 

The poet was in indifferent health. He wrote in a prophetic manner - ‘I may not join 
him in the fight that is to come.  
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I can only bless him and take my leave knowing that he has made his country’s 
burden of sorrow his own, that his final reward is fast coming as his country’s 

freedom.’ 

In a strange coincidence in July 1921 Subhas and the poet sailed in the same ship 
to India. Subhas had resigned from the ICS and was going home to serve his country. 

He had taken the first significant step in his political life. Here he sailed with the poet 

who would years later greet him as Deshnayak, Leader of the country. Since then 
Tagore kept a watch on the rise of the young leader. 

The year 1939 was turbulent in Indian politics. Subhas Chandra Bose, President of 

the Indian National Congress had asked for a second term. Gandhiji was against the 
idea. The old guard of the Congress was with the Mahatma. They disliked Subhas’s 

uncompromising attitude to imperialism as also his socialist views of independent 

India. Subhas Chandra found himself abandoned by the mainstream political 
leadership. 

At this critical hour of his life he had the support and blessings of Rabindra Nath 

Tagore. The poet usually refrained from meddling in politics. But in an uncharacteristic 
manner he wrote to Gandhiji and Nehru in support of a second term as Congress 

President for Subhas Chandra Bose. He believed there were two “modernists” in 

Congress Nehru and Bose. Bose as Congress President had asked Nehru to be the 

chairman of the Planning Committee. Tagore thought that at this juncture Bose as 
President of Congress and Nehru as Head of Planning Committee would be the right 

combination for India’s development. However Gandhiji did not heed Tagore’s request. 

Tagore invited Subhas to Santiniketan. The poet gave him a reception in the 
mango grove of the ashram. He reiterated, “I have accepted you as the leader of the 

nation in my mind. It is my resolve to proclaim this to the public.” Tagore complained 

that his countrymen were indifferent to the ideals of Santiniketan and asked Subhas to 
keep in mind the future of the educational institute. 

Subhas won the election as Congress President defeating Gandhiji’s nominee. 

However things took such a turn that Subhas Chandra Bose had to resign from the 



Congress Presidentship. Tagore expressed his confidence in Bose for the dignity and 

forbearance he had shown in the face of an aggravating situation. The Poet said Bose’s 
“apparent defeat will turn into a permanent victory.” 

The last meeting between the Poet and the Patriot took place on July 2nd, 1940 at 

the Jorasanko House. After a long meeting Subhas left for his Elgin Road residence. In 
a couple of hours he was arrested and put into Presidency Jail. Tagore was greatly 

agitated at the news of his arrest. 

When Subhas Chandra Bose escaped from his Elgin Road home on 16th-17th  
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January 1941 the news of his disappearance shook the whole Nation. Sarat Bose 
received anxious telegrams from Mahatmaji, Tagore and others. Gandhiji had said in 

his telegram ‘Wire truth’. It was not possible to reveal the truth. But in reply to 

Tagore’s telegram Sarat Bose dropped a hint. He said, ‘may he get your blessings 
wherever he may be.’  

Sarat Bose visited Santiniketan some time later. On his return from Santiniketan he 

told his son Sisir who had driven his uncle on that fateful night of escape that Tagore 
had wished to know the truth about Subhas. “You may tell me, Sarat”, he had said. 

Looking at the ailing Poet Sarat Bose felt that he should be told the truth. He informed 

the poet that Subhas was safe and had actually reached his destination. 

It was, indeed, thoughtful of Sarat Bose to tell the poet what had actually 

transpired and that Subhas was active in the service of his nation. The poet passed away 

in August of that year. But before he left this world he knew that his Deshnayak was on 

the way to become India’s Netaji. 

After the meeting they demanded I sing a song. To reciprocate Poet Ono sang a 

Japanese romantic song about the “moon that rose over the ruined castle”. 

In the afternoon I visited the PEN office at Tokyo’s Akasaka area. Many other 

writers joined us there. Rio Hamada, I was told, was a very popular novelist. Inahara 

was from the Radio and knew Hindi. There was a Japanese Publisher Kuromaru. 
Author Shiju Oama served us tea. The PEN President Kenji Takahashi had a fractured 

ankle and could not come. I was asked to write a note for him praying for his fast 

recovery. 

On my return from PEN the renowned Tagore scholar and a very good friend 

Azuma came to meet me. He was accompanied by a frail, old lady Madame Kora who 

interpreted Tagore whenever he visited Japan. It was a Rabindranath-Subhas Chandra 

Day that I spent in Tokyo. I brought back the memory of that wonderful day and shared 

it with members of PEN in Calcutta.     O 
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Poem 

On the bank of Saraswati 

Shyamal Mukhopadhyay (West 

Bengal, India) 

Here flows a river on the footpath of 
Precidency College 

It has no ripples. 

A distant depth has drawn all of 
its swelling spurt.  

This river flows in the depth of 

profundity 

as does invisible Saraswati. 

 

I don't feel like crossing the road 

 



On this side of the road 

the main stream of water calls me 

in its voice of wisdom 

On the other side 

there are the roars of impassionned 

coffee 

asif river Matala breaks in madly 
waves. 

 

I want a refuge in the unprejudiced 

knowledge 

On the bank of Saraswati. 

 

Translated by the poet. 

 

(The original Bengali Poem is on the left side and the 

English translation on the right side.) 
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Poem  

BUT 

Ranjan Gupta (West Bengal, India) 

I am always in a hurry 

Lest one thinks 

– Vagabond – 

has nothing else to do. 

 

I laugh out loud, 

Lest you think me 

monument of sorrow 

without an iota of happiness. 

 



There are some o ther things 

you don't know, 

I didn't let you 

Lest you pity me. 

 

As such, I go about 

In pride and 

 langh inwardly. 

 

 

Translated by Sonali Gupta. 

 

(The original Bengali Poem is on the left side and the 

English translation on the right side.) 
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Story 

A BROKEN STORY 

Antonio Della Rocca (Italy) 

 

Today it’s October 21, 2000... no, it’s Tishri 22, 5761. 

It’s a Shabbat, and moreover a solemn feast, Shemini Atzeret, the ending day of 

Sukkoth, the Feast of the Tabernacles, which recalls the perpetual protection of God of 
his people. Yom Kippur, the day of Atonement and Repentance, is just gone by, and 

since before Kippur there is firing in the territories, no need to say which ones, in Israel 

there are only “those” territories. 

Micol is looking out of a window, she thinks it impossible that outdoors the sun 

can be shining. She is alone and she does not want to have people around her. Not yet, 

the moment will come when she will need the others, she is a Sabra, she is born in 

Eretz Israel, in a kibbutz, her generation is among the least ones which cannot conceive 
life without the group of their pairs, of the “dream’s sons” as Bruno Bettelheim used to 

call them. Micol is not young, she is 35, a widow with no sons. Her husband died in an 

accident, years ago, and this spring she has fallen in love with a Palestinian. Almost 
nobody knows that, surely not her employer, who would fire her immediately, even her 

mother has slammed the door in her face. Only the father does not object, even if for 

his daughter he would have liked better a Jew, like Shimon, so a good boy, who knows 
why it should happen to him, he asks himself every time he thinks of him, and it 

happens frequently, every time he thinks of her. Jamal is a handsome man, he is a 

couple of years younger than her, he is not married and the two are happy together. 

Until a short time ago he used to make fun of her, telling her that he loved her more 
than anything in the world, after Palestine, and Micol laughed. 

Micol used to answer him that if he would have told her “after Fatima”, a Jamal’s 

remote cousin, she could have cut his balls off and have him eat them, but that she 



could bear Palestine, and he laughed, not without gently reprimanding her for his 

barracks slang. 

She answered laughing that Israeli women serve in the army, that she used to be a 

corporal, a rav turai of Tsahal, and he had to take care, because she had an army knife 

under her bed, one never knew. 

And all of a sudden all hell is broken loose and there is no more laughing. Jamal is 

angry, he shows up less and less and Micol knows that he is still loving her, but the 

fucking Palestine is taking him away from her. She knows that she cannot ask anything 
from him, as well as she knows that if things would become worse they will call her to 

arms and she would take out her uniform forthwith. 
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Shit, we almost made it, and here we go again, Micol tells herself, and she is sorry 

for having used a four-letters-word Jamal would not have appreciated. 

This morning they have told her that Jamal is dead, one among many, and Micol 
looks out of the window, she cannot even cry. She thinks of the Israeli soldiers lynched 

in Ramallah and she would like to hate Palestinians, but she only feels ill. She thinks of 

her mother who will reproach her for life with her having had an affair with “one of 

them” and she would like to escape, but she knows that she can’t. She thinks of her 
father, she sees him shaking his white head as if he would say “Poor darling...” and she 

doesn’t know any more if she loves or hates him. She stands up and goes out, she can’t 

bear it any more to keep still, she has to move. Straight out of the door she runs into 
Rav Shaul, the old Ashkenazi Rabbi who knows her since she was a little girl and she 

stares at him, one should not stare at Rabbis, she knows that, but in the very bottom of 

her soul she hopes that he could tell her what she has to do, even if she would never ask 
him to do so. 

Rav Shaul does know about Micol and Jamal, the Rabbi does not confess people 

but everybody speaks to him in confidence, and he knows also that Jamal is dead, he 
just heard the news. And he knows also that he should tell certain things to Micol, or 

rather that he should have told her before, but he is old, his eyes have seen too much 

and he isn’t able to reprimand anyone. 

He looks into Micol’s eyes with his blue, a bit watery eyes from behind his 

spectacles, stroking his white beard, and then he does something a Rabbi shouldn’t 

quite do, he puts a light hand on her shoulder and says the prayer every Jew should say 

as his last words: “Shema Yisrael, Adonai Eloheinu, Adonai Echad...” Hear, 0 Israel: 
the Lord our God, the Lord is one... 

Micol repeats the words of the Rabbi, goes back home and manages to cry. 

 

 

Antonio Della Rocca is the President; Trieste PEN Centre Italy. 
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Essay 

THE  AMBIGUITIES  OF  FEMININE  IDENTITY 

Dr. Sarojini Sahoo (Odisha, India) 

 

A love affair between two poets belonging to two different languages in the early twentieth 

century in India is very little known. Even I found many Bengali readers and writers to also be 

unaware about this fact. The true love story was discovered with major Oriya poet Kabibara 

Radhanath Roy and Bengali poetess Nagendra Bala Ray. This depicts the sexual politics of the 

nineteenth century’s patriarchal milieu. 

Kabibar Radhanath Ray, the prime figure of Oriya Literature, who freed the poetry from 

medieval clasp and with the influence of Romantic English poets like Wordsworth, Coleridge 

and Keats, designed Oriya poetry by introducing new forms, new topics, a new approach and 

greater freedom. Among the many new things which he brought into Oriya poetry, there were 

blank-verse, pictorial, musical but direct and unambiguous language following Scott and 

Wordsworth, satire in the manner of Dryden and Pope, denunciation of despots, tyrants and 

oppressors, concern with social problems, a spirit of protest against conventional morality, a 

disbelief in the power of gods and goddesses, and patriotic sentiments, which last brought him 

trouble from his employers. He was viewed as a national poet of the first order in Orissa. 

Radhanath was bom on 28 September 1848, at Kedarpur village in Balasore district and in his 

early life, he composed in both Bengali and Oriya languages but later he shifted his writings in 

Oriya only. He started his career as a teacher in Balasore Zilla School and later was promoted to 

Inspector of Schools. In January 1900, he was transferred to Burdwan , a semi-urban town of 

Bengal and there he met Nagendra Bala. 

Nagendra Bala was married to a Sub Registrar of Jamalpur and besides her two poetry 

books Marma Gatha and Prem Gatha, she authored a prose book on taboos for females, where 

she wrote about the do’s and don’ts for the fairer sex. When she met Radhanath , he was 53 and 

she was 25; they both fell in love. Bala was so impressed by Radhanath’s poetry other she learnt 



Oriya to read his poems in original form. Dhabaleswar, one of her poetry books, was even 

dedicated to “motherly Ms.Parashmani Devi, the wife of veteran Oriya poet Radhanath Roy.’ 

Nagendra Bala became impressed with one of Radhanath’s poems, which was written 

much before her birth and in which he wrote “I want to bow my head to the feet of Nagendra 

Bala.” Actually the word ‘Nagendra Bala” is a synonym for ‘mountain,” but it impressed 

Nagendra Bala, the poet, more and she romantically began to think that Radhanath had been 

waiting for her since before her birth. 

Bala died at the age of 28 in 1906. After her death, Radhanath suffered mental trauma and 

he wanted to confess his sin for involving himself with his extramarital affairs. He wrote a 

confessional letter, printed it, and circulated it among all the editors, writers, poets, and readers 

of Oriya and Bengali literature with a request to make the copies of this mail and to forward to 

as many people as possible. 
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In his personal social prejudices, Radhanath was as misogynistic as any man of his time 

and held traditional, stereotypical, and patriarchal views of women, which he sometimes 

explicitly committed to writing in letters and notebooks. But his writings often portrayed female 

characters in his long poems (in Oriya they are called ‘Kavyas’) as pro-female and during his 

time he was criticised by the critics for dealing with sexuality in his poems such as in 

Jajati,Nandikeswari and Parvati. 

These contradictions were prevailing in society of that time and we found many of our 

writers and intellectuals of that time had more than one wife during their life span. But it was 

hoped that after the death of a husband, a female should maintain her life without marrying 

others. 

There was another very reputed personality of Orissa, Esteemed Gopal Chandra Praharaj. 

He authored the first and largest ever Oriya dictionary cum linguistic encyclopedia which was a 

magnum opus. Keeping his wife in a remote village, he used to live with his sister-in-law 

Pitambari Devi at his residence in Cuttack. He was in love with his sister-in-law but to prove 

himself socially monogamous, he did not marry her. When one day he found out that his wife 

was involved with a love affair with one of their servants in the village, he rushed there and 

called his son and wife and confronted them for social justice. When I read these events from 

the biography of Pitambari Devi, I couldn’t help but shiver at the thought that these social 

milieus in my beloved country passed its glorious days. 

I have no less respect for these two authors now. In fact, I bow my head to them and feel 

intensely grateful to them because if they had not been there, I would not have found my 

language and literature in as such a prestigious spot as it currently is in the Indian subcontinent. 

What irritates me, though, is the social system of that time. Either consciously or 

unconsciously, that social system had oppressed women, allowing them little or no voice in the 

political, social, or economic issues of that time. And now I think we are miles away from these 

milieus and I am thankful for my predecessor feminists who fought their best to change the 

destiny of women. 



I don’t find anything wrong with Nagendra Bala and with the legal wife of esteemed 

G.C.Praharaj. Rather, I consider their male partners as pseudo and virtual. In my country, I have 

noted that the eminent personalities here have a tendency to create a self-image of sainthood to 

the public as the masses also search for sainthood among public figures. This is the main 

difference between India and the West. 

Here, Italian Sonia Gandhi has to veil her head to prove that she has turned herself into the 

typical ideal Indian woman, whereas in America, nobody cares about the sexy dresses of 

Michelle Obama. It doesn’t mean that the American society is totally getting rid of patriarchal 

attitudes. In some ways in fact, the United States is more patriarchal than puritanical. 

But in India, the attitude of the masculine world for a state of sexual promiscuity in a 

particular order remains for the moment, while opposing that status for female world remains 

without a satisfactory answer. 
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Once writer George Elliot (1819-1880 ) wrote in her novel Felix Hold that a woman can 

hardly ever choose... she is dependent on what happens to her. She must take meaner things, 

because only meaner things are within her reach. George Elliot was somehow a contemporary to 

Radhanath but lived in the other part of the globe. But her assumption on female destiny was not 

more different from that of Indian women of the time. When we think about the destiny of 

Nagendra Bala or Praharaj’s wife, a question may arise: 

Why have these complaints appeared just two or three centuries ago? And why don’t more 

echoes of the feminine revolt and oppressive situation exist? 

In both parts of the globe, women were criticized and repudiated for their sexuality by a 

male-dominated society. The social gurus always have treated the question of women’s 

liberation and sexual freedom only from the negative point of view. They have never tried to 

compare the question with the status of the male. Sex-positive women were not simply 

misinformed, or priggish or neurotic. Rather, they were often rationally responding to their 

material reality. Their orgasm was denied and only two choices had been left for them. 1) 

passive and usually pleasure-less submission, with the high risk of undesirable consequences or 
2) rebellious refusal. 

This is what happened with Nagendra bala and Mrs. Praharaj. After his confession 

regarding his ‘sinful affair’ with a married lady, the image of Radhanath was enhanced in the 

society of that time. He was regarded as a “saint of saints” for the courage to confess his sins. 

Nagendra Bala, on the other hand, was painted as a sexist woman who was responsible for the 

said affair and some critics have also found out the evil intention of that lady may have been to 

trap a ‘saintly’ personality. 

One thing more, though it will pronounce vaguer, nobody has ever asked how Nagendra 

Bala was crossed if Radhanath had no willingness to cross her. 

I am interested in searching for other aspects of the affair with a view to male sexual 

politics, and in particular, to discover if there is another tradition running alongside moral 

conservation and social purity in which men tried to assert the possibilities of a different kind of 

sexual life for them; one that didn’t involve their systematic subordination. 



If there is such an aspect of our history, a collective effort on the part of women worldwide 

to develop a language and politics of sexual pleasure as well as sexual protection is greatly 

needed to adhere with our feminist thoughts.    o 
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'Pr

efaces : Lectures on 

Art'



'Es

says in Verses'

Prefaces
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On the Study of Indian Art, Art and Education, Introduction of Indo-Persian 

Painting, A Nation’s Art, The Art of Jamini Roy, On Theatrical Art, The Modern 

Europian Stage  Some Continental 

Writers

“....the writers, who might be called the 

discoverers of our art, went to the other extreme of finding each art object in India to be 

supremely valuable and significant. This reactive hostility towards superficial 

comparisons with Europian classical and modern art led them to appreciate art objects 

not for their intrinsic worth but as elements in the fight for national culture....” 

“....these writers have served a useful 

pupose in gaining publicity for our art and in clearing the ground which for want of a 
national cultural criterion, had lain encumbered with overgrowths for centuries.” 



“In fact, for last thirty years almost every historian of our art has been guilty of 

exhausting the english of adjectives denoting beauty and excellence to apply to it. ...the 

followers of this school pretend to guard with zeal the isolation of their subject from 

cognate and allied disciplines.” 
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(Yuechis) 

"The modern investigator, alive to the importance of race, influences, root 

forms, traditions, the history of technique, etc, must maintain the disparateness 

of art from other sociological phenomena and yet be aware of its dependence on 

them." 

o 
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Poem 

I HAVE BEEN HERE 

Ivan Junqueira  (Brazil) 

 
I have been here before. But when or how I 
cannot tell. 

– Dante Gabriel Rosetti. 
 

I have been here before. Muscadine 

branch in gossamer breeze, on which 
those princess likenesses are borne, 

who wash their braids below the sun. 

 

I have been here, I do know. Back 
when, 

at the banks of a mountain and riverlet. 

the valley immersed in flickering mist, 
so early we’d anticipate that youth 

 

was nothing more than dithyramb, 
stray notes from a pavane 

subterranean as mud, 

through the belly of a swamp. 

 
I have been here. Not so long ago 

that I’ve made distant memories 

of these recollected pitcher clays, 
chrysanthemum perfumes. 

 

At night we read. Made strangers 
by the candle’s flame, as would-be  

Characters of a novel 

That was missing plot itself; 
at night, on the verandah, rapt, 

away from cholera and disgrace, 

we saw between the angels 

vagueleopardine stars, 
 

and so. we turned to study 

all their bare semantics, like 
people follow caravans of blood, 

unknown, obscurantist. 

 
I have been here. Was it earlier 

than I imagine? Or merely 

a mistake, a fallacy of human error? 

Who knows, perhaps a child’s dream? 
 

Dim echoes in the distance, 

Sleepwalking piano keys, 
old and tyrannical tone 

of a river in search of ocean... 

 

We were few. Claps of 
lightning - salamanders - 

lashing at our sides 



with blades of glass.  

 
There was darneness, awe, panic. 

The phosphoric eyes of tarantulas. 

Lily tea in the tisane 

And quick, extinguishing lamps. 
 

 

Translated from Portuguese by 
Patricia Soldati and Macgregor Card 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
Ivan Junqueira belongs to Brazilian Academy of 

letters (chair 37, they are 40 'academicos').  
Member of the council of the PEN Clube, a 

Journalist, Editor, Translator and a Poet. 
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Poem 

THE END OF RIVERS 

Albert Ashok (West Bengal, India) 

Off the harbor at nightfall 

The teeming boats, ships, at the docks. 

The journey bound voyage putout. 

 

The fathomed harbor welcomes the night. 

The forlorn wide beach invokes a 
mysterious land. 

 

Like a hissing cobra, 



A low -reverberating sound charges the 

beach. 

Otherwise, a quiet and dark place. 

 

The surging waves plunge, into salt, mist. 

And disappears. 
 

I look at this descending evening. 

 

They said, they were surfing despite the 

Hurricane warning. 

They said, the plane hit the watery surface 

Couple of miles offshore. 

They said, the tsunami leapt with 

cumulative speed 

From the deepest bed of this ocean. 

 

Fathoming the day in the womb of night 
The loneliness of heart, tearless eyes 

And skyless journey of time  

I see all here. The blue is black in dark. 

 

Through the din and drone 

I hear no sound of them. 

I see my child swimming, 

his exhausted limbs needing little rest. 

He crawls to the blue bed. 

 

The Ocean is a mystery where all rivers 
meet. 
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Poem 

Dr. Sachin C. Ketkar (Gujrat, India) 

SEX COFFEE, ONTOLOGY 

 
Abandoned corroded railway tracks enter 

My mouth 

An old useless tunnel. 

 

And never emerge 

 

You are the light at the end 

Of my mouth. 

 

My face has turned brittle 

Like a mummy's 

When I try to lake it off 

It crumbles into million little pieces 

on the floor. 

 

Let me undo my hands 

From my elbows 

And offer them to you 

In a dish full of oranges 

And grapes. 

 

Allow me to make a garland 

Of my ten heads 

Interwoven with 

Sliced watermelons and pumpkins 

For your neck. 

 

Permit me 

To take out funeral procession 

Of my brown eyes 

Let me bury them in the backyard 

Of your nipples. 

 

I will wait for marigolds 
To burst forth on their graves. 

 

 

 

 

Sex is just a conversation 

They say 

I say 

Not to you but you in my mind 

let me take 

your nakedness in my laps 

enfold you with the blanket 

of my being 

 

I say to you 



Not to you in my mind 

But to you 

‘Want to join me for a cup of coffee?’ 

You say 

Thanks, 

Very nice of you. But some other time.’ 

I go and buy a cup 

for myself 

Coffee 

is just a conversation 

I hear them say.  
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Poem 

Gopal Lahiri (Gujrat, India) 

ALL NIGHT 

 
All night I sleep on the terrace 

It’s dark, no light on the broken stairs. 
Stars pinch the dark skin of the night. 

Footprints erased by the wet grass, 

The wind is musical in its playing. 

 
All night I weep in stony silence 

A drop of blood, a piece of cloth, 

The pain runs through the spine 
The white owl flying by in haste, 

Can’t it answer the misery? 

 

All night I pray for the others, 
Something is missing all together 

Unable to shake that feeling, 

Dream of a world as it is meant to be 
I am all ears, make efforts to smile, 

 

All night I listen to the rhapsody 
The sound of cricket in high pitch, 

Eyes meet with the trail of the comet 

Gaze longer than usual, a formless act, 

Cherish the simple and seamless 
moment. 

 

All night I am awake to witness 
The shadow moves in its known path 

And cut across the steep roof wall. 

Not many of us like the secretive night. 
Some peace is still there around me. 

 

 
 

EVENING HUSH 
A constant up and down, the pulse I 

feel. 

 
Your voice waft on the wings of 

rupture, 

Slow spectacle of time ravaging 
everything. 

 

Slick and steep hills never we climb. 

 



Evening stands outside with all its 

deflating    
   detail, 

Spread mellow lights to the top of the 

trees. 

 
Fire ants in the branches looking for 

prey,  

 
Sifting for a while, start to miss you. 

 

Withering out of the narrow walls 
The shade of black and mauve, a bit 

jarring, 

 

Only the air knew what we had done. 
 

A darkly tiled corridor and the wall 

lined up With dusted photo frames of 
old timers, 

 

We have lost the street long back. 
 

The candlelight hush lingers on... 
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Poem 

Tarun Agarwal  (Maharastra, India) 

HOME 

 
Is it home or prison would be a saner 

word, 

amongst gypsies my mind speaks 
aloud, 

amongst trees my soul plays its tunes, 

in the company of mystics I find 

solace. 
 

Here the chores distract, 

relationships bring agony and strain, 

every moment must conform to 
discipline, 

Here, I need a licence to breathe. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

THE CRUEL DAWN 

 
0 darkness descend on me forever, 
I writhe consumed by ignoble pains, 

To which you provide ample cover. 

 
Let me snatch a wink of rest 



As I spend sleepless nights. 

I draw the curtains and hope to defy the 
cruel dawn. 
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My love is like a little bird'
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Essay 

VEDANTA PAVES THE PATH TO WORLD UNITY 

Ranjana Mitra  (West Bengal, India) 

 

 

Indian culture, specially guided by a spiritual outlook is a living factor enriching our 

lives through centuries. In its long career it has nourished almost all spheres like politics, 

economics, art, science, religion and philosophy. Yet there is a common complaint against 

Indian culture that it is other-wordly and hence opposed to scientific thought in outlook and 

devoid of practicality. Indeed, Mysticism being its typical and ultimate feature, is 

uncommunicable and abstract. Other-worldliness is undoubtedly its characteristic feature, 

but at the base of this transcendentalism there is a robust positivism with zest in life and its 

expression in art, literature, music, dance etc. Positivism bends even religion to positive 

purposes. 

Religion, as its very name connotes, should be the binding force which deepens the 

solidarity of human society. Religion is not theology but practice and discipline. Indian reli-

gion and culture mainly based on Upanisads is not racially exclusive, but has affected men 

of all races and countries. It is international in feeling and intention. As a typical religion of 



India, Hinduism represents this spirit, the spirit that has extraordinary vitality as to survive 

political and social changes. 

The Hindu attitude to religion is interesting. It nurtures a spirit of tolerance, an attitude 

of comprehensive charity instead of fanatic faith in an inflexible creed. While fixed 

intellectual beliefs expressing themselves in typical religious rites mark off one religion 

from another, Hinduism sets itself to no such limits. So it can easily transcend all diversities 

and move towards its basic integrity of self and reality. Mr. Vincent Smith says, “India 

beyond all doubt possesses a deep underlying fundamental unity, far more profound than 

that produced either by geographical isolation or by political superiority. That unity 

transcends the innumerable diversities of blood, colour, language, dress, manners and sect.” 

Such recall for unity in all diversities has only been possible for the influence of the 

Vedas and the Upanisads which are the basic scriptures, suggestive of many interpretations, 

yet leading to the common philosophy of ‘oneness’. Our great philosophers and organisers 

like Swami Vivekananda and Sri Aurobindo have dedicated their lives for ‘one in many’— 

“Ekam Sat Vipra Bahudha Vadanti” 

Swami Vivekanada in his practical Vedanta has shown that beneath the apparently 

abstract Philosophy of Vedanta—’the practicality lies in the idea of ‘oneness’, so far as we 

try to realise it in our own practical life. The central idea of Vedanta is ‘one-ness’. The non-

duality of soul is best expressed in the words ‘thou art that’. Vedanta teaches men to have 

faith in themselves first.  
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Unlike the traditional beliefs, that the man who does not believe in a personal God is an 

atheist, Vedanta says that a man who does not have faith in himself is an atheist. Faith in 

oneself means faith upon all; love for oneself means love for all — because the, message 

‘one of all’, ‘one for all’ and ‘one is all’ —indicate successive stages of self- realisation. So 

everything that makes for oneness is truth. Love is truth and hatred is false, because hatred 

makes for multiplicity. It is hatred that separates man from man. Love is deep feeling of 

integrity which binds people and makes for that oneness. 

As there is no basic difference between the individual self (Jivatman) and the real self 

(Paramatman), man enjoys the immense possibility of becoming the real self. Truth lies not 

in being but in becoming. 

This is spirituality, becoming one with the real self within the spirit itself, Man can 

thus become a superman—thinking, feeling and acting in union with the divine. 

In this way Sri Aurobindo also chooses as his foundation the ancient Vedantic concep-

tions about knowledge and reality and tries to rebuild it in a newlight. The three great decla-

rations of the Ancient Vedanta ‘I am He’; ‘thou art that’ and ‘All this is Brahaman’ —are 

keynotes on which his integrate outlook saps. The Upanisads not only describe Brahman by 

negation (neti neti), but also declare positively “All this is Brahaman”. Brahman the 

Supreme Reality, is not only indeterminate and transcendent, but also capable of gradual 



creative self expression by self-limitation and self-determination. The Supreme Reality is, 

therefore, a harmonious unity of indeterminate, immutable, infinite aspects and its 

immanent, determinate dynamic and finite aspects. The Absolute is not a mere sum of these 

aspects, it exceeds both as it unifies both and is thus ‘Ineffable’ too. For Sri Aurobindo, the 

Absolute is an immediate Unity which can freely manifest itself in countless finite expres-

sions of itself. 

So unity in rich diversity should be the ideal of all human organisations, and it can be 

attained only on a spiritual basis. So long as man lives in ignorance of his real self—’the 

God in him’, and is moved by his biological impulses and material needs, he can behave 

only as a selfish egoistic individual. It is natural, therefore, that a society or state based on 

materialistic outlook only should have to maintain itself by unfailing laws and constitutions 

and external force dwarfing the free exercise of the true nature of humanity. External force 

can at best produce uniformity but not unity. Real unity is harmony in the free play of the 

many. 

Sri Aurobindo is quite conscious that his idea of human progress through spirituality 

towards the unity may appear as very much unrealistic and too much Utopian. So he dis-

cusses about some practical questions in different perspectives in ‘The Human Cycle’ and 

‘The ideal of Human Unity.’ 
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In ‘The Ideal of Human Unity’ he discusses the problems and failures of different poli-

tical and social organisations to encourage human unity. He stresses on the need of a true 

religion of humanity which would illuminate spontaneously the heart of man irrespective of 

nation, race, colour, sect etc. The Supra-rational spiritual religion of Sri Aurobindo has also 

a complete programme for the integral education of man—the training of the Physique, the 

senses, the mind, the intellect, aesthetic taste and other activities of fine sentiment with the 

sole aim of revealing and enjoying the divine in and through all the good faculties of human 

personality. All these activities ensure the materialisation of the Upanisadic statement— 

“Anandarupam Amrytam Yadbibhati: i.e. “Any fine expression is rich with divine bliss.” 

Sri Aurobindo’s practical programme for human unity based on his integral philosophy 

is quite successfully organised in the Ashram of Pondicherry. But only to point out to the 

success from a distance or participating in it now or then, or discussing his philosophy with 

the intellectuals, are all far from enlightening ordinary people who are awfully busy with 

their hand to mouth problems and other individual interests. Such Ashrama systems en-

couraging practical, intellectual aesthetic and of all the yoga method of enlightening mind, 

the senses and the body should be introduced and organised in local areas under the patro-

nage of the Government and the central Ashrama. There are many such voluntary or pro-

fessional organisations, but the problem is that even if they share a common outlook, there 

is no co-ordination among them, and mostly they continue to run themselves as separate 

associations each from all. This attitude is quite harmful and probably the main problem 



now-a-days. Because instead of uniting, it fosters an attitude of individual leadership and a 

mental complex for competition and hatred. 

The need of the hour, therefore, is that all such associations with a common outlook for 

human unity and fraternity should be moulded and reoriented for better organised and re-

inforced associations in collaboration and harmony with the mother organisation.  o 

"The natural unit in such a grouping is the nation, because that is the basis, natural evolution 

has firmly created and seems indeed to have provided with a view to the greater units. Unless, 

therefore, unification is put off to a much later date of our history and in the meanwhile the 

national principle of aggregation loses its force and vitality and is dissolved in some other, the 

free and natural nation-unit and perhaps the nation-group would be the just and living support 

of a sound and harmonious world-system. Race still counts and would enter in as an element, 

but only as a subordinate element. In certain groupings it would predominate and be decisive; 

in others it would be set at nought partly by a historic and national sentiment overriding 

differences of language and race, partly by economic and other relations created by local 

contact or geographical oneness. Cultural unity would count, but need not in all cases prevail; 

even the united force of race and culture might not be sufficiently strong to be decisive."   – Sri 

Aurobind  o 
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Excerpt 

DIALOGUE  WITH  VULTURES 
Eduardo Gracia Aguilar (France) 

 
A FEW vultures fly over the river of black lava that flows down the mountain like 

demonic vomit. They slowly descend and come to rest upon lunar rocks and with their 

inquisitorial beaks cautiously observe my movements. Shortly after getting out of the 

taxi I understand these strange animals to be the most advantaged, the most gainful in 
this mournful and allegorical epoch. Old vehicles pass on the highway raising a 

punctual, poisonous dust that settles over the human remains, recently devoured by 

black birds. The man leads me over the rocks toward the hollows most populated by the 
skulls and rib cages of civilians and soldiers. 

Above us 1 see the long black river of volcanic lava, and a Luciferian feeling stirs me 

to poke beneath the brambles and thickets and prod even further among rusty belt 

buckles and pelvic bones covered by cobwebs.  The photographer kicks a skull with the 
point of his shoe and places it among the others to get a good picture, while I stop to 

observe the bones of so many men. Among the remains are bones of dogs and skeletons 

of children. The smell of death floats in the wind. Ten meters away men with lost, 



ghost-like gazes unload refuse from a truck and observe us with curiosity, as if we were 

another, even more rapacious kind of vulture. 
The afternoon lingers in a leaden stupor and a silvery air spreads over the sterile 

landscape of the Killing Fields. Leaping over the stones spewed many decades ago by a 

nearby volcano, I destroy the extensive cobwebs and continue watching the spectacle. 

At times I’m struck by the temptation to clutch one of the skulls and ask the 
photographer to take a portrait of me with this terrible black profundity in my hand, but 

then I think how obscene that would be. I establish a dialogue with the furtive gazes of 

the vultures, while the Basque photographer continues arranging the skeletons and the 
taxi driver talks to me about death. He lives a few kilometers away and makes his 

living taking Western scavengers to see and enjoy the Killing Fields. 

At times I feel like many eyes are watching me, and I discern their brilliance coming 
from beneath the rocks and in the air, for they fly languidly, expectantly. A thousand 

eyes in the skies looking at me without hate, without smiles, only looking. I feel like 

I’ve been placed in a black hollow, in one of those centers where the mass, the volume 

of truth is even more present than in the streets. I, too, am a piece of death. I’ve come 
here to provoke death. So it will speak to me. So it will quit me of my fear. A plane 

flies through 
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the cloudless blue sky and several vehicles, full of living men who seem as if they were 

already dead, pass down the highway. The taxi driver speeds up and talks to me about 

the town and markets we pass through. I feel like I’m inside an illuminated steel tube 

and I hear explosions in the air, invisible blasts of wind, the violent sucking of a 
gigantic and lascivious mouth. As we approach the City of Death that concussion of 

wind sways us even more, crowding out the silence. We reach the hotel on the 

Boulevard of Heroes and the taxi finds a place in front of the door. I walk across the 
carpet, ask for my key and then head to the restaurant. An American journalist, skinny, 

spare, dressed casually, crosses the room with a bottle of whiskey in his hand, lips dried 

and chapped. Another reporter struts about in his clogs, jeans, t-shirt and bullet-proof 
vest. Off to the side an obsessed and obese newsman wears a shirt an American is 

selling that says, “Don’t shoot. I’m a journalist.” 

I feel like puking on the lecherous platter they serve me and the white wine tastes like a 

lichen extract. The sepulchral music echoing around a few businessmen stuns me. 
Gigantic gringo marines approach the bar and outside a man butts his head against the 

wall. He looks like the soldier with a scar along one side of his face who gave me my 

safe conduct pass so I could freely move throughout this city of fateful ambushes. With 
that piece of paper I’ve gone through markets and alleys of lost neighborhoods and 



seen the faces of women crying before the tomb of an assassinated archbishop. I’ve 

seen the fear in the gaze of those who leave letters at the post office or the fear of 
people on the street when huge trucks filled with soldiers rumble by, their smiles 

menacing anyone who dares look them in the eyes. 

As the days pass I begin to feel a tickling in my armpits and return to the bottle like a 

shipwreck survivor does to a lifejacket. The fear of dying struck by a stray bullet or in 
the middle of a skirmish provoked by the army on a street corner while I drink a cup of 

coffee or buy a newspaper keeps me from sleeping, disturbs my mind at the moment I 

begin to write the articles I must send by cables and mysterious airwaves to the other 
side of the world, to the City of Peace. As soon as I write a few lines a bitter taste 

lodges in my throat that prevents me from goin on. From the other side of the telex a 

desperate voice asks me for macabre, bloody news. But I only manage to see the 
scarred face of the major with a revolver in his hand holding out to me the long safe 

conduct pass, some lost hippies, a few hostages, the highway and a certain nostalgia for 

an innocent world. I enter the bar with the Basque photographer and get drunk while 

rock music plays, forgetting that I am an abundantly wise vulture. As the .liquor 
induces its effects, the light becomes more tenuous and only a red haze is cast over the 

walls. A dance of devils surges from the depths of the stage. The waiters smile and 

excuse themselves, coming and going amidst the clamor. In a flash the red light 
changes to neon and at the tables I see only vultures, buzzards  
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who drink from the cups of the clients. On stage, instead of a band playing pop music 

there are birds as big as human beings, with large beaks and dark eyes who se brilliance 

reflects off the bottles. Their grotesque dance leaves behind a wake of feathers. I flee 
toward the carpeted vestibules of the luxurious hotel and I see only uniformed vultures 

helping put baggage in the elevators and enormous vultures tipping a few female birds 

that cackle in the lobby, singing along to the solemn nocturnal melodies. I ask for the 
key to my room and I go up agitated, trying to fend off the images assaulting me. 

A slight earthquake shakes the corridors of the sixth floor. Several shots come from 

outside, far away, and murmurs from a room fly through the clean passages where a 
few plastic plants wither as I walk by. I search for the keys to my room and try to open 

it after a long interval that clumsy shaking hands make more difficult. At last I manage 

to open the door and enter. I take a breath and as I head with closed eyes toward the 

comfortable recess I need not open them to understand someone is watching me. 
Opening my eyelids I see an enormous nest with three chicks being fed by a vulture 

just my size. I raise my hands and scream and fall silent to discover my wings of black 

plumage flapping, casting new shadows upon the walls, my screams coming not from 
my mouth but from a rapacious, malodorous beak. In silence I fling myself down in the 

nest and there I sleep with no other hope but death.           O 



 

Translated by Jay Miskowiec 

English : 

1.  Another name of God is Love

The PEN West Bengal  90 



The PEN West Bengal  91



The PEN West Bengal  92



The PEN West Bengal  93



The PEN West Bengal  94

'Lover's Philosphy' 
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Memoir 

THE AGITATION DAYS 

Fariba Marzban (England) 

 

13 years ago in 1999 in December I was in Iran, in Tehran. I can remember those 

days full of agitation, worry, fear, dread and uneasiness. I have many memories and 

have had many experiences in my life but that time was extraordinary. 1 was 

continually awaiting the latest news which was shocking. 
I cannot explain extent to which people were, afraid of the situation. But I could 

read in their eyes very clearly the feelings of the deep disaster of the pressure of 

authority. 
The days were stressful and so sad. I was concerned with special intellectuals, 

writers, students, journalists in tough, difficult and incompatible situations. 



Insecurity was pervasive and I was feeling very insecure. I could not do nothing 

but rush to places where someone might die for want of a voice. 
It was dangerous to venture out alone so I always needed to be accompanied. 

Every morning, before I left home, I checked with my secretary by phone and again 

after I arrived at my office. My family and friends would not allow me to go anywhere 

without one of them, in the street, to work and or even to stay at home.  

It was a time when I was worried about people, about Iran and did not know what 

would happen the next day. 
In fact, after the Islamic revolution in 1979, large numbers of writers and 

journalists disappeared or were executed with increasing of people being added to the 

death list. 
Saeed Soltanpur, playwright and poet, was arrested on the eve of his wedding and 

was executed in Evin just 3 months later in Jun 1981. 
Mohammad Mokhtari. a writer disappeared and was killed by the secret police in 

1999. Mohammad Jafar Poyande, a translator of Human Rights: Questions and 

Answers (1996) disappeared. His body was found later. Many more were killed in 

similar circumstances. 
Likewise, Abraham Zalzade, a journalist, disappeared. Majid Sharif, Ali Akbar 

Saeedi Sirjani, Hamid Haji-zadh, Ghafar Husseini, Pirouz Davani, Kazem Saami, 

Ahmad Mir- Alaee, Daruosh Frohar, Parvane Eskandari, Ahmam Tafazoli and many 

more perished in similar circumstances. Dr Nasser Zarafshan, writer and lawyer for the 

families of the writers killed by the Revolutionary Guard and secret police, was 

arrested and tortured and spent over five years in prison before being released. 
Everybody knew that they were being killed by the government order. The secret 

police, with the leader order secretly, had decided to ‘cleaned up” the society of writers, 

great patriots and seekers of liberty. Some were executed, although innocent. 
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People became angry with the system, so arranged meetings to remember those 

executed and this was supported by public protest in order to achieve political change.   
Strong public action made the Islamic regime of Iran accept that the writers were being 

killed by the secret police on orders of the government. Announcements on television. 

Radio and in the press were made admitting the government’s culpability. This was 

considered an acceptable response by the people. In fact. according to the political 
structure in Iran, national security had been endangered.   But It could not back them to 

the life  because of the leader of Islamic  regime order,  of a large number were killed 

and the killers are free! 

Now, on the therein anniversary of these memories is approaching and I write “If 

freedom is liberty from force, freedom of creativity is liberty from dictatorship. 

Therefore writing is a kind of resistance and they were resisting injustices”. Their 
beautiful lives were sacrificed to give the gift of liberty to the people. 



I am dedicating this article to them with respect.  December 2011 - London 

 

An Iranian journalist and editor, vice president of Iranian PEN in exile, lives in 

london.) 
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Excerpt 

THE MAGICIAN FROM BEIJING 

Marketa Hejkalova (Czechoslovakia) 

 

Is there any point dragging all those boxes upstairs, Tomas Novak thought to himself. It 

was a Saturday afternoon at the end of the holidays and the warm breeze of an Indian 

summer wafted in from the garden through the small cellar window. The sunlight was so 

bright that if he put a stool under the window it would be light enough for him to read or at 

least sort out some of the papers, and decide what to burn straight away and what to take 

upstairs for Gran to read. If he took her the whole box she wouldn’t throw away a single 

scrap of paper and maybe she wouldn’t read any of it and she’d force him to take 



everything to that Vranova woman. Or did she really think he’d find something of 

importance in the cellar? He couldn’t say -he’d never really managed to fathom his 

grandmother out, but he also suspected that she was only bluffing so as to get him to clean 

out the cellar. Just lately his grandmother seemed to be more interested in supermarket 

leaflets than in some dusty old papers. 

He dragged two boxes under the window. He sat down on one of them, opened the other 

and delved into the papers. This is a job that calls for a cup of coffee and cig, and maybe an 

armchair, he thought to himself. Maybe there was some sense in Gran’s talk about what 

could be done with the cellar. He cast his gaze around him. The cellar had almost been 

cleared and it looked quite cosy on a bright and warm afternoon. If he could afford it.. If he 

sold the house he’d have money enough, but Gran didn’t even want to hear about it, and the 

house still belonged to her 

      He pulled a pile of papers out of the box. They were in an old thick cellophane bag, 

held together by a perished rubber band that fell apart as soon as he touched it.  Guarantee 

certificates: Calex fridge, Romo spin dryer, mixer, Remoska... all of them long out of date. 

In the bin! He tipped the box out onto the floor and tossed the guarantees with the perished 

rubber band into it.  It’ll all be chucked away anyway. Faded blue exercise books. School 

year 1984 - 85. They could easily be his own, but they weren’t: Dominika Vranova, 3A 

Czech, homeland studies... They must be from that grand-daughter, but she’s got a different 

name now: Holubova. He was surprised to discover that Zdena Vranova’s grand-daughter 

was in his own age-group. He had seen her twice at the court hearing and had thought her 

much older - the auntie type, it crossed his mind, nevertheless, whether he oughtn’t to 

return the exercise books to her, seeing she had saved them for over twenty years. But 

precisely because she’d saved them for over twenty years, she could have easily taken them 

with her when she moved, he decided, and tossed the exercise books into the rubbish box. 

Then he gathered up some old yellowed newspapers from the floor. He scanned the titles 

with his eyes: the Fourth Writers’ Congress, the Renewal Process, Truth about the Miracle 

at Cfhost’, Vengeance for the Nineteen-Fifties - that was underlined in red for some 

unknown reason, but Tomas had no wish to discover why; it must have been at the end of 

the sixties. Yes, of course, 4 June 1968, he noted, glancing at the date. But Tomas had not 

the slightest interest in that famed year of ’68, and he turfed all the 
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newspapers into the box. Newspapers now occupied most of the space in the box. There 

was not much more on the floor to sort, just a shoe box. Surprisingly there was nothing tied 

round it so it’s lid had come off and it was tipped over onto its side. Tomas picked up one 

of several little stacks of green postal order slips, carefully bound with an elastic band. On 

all of the slips the sum was the same: twenty-five crowns, and so also was the sender: 

Zdena Vranova, North Street, Spofilov, Prague 4, and the addressee: Vlasta Krystufkova. 

The first slip bore the date July 1954, and the rest of them followed in sequence month by 

month until May 1960. In June 1960 the name of the addressee changed to: Frantisek 

Krystufek, and soon after that there was also a new address: instead of the village in the 

highlands it was now their flat in Prague. In 1972 the amount suddenly soared to two 

hundred and seventy crowns over ten times as much. It’s rent!, Tomas realized. It must be 

the rent that Zdena Vranova paid for this house. Twenty-five crowns? These days that 



would be the fee for the transaction. He put the ten stacks aside. He’d take it to Gran just in 

case she ever felt like feeling sorry for Zdena. 

He suddenly felt peculiar sitting there with those slips. Gran received twenty-five crowns a 

month for that house in Prague she used to call it a “cottage” while she herself was living in 

one dismal room in a dilapidated monastery in the highlands, and here he was wondering 

how much he should pay for an air ticket to China. He stood up and stretched. He had been 

born at a much better time. 

If only he could get enough cash! It turned out that Gran thought flights to China cost five 

thousand crowns and she didn’t want to give him more for the trip.  

He couldn’t get that Finnish travel agency out of his head. When he started looking for air 

tickets on the internet he had no luck at first and then he came across this one out of the 

blue. It offered air tickets from Helsinki to Beijing for just one hundred euros. 

       That’s bullshit, he thought, dismissing it, some con trick: they’ll have just one ticket at 

that price and it’ll have been sold long ago. But he couldn’t resist it.  He emailed the agency 

(the website did not show any other contact, either phone number or address - that fact 

alone was suspicious, besides which the email suffix was the German”.de” instead of the 

Finnish “.fi”) and asked them whether they would sell him a ticket from Prague to Beijing 

via Helsinki and then back from Shanghai. Three hundred and five euros, some Iris no 

surname wrote to him by return, but the flight would be from Vienna, not Prague. There 

was another snag too: the ticket would have to be paid for straight away, by credit card over 

the internet, and the return ticket could be picked up only after he reached Shanghai, at No 

41 Zhou Zheng Street, and in this case there was only the address and no email or 

telephone. This was probably to prevent him from checking whether there really was a 

travel bureau at that address. If Hana was in Shanghai he would ask her to check it out.  

Maybe she knew someone in Shanghai... No! It was an obvious con - there was no point 

wasting any time on it- heaven knows if he’d even get the outward bound ticket when he 

had paid; it was supposed to be collected at the airport.  On the other hand, it would save 

him at least fifteen thousand crowns... or he could lose ten. He had till midnight to make up 

his mind - that was something  

 
The PEN West Bengal  104 

 

else suspicious: a reservation that expired at midnight Saturday, but Iris (that’s if the 

person who had emailed him really was called Iris) made no effort to explain it.  Yes, 

12 midnight on Saturday, she confirmed when he asked her. But that in itself wasn’t so 

suspicious: maybe the travel agency was in Shanghai and operated on Sundays too... 
Whatever happened he would have to buy a ticket by the following week at the latest. 

Until he had a ticket he couldn’t apply for a visa, and he wanted to leave by 8th 

September at the latest, in order to be back by the 24th and take Gran to her high school 
reunion. He’d promised her it, as she reminded him every day. Nothing risked, nothing 

gained, he said to himself, trying out his favourite slogan. He would often say it, and it 

often proved right.  It had also been on the off chance that he’d written to Hana to say 

he’d come and visit her, yet she hadn’t invited him and it took her a long time to reply 



it was several weeks later that she finally replied, telling him to come and saying she 

was looking forward to seeing him. Tomas was about to stand up and go straight to his 
room and book his ticket on line via Finland but then decided to sort out the last two 

boxes first.  There were still ten hours to go before midnight. 

He grabbed a shoe box full of small black-and-white photos the family around the 

Christmas tree, some child in a garden - that’s actually our house, he realised; that 
might interest Gran. The photos captured his attention too and he started to look 

through them. These old photos will be something like a bonus for Gran on top of those 

twenty-five-crown rent slips. Tomas was intrigued to find that the house was just like it 
was on those fifty-year-old photos, and the question suddenly crossed his mind whether 

this was good or bad - bad probably; maybe instead of a trip to China he should start to 

do something with the cottage, but the question immediately evaporated and in its place 
came the answer: he would do something with it - but not until he returned from China. 

His return from China could prove quite a good crossroads in respect of some other 

matters too. There were only a couple of photos of the house, most of them from 

elsewhere: children outside a tent a married couple in front of some castle; ones like 
that he threw straight in the rubbish. At the bottom of the shoebox lay a yellowing sheet 

of paper folded in four. 

“Dear Vlasta”, he caught sight of the salutation and started to read with curiosity; it 
didn’t particularly bother him that the addressee, Dear Vlasta, was taking a nap in the 

bedroom over his head. 

 

Helsinki, 25th November 1955 

 

Dear Vlasta, 

It’s ages since I’ve heard anything about how you are or how your husband is, or 

whether you have children. I have a son called Risto. He’ll be four this summer. He 

was born just at the time of the splendid Olympics. I didn’t write to you for a long time 
because my husband Henry was ill. I have only just got round to writing and I have to 
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 tell you the sad news that Henry died.  You knew Henry, didn’t you, you and your 
husband Frantisek. Henry fell ill a year ago. Suddenly, for no apparent reason, he 

became dizzy as he was walking along the street and he collapsed. They discovered he 

had a brain tumour. His parents are both dead, so I’m left all on my own here to sort 
everything out. I won’t find a decent job because my Finnish isn’t good enough for me 

to find work as a teacher. I do dish washing at the school canteen, but I’m glad to have 

the job because Henry left me no money. 

You were always my best friend, Vlasta, so I’m making so bold as to write and ask 

your advice and the advice of your husband Frantissek. Should I return home to 

Czechoslovakia? Mum would be really pleased. She never wanted me to marry Henry 



and go off into the world with him. I’m a bit apprehensive about it. Sometimes I hear 

on the radio that things over there are marvellous, but then 1 read something totally 
different in the newspapers. I don’t understand it properly and there is no one for me to 

ask. But at the same time I think more and more that I might be simply wasting my life 

here and that I ought to return home and teach children. It’s why we studied, after all. 

Write to me, please, and tell me what you and your husband Frantisek think. It 

goes without saying that you’re to write me the truth. We always told each other the 

truth, after all. 

Give my best regards to your husband and my greetings to Zdena. I have heard 

nothing about her either, whether she’s married or not. I want to hear all the news. 

My address is Albertinkatu 25B, Helsinki, Finland. This is where I live. Henry left 
me a big flat near the city centre. 

It’s not a particularly good part of town but I can see the sea and islands from the 

window. But I expect I’d find somewhere to live back home, wouldn’t I? 

Lots of love 

Your friend Andula 

P.S. When you write the address don’t forget my name is Anna Saarinen. 

I’ve found something of real significance, Tomas realised, as soon as he’d finished 

the letter, albeit only a few pieces of the puzzle were flitting around in his head so far. 
By 1955 Gran wasn’t living here anymore. It was the wicked Zdena. But why did the 

nice Andula also write about the wicked Zdena did she know her too? And seeing that 

the letter is here does this mean that Gran never received it and she didn’t reply to that 
Andula? And wasn ‘t that Andula a bit dopey, rather than nice, if she wanted to return 

to Czechoslovakia in the nineteen-fifties? 

Maybe Gran will be pleased with him after all. Not only had he cleared out the 
cellar but he had also found a real treasure in it: a letter more than fifty years old. He 

dashed to the staircase, but stopped in his tracks. If he bought that ticket to China from 

the Finnish travel agency he’d fly via Helsinki, and on the way home he would have a  
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whole day to spend there. He could try to find the address - dopey Andula wrote 

that it was near the city centre and if I’m lucky I’ll find her: Anna Saarinen. Now that 

would be a proper gift for Gran! He folded the letter up again. He would put it safely in 
his wallet and take it with him. Or he’d photocopy it at work on Monday to be on the 

safe side. 

Gran was still asleep. Tomas walked briskly through the front hall to his bedroom. 
He switched on his laptop, went online and booked a ticket from Vienna to Beijing, 

returning from Shanghai via Helsinki. “My flight gets in next week on Thursday 8th 

September at 11. 30,” he mailed Hana to Beijing. So now he could call Klara, maybe. 
Or maybe not.  He yawned. He suddenly felt tired and sleepy, as if he had earned the 



fifteen thousand plus crowns he’d saved on the ticket with his own hands through hard 

work. He stretched out on the bed and fell asleep contentedly. Rest is vital before 
taking a long journey. 

Translated from Czech by Gerald Turner. 

 

Note : 

Marketa Hejkalova-Writer, Member of the board of PEN International, Vice-President of the 

Czech Centre of PEN. 

 

 

*

*
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P. E. N. 
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Heho 

Heho 

Zuccini 

PAWN Aungpan 

Pwehla, 
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Aungpan 

Dream Villa, 
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Nyaung 

show Aungpan Nyaun

gshwe Nyaung 

shwe

Nyaung shwe 
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Phaungdaw oo pagoda (Holy 5 Buddha 

images) Alaungsithu 14th 

century

(Pataung) 
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Nyaung shwe 

Heho 

o 
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Poem 

THE WORD 

Azar Mahloujian (Sweden) 
 

The word 

The mad wind captured me where I 
stood 

at the dead sparrows’ mournful alley 

and blew me away 
to the lonely spot of the world. 

 

Dumb 
I stood by the gate and 

gazed into the emptiness 

when 

you cried out “come in!” 
 

Wordless 

I stood by the threshold and 
wept a sea 

when 

you said “talk to me!”  

 
My words had fled my heart 

but when you talked to me 

with love 
I picked up the words 

one by one 

put them side by side 
and made a necklace of words 

a necklace in rainbow’s colours 

which I hung on my neck 

and told you, 
the secrets of the journey. 

 
(Originally Swedish poem translated into 
English ) 
Azar Mahloujian is the Chair Person of WIPC  
(Writers in Prison Committee) of Swedish PEN 
 
 
 

 

Poem 

SETTING 

Antonio Della Rocca (Italy) 

 

In a nice winter day 

the sun is low above the 

horizon 

the shadows of the passers-by 

long chase each other 

in the dazzling, skimming light 

a short shiver of cold 

frames this stage of life 

blood flows slower 

as the sunset 

lays its red ambush. 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
The PEN West Bengal  131 



Poem 

DOCUFICTION 

Chiara Macconi (Italy) 

 

My friend, 

are you wondering if it is possible to talk about the life you live 
and when? 

While living it? Or rather while unravelling it? 

Are you wondering whether you have the right to weave words, 
To collect letters, 

To assemble sentences that become sighs, winged flights, harsh words, offences, 

whispers, 
definitions 

About if, how, and when you live 

About if, how, when and for how long to tell 

What one lives, 
What one says, 

What you recount in the evening, at a table to the woman facing you 

Or rather what a man and a woman say when discovering each other 
Or what they say after making love 

Or what is written after pain and sorrow and sorrow and pain 

And joy 

 
What life proposes with tongues of fire sparking out into days that give way to other 

days, 

That mingle people and times, climbing and descending, 
Whistling of trains and missing buses 

and people and objects that are lost and then found and objects that are bought and 

objects that are sold and that are given as gifts and are received as gifts, 
people and objects, beautiful and ugly, memories 

and testimonials and inventions, 

climbing and descending and crossing corridors and deserts and forests, and making 

their way 
through streams that never finish, in the crackling of words and in the shouting of 

sentences that echo in your head 

and on the stairs and on the walls of your brain 
Laid out on velvet as a butterfly - her wings open and sacrificial, 
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Made brighter by the colours that fire whispers and burns 
And shocked by surprise and incredulity. 

 

There 

In the midst of roaring waters and spreading flames, 
In the kind of insignificance that comes from fear and boredom but is crammed with 

words  

of opening doors and closing windows so that light should not hurt 
Too much 

There 

Voracious fire finds 
At last and eventually 

Among ashes 

woods that are Still burning but already silent, smouldering away 

walking along the exhausting battle of elements. 
in the same way as love stories, histories, friendships, 

words have a course of life 

that turns off 
slowly 

or abruptly 

or sweetly dying out... 
 

And time after - one day, one season, one year - a moment or an era 

After spring time has brought back birds and children have run to their mothers crying 

And grandmothers have wiped their noses and told them stories, 
After storms foretelling summers, 

After the leaves that color pavements 

and the snow that covers everything with dim and shining Harmony, 
smoothing acute angles and filling up valleys, 

After buds. 

After the boat that crosses the gate of the lake, 

After... 
 

Right then, my friend 

You are wondering whether I have the right or the capacity to tell my life as I have 
crossed her, 

while I’m living elsewhere 
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Maybe, then, we are ready to write, to tell, when we have collected and put in order 
words  

– but they do not stand in line easily and are often naughty – 

and infinite threads, woven thightly 

To make flesh of the days and cloth of the nights, 
To cross walls without doors because nothing tangible is useful anymore in fiction 

And your heart gets rid of heavy burdens to recompose the days to life. 

Again. 
 

Life is merely lived 

And then the story is bom 
As a resurrection. 

 

Dakar 2007  
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Poem 

THE WAIT 

Sonnet Mondal (West Bengal, India) 

 

I walk past a valley while a million  

wolves glare at me... 

Some with hunger, some with awe... 

I return back the same path after a week 

While a million arms wave at me... 

“See we have killed the wolves...” 

The remains too have turned soils 

Their burial was ugly indeed. 

I have no fear now but still I can’t glare  

at them 

Who knows where danger lies! 

Who knows the residence of evil 

The wolves or men? confusion beats me 

Through sensational heart beats... 

The wait for a fearless life hasn’t yet 

ended 

And both fear and peeping joy play in 

this  

wait. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

Translation  

Just walk a few steps 

Parimal Roy (West Bengal, India) 

Just walk a few more steps, 

The dark night will be over 

The mountain of melancholy 

Being shattered, the new sun will 

rise. 

 

Just walk a few more steps 

We'll break the net of conspiracy, 

The bragger's will extinguish 

In just one puff of breath. 

We'll just move forward 

To the serene courtyard of peace. 

 

Just walk a few more steps 

we'll dip in the sacred pond 

Cleanse ourselves in the process 

of an inevitable change 

And stand by the destitute. 

 

Walk a few more steps  

We'll hear the hymn of victory 

of the new era, from the 
proletariat. 

The anthem of man's love for 

man. 

 

Translated by -  

Dr. Pradip Ranjan Sengupta 

 

The PEN West Bengal  136 

 



 

Poem 

The Prayer 

Kamal Mukhopadhyay (West 

Bengal, India) 

I reterminate my dreamingeyes 

and put on your clasped palms 

saying : Tamaso ma jyotirgamaya. 

 

Here is my greedy lolling tongue 

and my aboringinal uncultured 

lips 

I sacrifice them unto your feet 

saying : Asato ma satgamaya. 

 

Inner heart is sad in fear of sin 

Brain has become the seat of killer 

virus 

stream of blood gradually turns 

cold 

I put you on my breast saying : 

 Mrityorma amritam 

gamaya. 

 

Translated by the poet. 

 

(The original Bengali Poem is on the left 

side and the English translation on the 

right side.) 
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Poem 

Design of Life 

Parimal Mukhopadhyay (West 

Bengal, India) 

 

A breeze 

like homeless people 

a breeze 

Attracting incessantly from in to out 

the impatient wind 

is as if an obstinate child! 

 It's a bloodless time! 

Distressed people are deeply crying 

everywhere!  

there is a design painted throughout 

the life.  

But quiet wave in the room 

makes friendship with the act of embrace. 

Lone beggar from behind the screen 

steals and accumulates the gentle breeze 

He too longs for living with love. 

 

That breeze turns into a storm 

And breaks the establishment 

It breaks the festive night of delight 

and joy 

 

The poor sky 

still asks for the sun. 

sun is life. 

people desire a design 

of brightened light life long 

 

Mankind only ask. 

Translated by the poet. 

 
(The original Bengali Poem is on the left side and the 

English translation on the right side.) 
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Poem 

Chariot 

Sunanda Adhikari (West Bengal, 

India) 

 

Separation is as 

Innerware of love 

And fondlig flashes 

like a jardousi shari 

A quarrel with you 

means presently extinguished 

Love is boiling .... 

 

I am running, you too 

Any matural scene that 

makes our bondage again 

with is that? 

 

Rainbow perhaps! 

Rain has ceased now 

road is slippery 

But chariot of love 

speeds forward 

an such a path. 

 

Translated by the poet. 
 

(The original Bengali Poem is on the left side and the 

English translation on the right side.) 
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C.I.N. Redial 
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(kant 1787) 
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Books of BINAYENDRA CHOWDHURI 

 

1. Mughalsarai (A study of urban Sociology and  

 Railway Habitet) Awarded by India Railways. Rs. 50/- 

2. A Burning December Nightmare (Fiction) Rs. 100/- 

3. Reflective Images (Collection of English Poems) Rs. 50/- 

4. Loneliness and Monologue  

 (Collection of English Poems) Rs. 100/- 

5. Thistle Pink (Collection of English Poems) Rs. 50/- 

6. Path Chalte Chalte (Bengali Novel) Rs. 50/- 

7. Suryaster Antarale (Bengali Novel) Rs. 75/- 

8. Aparanher Chhaya Chhaya Rod  

 (Bengali Poetry Collection) Rs. 30/- 

9. Shatabdir Sahanyer (Bengali Poetry Collection) Rs. 25/- 

10. Sanchita Pratibimba (Bengali Poetry Collection) Rs. 25/- 

11. Nishabda Dahan (Bengali Poetry Collection) Rs. 20/- 

12. Manusher Saat Tattwa  

 (Translation of Annie Beasant's Book –  

 The Seven Principles of Man.) Rs.  20/- 

 

(Theosophical Society) 
For Books Contact :  919450538917 / 919431776387 

e-mail binayendrachowdhuri@yahoo.com 

 

Postal Address :- 

D. 57/32, C. Krishnapuri, Sigra, 
Varranasi - 221010, India. 
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