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EDITOR’S NOTE
gz ghri ZGrabbGT namah

I am grateful to anyone who has enlightened me, teacher or otherwise. A big thanks to the
previous Palm Leaf Editors who have shared their wisdom and experiences with me, to the
Kala family for entrusting me with this important role and to the authors for handing in their
articles in good time.

Delighted to announce that this year Palm Leaf will release an audio version of the articles,
read by the authors themselves, giving another dimension to their narrative, alongside the
print edition. Really hope that you will enjoy this. Please bear with us if you find any teething
issues. Any creative suggestions are welcome.

We have kept you entertained and informed whilst tapping into the in-house talent, adults
and kids, alike. There are also articles from renowned writers and poets. The legend,
Vayalar Rama Varma (pg 13) is viewed through different kaleidoscopes. | confess to
showing my penchant for Performing Arts by creating a section ‘Nata! | recommend
each article by renowned writers and experts in their field (in bold) in that section. A
referenced article by Sumana Sen (pg 35) explores Bharata-nrityam and how the dance
affects layers of our wellbeing. Being a student of Bharata-nrityam and a practising doctor,
this topic is very close to my heart. ‘Body is trained in dance, only to be forgotten’ (Dr. Padma
Subramanian).

In her article Moving Together, Aswathy Nair explains the changes in dance education (pg
46). Itis deeply inspiring to see how some dancers have used their art as a tool in community
engagement such as victim rehabilitation and dance education for the blind.

There is a double treat for Kala's Kathakali lovers by Sri E.P. Unny, the political cartoonist,
page (pg 50)

Dr. Madhusudhan delves deep into a less known contemporary art form, Kerala Natanam
(pg 41) an offshoot of classical Kathakali. This represents a significant evolution of Indian
Performing Arts. | hope that, like me, you will find this very educational.

Dr. Kannan beautifully captures the nuggets of the relationship between temples and
Performing Arts in his article (pg 49).

The authors have kindly sent us videos to help visualise the descriptive texts.
I cannot overstate my gratitude to the Palm Leaf technical and editorial team. Without their
invaluable support, this task would have been insurmountable. | also extend my heartfelt

thanks to my family, whose unwavering support has been a constant source of strength.

Dr. Hema Santhosh
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
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"A friend in need is a friend indeed"
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DANCING PEACOCKS

Dr. Sethulekshmy Nair
Retired Gynaecologist and Obstetrician

One morning at Gokulam, in Vrindavan, Rohini
was getting ready to go to the market in Mathura,
which was the most important town in their land.
“Can | come with you Mama?” asked Balaram.”|
would love to go to Uncle Kamsa's place to watch
the wrestlers training for the festival wrestling
tournament.”

“Yes, you can, as long as you go only to the gym

and nowhere else,” was Rohini’s answer to her son.

From behind the sofa, little Krishna cheekily pig-
gy backed his brother’s request, “Mama, can | go
too? Maybe Uncle will give us a lot of presents.”’

Balaram, a big eleven year old, was into wrestling
and boxing. Krishna, his younger brother, who
was small for his age got into all sorts of mischief.
However, as he was so incredibly captivating,
warm and radiant, he hardly ever got punished as
he melted the hearts of all around him. The two
children partook in many adventures together

Dancing Peacocks



as they grew up and even quarrelled with each
other from time to time.

Rohini, watching Krishna coyly adjusting the
peacock feathers on his bandana, considered

his plea and spoke to the boys, “Ok, but Balaram,
don't let Krishna wander off. You know how
your Uncle Kamsa feels about him.” Rohini, as an
afterthought, reminded the boys, “It's the festive
season in Mathura, so don't get carried away
with the festivities. Both of you have to come to
the orphanage in time to give presents and food
to the children as well as alms to the poor.” The

boys nodded readily in obedience to their Mama.

They both looked forward to this festival every
year, for they loved playing with the children
there and being pampered by the adults.

So Rohini, with Balram and Krishna in tow set off
for Mathura town in Surasena Kingdom which
was a busy place, getting ready to welcome
Uttarayana Punyakalam and Makara Sankranti.
Kamsa, the chieftain, was planning to celebrate
this seven day festival on a grand scale. The
whole town and suburbs were being decorated.
Various arenas were being erected and tempo-
rary shopping malls were opened. Extra trans-
port facilities were being arranged along with
the construction of temporary accommodation.
A steady stream of people, some laden with their
goods destined for the market in the city, were
arriving from distant places to partake in the
festivities and entertainment.

In Mathura, at the wrestling arena, Balaram was
so engrossed in the action, that he did not notice
Krishna slipping into Kamsa's beautiful garden.
Kamsa kept a huge variety of birds including
peacocks. The enchanted peacocks, drawn to
Krishna by the mesmerising tunes from his flute,
which was his constant companion (much to the
envy of the many who adored Krishna and who
wished to be always near him too), began to
dance around him.

Kamsa, with a crooked smile, was watching
Krishna's activities from his mansion. He was a
firm believer in astrology and had been told that
a nephew would be born who would bring him
bad luck once he reached the height of five feet.
Kamsa had received this warning when Krishna
was still in his mother’s womb. Since Krishna was
still small and demonstrated no signs of an im-
minent growth spurt, his uncle remained happy.

With the warning from the astrologer in mind,
Kamsa had commanded his house physician to

concoct a potion which would stunt a person’s
growth. Eager to test the efficacy of the half re-
searched potion, Kamsa, warmly called out to his
nephew, “Krishna, come to Uncle and have this
delicious juice.” Krishna, hot and thirsty from his
play, joyfully ran to his uncle. With Krishna sitting
on his lap, chatting and sipping the juice, Kamsa
who had always suffered from sleep apnoea,
started snoring. With one strong inhalation from
Kamsa, tiny Krishna was sucked into his uncle’s
nostrils.

Krishna had no control over his journey. He
slipped down the lung tree, through the pharynx,
into the trachea and bronchus. He tried to climb
back up by stepping on the cartilages but with
another inspiration, he slipped back and was
pushed through the dark tubes of bronchioles
into the alveoli. It was like falling down a chim-
ney that had not been cleaned for years. Dark
soot everywhere, suffocating and making him
almost blind. Krishna called out, “Uncle, your lung
tree is dying. You, of all persons, should know
that smoking is injurious to health.” It seemed

as though no one heard him, but perhaps Kamsa
did hear because the sound of his own snoring
woke up the snoozing Kamsa. Quickly coming to
his senses, although short of breath, he

muttered to himself, “Where is Krishna, that
big-time disaster?”

Kamsa, who was finding it difficult to breathe
properly, panicked and sent for his physician.
Krishna, sensing his uncle’s panic, wanted to
help him, so he took the peacock feathers off his
bandana, looked at them sadly and said, “Sorry,
but | have to get you dirty to do my job.” Krishna
then started dusting the lung tree, hoping that
his uncle would not snore again whilst he was
busy working,

Krishna did a very kind deed for his uncle’s
welfare. Copious amounts of soot came out of
Kamsa's nostrils as if from a chimney. He thought
that he was burning up inside and that he was
about to meet his end. Fortunately for him, his
physician promptly arrived and gave him some
medicine to calm him down.

However, a sneeze from his uncle brought
Krishna up to the main branch, the bronchus.
Incredibly, despite all that was happening, Kamsa
started snoring again and Krishna slipped into
the other lung. It was absolutely blissful there.
The air was fresh, almost like in a valley garden
and a cool breeze blew in and out. Krishna,
deciding that it was apt timing for a break, seated
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himself comfortably ona branch and started
playing his flute melodiously.

Kamsa felt something strange stirring from deep
inside him which he had never experienced
before. Although the unfamiliar, celestial music
was calming him down, Kamsa wondered if this
was actually the cue for his demise.

With deep concern, Kamsa’s physician oserved his
breathing pattern. Glancing around and survey-
ing the room for any clue to explain Kamsa’s
current state, his eyes fell on the half empty
potion bottle which he had earlier passed to
Kamsa.

With horror he exclaimed, “Krishna!!! Oh no! What
have you done, Chief? We have to get him out
otherwise he will die and from pneumothorax,
you will die too.”

The physician need not have worried though,
for of course, who needs to worry when Krishna
is around? With a deft tickle of his uncle’s throat
with the peacock feathers, Krishna induced a fit
of coughs and sneezes which launched him out
from the prison of his uncle’s respiratory tract.

Kamsa, in deep thought, watched little Krishna
joyfully skip away in search of his brother amidst
the festival crowds and wondered aloud, “Is he
really meant to bring me bad luck?”

Having just witnessed this series of remarkable
events, inaudible to Kamsa, the physician
muttered to himself, “This little boy will grow
much bigger than you can ever imagine.”

“I need new peacock feathers.” Krishna thought to
himself as he hurried eagerly towards the
wrestling gym arena to meet up with his brother.

The next morning, Rohini was astonished to see
a flock of dancing peacocks in her front garden
and exclaimed, “Where on earth have they come
from?”

Observing Rohini’s amazement, Krishna smiled to
himself...
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IN DEFENCE OF VAYALAR

Mr. K. S. Sreekumar
Barrister in London

SN
A charge against the great poet and lyricist
Vayalar Rama Varma is that his works had a

surfeit of feudal icons and this has contributed

to negatively influencing the thought process

of the generation that heard those songs. His
critics use many stray lines taken out of context
to buttress their opinions. Yet this is not an attack
on the critic but a defence of the voice of an era in
Malayalam.

Firstly, Vayalar is immortal for Malayalees not
because of his lyrics but perhaps despite it. His
serious poetry is a testament to that. If one word
in Thadaka was enough to place the poem in the
bronze age, yet another single word was enough
to let loose a creative Ashwamedham in a poem
of the same name.

Malayalam poetry has always had poets who
espoused ideas ahead of its time, yet it reached
a watershed moment in Changampuzha and

his realism sprinkled romanticism. Later on, as
Malayalam poetry drifted sometimes and was
steered at other times towards modernism. So-
cietal changes from the late 30’s forced pluralism
in thoughts and created a contradiction in ideas
both of which are necessary in creating a perfect
fecund world for both Vayalar and “art” itself in its
myriad forms..

As in other aspects of human existence, the depth
and significance of any art or idea is the acknowl-
edgement and appreciation of inherent contra-
dictions. This leads to such contradictions be-
coming a manifestation of the beauty of plurality
of existence. The contradiction in Vayalar’s works
is also a result of such a plurality. He brought
together realism and romanticism in his works to
the extent that he used a flower that blossomed
in a temple garden as a call for revolution.

Vayalar’s 3 decades in Malayalam literature can
be divided into two halves of fifteen years each.
The first was poetry heavy and then second was
cinema lyrics heavy. Though the periods are not
watertight and there are notable poems in the
second half, yet it is not as fertile as in the first

half. Something that the great man himself
unfairly regretted because it is his lyrics that were
more easily available to the common man. While
poetry is still elitist, movie music was and is truly
egalitarian. In the late 60’s and 70’s any function
in Kerala from a political meeting to a wedding
blared out the hit songs of that time, radio was
affordable or at least accessible to many and
hence almost everyone could hear the songs time
and again and understand the concepts stated
therein.

It is also a difficult art to master, if poetry is the
verbalisation or metrical composition of one’s
own life experiences and circumstances, creation
of lyrics is the same of a fictional situation. Yet
even in such circumstances Vayalar’s lyrics
contained some of the most sublime of poetry
and his lyrics explored everything including
blackholes, the emptiness of moon, the forbidden
love of a Dravidian princess and even the smoul-
dering volcano of emotions in an honest man on
his way to the gallows.

Yet it alleged that it is reductive of Vayalar to
compare earth to a naalukettu, rather than an
expression of an astonishing aspiration of a newly
liberated humanity to understand and more
importantly enjoy its surroundings fuelled by
science rather than scripture. He echoes this in his
later poems where he claims immortality and the
far away galaxies all for humankind as a while and
not for the individual soul.

As the charges are that his use of chaste language
and the enunciation of Indian mythology and
civilisation in his works was to pander to the
feudal heritage the answer is that it was not but

is an attempt to seek a continuity in existence for
modern India and to set the stage for a modern
self-reliant post-colonial India rooted in logic.
Hence while it can be conceded that he has influ-
enced many generations the said influence was
never negative.

Growing up in the 70’s and 80’s in Kerala, | grew
up and learned about life, love, politics, society,
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history, mythology and even the geography of our
land listening Vayalar’s lyrics and they were not
just movie songs but they have an independent
existence as poetry. While there were other great
lyricists Vayalar for his sheer body of work is at the
very least first amongst equals.

Personally, for me 12 years ago when | lost my
dad and was keeping vigil over his body, at some
point during that restless night the lines from his
autobiographical poem’s crept into my thoughts
for a few seconds emphasising to me how even

A
=

in our darkest hours of existence Vayalar contin-
ues to viscerally and indelibly affect and mould a
Malayalee’s thoughts.

In conclusion | will paraphrase Vayalar, in his poem
Realism and Reality he writes “in my verses if a
flower has more petals than one seen through a
camera lens please don’'t blame me, one is the
result of human’s emotional interactions with
nature and the other is a picture of a flower”.

In Defence of Vayalar
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VAYALAR RAMA VARMA:
THE VOICE OF ROMANTIC ELEGANCE, SPIRITUAL

SYMPHONY, AND SOCIAL JUSTICE.

Prof. Pradeep Vasudevan
| Consultant in Clinical Genetics

A

Vayalar Rama Varma is often revered as the bard of
Malayalam cinema and one of the greatest poets
of Malayalam literature. There is not a single
Malayali in the world who hasn’t heard or
hummed a few lines of his lyrics or poetry. The
name Vayalar is etched deeply in the hearts of all
Malayalam speaking people across the world. As
a lyricist and poet, Vayalar’s contribution to the
cultural and artistic tapestry of Kerala is immense.
His evocative lyrics, which blend with profound
emotional and romantic depth, have left an
indelible mark on the Malayalam movie industry.

Vayalar Rama Varma (known by the pet name
Kuttan to family members and close friends) was
born on March 28, 1928, in the beautiful small
village of Vayalar in Alappuzha district. The 4
letters in Malayalam (ai@eiod) are synonymous
with Vayalar Rama Varma. Historically, the place is
significant due to the uprising of 1946, a pertinent
event in the communist movement in Kerala. This
uprising was part of a larger struggle by the work-
ers and common people against feudal landlords

and/or colonialism, and it left a lasting impact on
the political landscape of Kerala.

Vayalar is the only son of Vellarappalli

Kerala Varma and Raghavaparambil Ambalika
Thamburati. He lost his father at the age of 3
years and was brought up by his mother and
uncle. He studied at the English medium school at
Cherthala. The young boy was destined for a life
enriched with arts, music and poetry. He grew up
in a culturally rich environment that fostered his
literary talents from a tender age.

Vayalar went on to study Sanskrit and Malayalam
at a young age. His knowledge of Sanskrit allowed
him to draw inspiration from classical literature,
mythology, and Malayalam poetry, which
enriched the depth and beauty of his own poetry
and lyrics. The scenic beauty of his native village
and the socio-political and cultural aspects of that
era ignificantly influenced his writing, lending it a
characteristic flavour of realism, romanticism and
resonance of human emotions.
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justice, equality and the struggle of the working class
and labourers. He often used his lyrics as a medium to
voice the aspirations, demands and struggles of the
common people.

Jejefep

In 1953, his friend and contemporary, and another
great Malayalam poet, Sri O.N.V. Kurup introduced
Vayalar to Sri Devarajan Master, the most popular
music director of that time. This duo’s first song was
Balikudeerangale. The Pallavi for this song is as follows.

Balikudeerangale, bali kudeerangale
Smaranakalirambum rana smaarakangale
Ivide jana kodikal chaarthunnu ningalil
Samara pulakangal than sindoora maalakal

This iconic and powerful song was performed at the
Martyr’s square at Palayam in Trivandrum as part of
the centenary celebrations in 1957 in front of many
distinguished guests including Sri Rajendra Prasad,
the first president of India. Vayalar wrote many songs
for KPAC (Kerala People’s Arts Club), but the song,
Balikureedangale is deeply embedded in the history
of the socio-political landscape of Kerala. KPAC was a
VAYALARAS APOET prominent theatre group known for its role in promot-
ing leftist and communist ideologies through art, and
Ningalenne Communistakki was the play, this song was
played. It became one of the most influential songs of
the leftist and communist movement in Kerala.

Vayalar started writing poetry while in
school, publishing his first poem in a
magazine called Swarat. His poems started
coming up in many magazines and he
thought of publishing a collection of his
poems. He approached many publishers but
was unsuccessful. In the end Mr Madhava Pai
(Narasimha vilasom book stall-Thuravoor)
agreed to publish his poems as an anthology

The poetic beauty, and its engagement with social,
political, mythical and philosophical themes along
with heartfelt emotional nature of his poems, made
him extremely popular to the masses. Between the 11
years from 1950 to 1961, he published a number of
(Padamudrakal) under the name Rama Varma 341,50 gies including Konthayum Poonoolum (1950),
Thirumulpad; subsequently there was Vayalar  gpjyy Maranamilla, Mulangaadu Naadinte Nadam (all
Punnapra uprising o Octobgrwhen Mr Pai in 1955), Oru Judas Janikkunnu (1955), Ente
changed the author’s name in the book to Mattolikavithakal (1957), and Sargasangeetham (1961).
Vayalar Rama Varma.

His published works include a Khandakavyam titled
Vayalar Rama Varma was a true follower of Ayisha, two short story anthologies, Raktham Kalarnna
the leftist path, influenced by Comrade CK. Mannu (1956) and Vettum Thiruthum (1987) and a
Kumara Panicker who was widely knownas 5 6l0gue called Purushantharangaliloode (1965) and

Vayalar Stalin: Hi.s commitmept to s.ocialist later an essay collection, Kuppichillukalum
and communist ideals are evident in many rosadalangalum (1986).

of his songs, where he speaks about social

VAYALAR AS A LYRICIST

Vayalar’s contribution to Malayalam cinema as released. In 1956, he got the opportunity to write

a lyricist is unparalleled. He was and is still the the lyrics for the movie Koodappirappu, which
uncrowned king of Malayalam songs. His ability was directed by Mr JD Thottan. This started his

to write lyrics that were both deeply poetic and ‘Aswamedam in Malayalam Movies’ for the next 2
easily relatable, made his songs incredibly popular  decades until his untimely and unfortunate demise
among the masses. He first wrote 5 songs for the in 1975.

movie Vazhivilakku which unfortunately was never
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The cinema songs of the trio Vayalar-Devarajan
master- KJ Yesudas resulted in a synergy that
elevated Malayalam film music to new artistic
heights in Indian Movies. In 1972, Vayalar Rama
Varma was given the national award for the song
“Manushyan mathangale srishtichu, mathangal
daivangale srishtichu”(Humans created religions
and religions created gods). The first line reflects
the idea that religions and god(s) were created by
humankind for their selfish desires and division of
society. This was the first award for a Malayalam
Lyricist nationally (Malayalam cinema had to wait
for another 16 years for this award again).

[ L]

Vayalar’s lyrics transcended the films they were
part of, becoming anthems. All his songs

reflected the main theme in each movie. The
depth, breadth and range of his lyrics have made
them a permanent part of Kerala’s cultural
consciousness. This was the golden age of
Malayalam movies for meaningful songs by the
Lyricist trio Vayalar-P. Bhaskaran- O.N.V. Kurup
(along with Sreekumaran Thampi) when they
contributed to the artistic and intellectual
richness of Malayalam cinema. The music directors
included G. Devarajan Master, Dakshina Moorthy
Swami, K. Raghavan master, M.S. Baburaj,

M.K. Arjunan master, L.PR. Varma etc. It is said that
Vayalar went on to write about 2,000 songs for
about 250 movies of which more than one-third
were composed by G. Devarajan.

Vayalar Rama Varma's songs are a rich tapestry of
themes, each reflecting his deep understanding of
human emotions, social issues, and philosophical
questions. Whether it was love, socialism,
spirituality, or patriotism, Vayalar had a unique
ability to capture the essence of these themes in
his lyrics, making his work timeless and
universally resonant. | have selected the
following songs reflecting the popularity and
various themes over the 2 decades when Vayalar

wrote for Malayalam Movies. It is laborious to
classify Vayalar's songs into different themes as
there is a lot of overlapping ideas and interpreta-
tions in each and every song.

Spirituality and Devotion: It may sound
contradictory that Vayalar Rama Varma wrote
some of the most popular devotional songs even
though he was an Atheist. His lyrics not only
convey devotion but also explore complex
spiritual themes through poetic imagery and
metaphors. Some of his songs are so intertwined
with revolution, rationalism and reasoning that
it is difficult to distinguish where philosophical
traditions stop and proletarianism starts or vice
versa.

1. Sharanam ayyappa swami sharanam ayyappa

2. Padmatheerthamae unaroo maanasa
padmatheerthamae unaroo

3. Saraswathiyaamam kazhinju

4. Ambalaparambilae aaramathilae

Nature and Beauty: Vayalar is exceptionally
talented for capturing the beauty of nature. His
lyrics aints a vivid picture of Kerala’s lush
landscapes, serene rivers and backwaters, and
the gentle play of the elements. He romanticises
nature, portraying it as a source of love, beauty,
and comfort.

1. Aayiram padasarangal

2. Chandrakalabham

3. Indravallari poochoodivarum
4. Neelaponmanae

5. Shangupushpam

6. Suryakaanthi
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Love, Romance and emotional relationships:
Some of Vayalar's evergreen songs are filled with
longing of love and pain of separation yearning
to be reunited with one’s beloved. If Vipralambha
sringaram was the theme in some songs (Love in
separation), it was sambhoga sringaram in
others (erotic and romantic love). The sexuality
and sensuality in some of the songs were
expressed with such subtlety and poetic finesse
that many of his lyrics and phrases are open to
interpretations based on one’s own imagination
and fantasy.

1. Chakravarthini

2. Kayamboo

3. Manjubhashini
4.Thangabhasma kuriyitta
5. Thankathalikayil

6. Swargaputhri Navarathri
7.Venchandralekha
8.Venna tholkum

Politics, Philosophy and Reflections: Vayalar was
deeply influenced by his political beliefs,
particularly communism. His songs often reflect a
synthesis of socialism, communism, and
reflections on society, offering profound insights
into human nature, wealth, social justice and the
struggles of the working class people.

1. Agniparvatham

2. Chalanam Chalanam Chalanam
3. Manushyan mathangale

4. Pravachakanamare

Dreams, mystery and enigma: Swapnagal
(dreams) were always a highlight of Vayalar’s lyrics.
Many of his songs reflect on the fleeting nature

of dreams and the pain of unfulfilled aspirations,
underlining the delicate balance between hope
and despair.

1. Enteswapnathin
2. Mayajalaka vaathil
3. Swapnangal swapnagale

Folk, Melody and Cultural Elements: Vayalar’s
lyrics incorporated elements of folk melody and
culture, reflecting the rich traditions and heritage
of Kerala. His ability to weave folk melodies with
deep cultural symbolism made his songs resonate
with the everyday lives of people, while also
preserving and celebrating the regional artistic
and cultural practices.

1. Kadalinakkare ponorae

2. Kasthoorithilamittu
3. Kudamulla poovinum

Miscellaneous: Most of his songs cannot be
classified into a specific theme as they are a hybrid
of all the above and much more like the song
Yavana Sundari or Thangathazhika in the movie
Pearl view (1970).

There are also many stories on the context and
how he created his songs. One of the popular
ones is this incident. In 1967, Malayattoor
Ramakrishnan’s famous novel, Yakshi was
published. In 1968, this was made into a movie,
directed by KS Sethumadhavan with Sathyan,
Sharada and Ushakumari as lead actors. The story
is about a college lecturer who is disfigured in a
laboratory accident and then marries a woman
who is willing to accept him completely.
Overtime, he suspects that his wife is not human.

The movie was made perfectly according to the
script, but the distributors thought that there
wasn't a proper romantic song in the film, and it
was decided to include one in the eleventh hour,
literally. Vayalar agreed to write one. At that time
he was staying at Mylapore, New Woodlands
hotel. It is said that Devarajan Master went to
Vayalar’s room that morning to get the lyrics. It
had to be composed, Sang by Yesudas and then
choreographed and shot the same day with the
main actors before adding to the movie.

Vayalar opened the door to his room with a
smiling face and asked Devarajan Master to come
inside and sit on the chair, Through the balcony
he could see the clouds on the sky and apparently
said that “wow, can’t you see the dance of the
clouds on the sky” Saying this he took that day’s
Hindu Newspaper and went to the washroom. He
came back after a few minutes and handed over
4 lines of a song on the unprinted margin of the
paper and said to Devarajan Master, to start
composing with these 4 lines, “l will come after
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some time with the rest of the lyrics” Those four
lines went on to become an evergreen hit song
and remains in the heart of every Malayali. This
song was composed in Kalyani raga by
Devarajan Master (Sung in two beautiful
versions- male version by K.J. Yesudas and female
version by P. Leela).
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This was the genius of Vayalar; he weaves in dif-
ferent strands of dreams and reality, every word
and syllable striking a deep chord in your soul.

Awards

Ramavarma received many awards including the
Kerala Sahitya Akademi Award for Poetry in 1962
for his poetry anthology, Sargasangeetham. He
received Kerala State award for lyrics four times.
1969-Nadhi and Kadalpalam

1972 for Chemparathy

1974 for Nellu and Athidhi

1975 for Chuvanna Sandhyakal and Swami

Ayyappan
Vayalar’s family

Vayalar Ramavarma married Puthekovilakathu
Chandramathi Thamburati in 1951 but the couple
did not have children together. He then married
Smt Bharathi Thamburati, the younger sister of
Chandramathi Thamburati and have a son Vayalar
Sarathchandra Varma, and three daughters
Indulekha, Yamuna and Sindhu. His son, Vayalar
Sarathchandra Varma is a poet and Lyricist and
coincidentally his first lyrics were composed by
none other than G Devarajan Master in the movie
Ente Ponnuthamburan. All the songs he wrote for
the movie, Mizhirandilum were huge hits.
Sarathchandra Varma has written over 500 songs
for more than 175 movies.

Legacy of Vayalar Rama Varma
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The above stanza summarises all his emotions
and philosophical thoughts. Even though Vayalar
was considered an eternal companion of
communist movement and have deep rooted
knowledge of Dharmic traditions, he says that
ultimately, he does not accept any philosophical
teachings which doesn’t recognise human love,
care and compassion. This conveys a deep sense
of contemplation and self-reflection. He has the
ability to encapsulate emotions in simple yet
profound words making them deeply impactful
and immortal. Keralites are so blessed to have a
lyricist and poet who truly understood and
expressed love and romanticism through
spirituality, socialism and science. Vayalar has no
death, he lives in the minds and memories of
millions of Malayalees all over the world.
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MINDFUL GARDENING

il
| crouched in our garden furi-
ously digging out several new
shoots of a rather fast-growing
grass planted by the previous
owner. | felt a sense of frustra-
tion, partly of anger because
this grass spread quickly, to
places where we wanted to put
in new plants. A few days later,

| noticed this grass on sale at a
local nursery selling at a reason-
able price. One person’s plant is
another’s weed, indeed.

Consultant Psychiatrist

A weed is a plantin a place | did
not want it to be in. | realised
that | was making choices.
Choices based on my preference
for how our garden should be.
This choice may conflict with
another’s, my wife’s for example
(fortunately we share a dislike
of this particular grass). How
would | resolve that conflict,

| wondered, if someone were

to disagree with my choice?
Whose right is right, a question
of “truth’, “fact” or of personal
reasons.

Dr. Arun Kishore

| wrote an imaginary poem, a
discussion with a (real) robin
who used to frequent our
garden. A further question that
arose during the imaginary
discussions, was about “owner-
ship” of the garden. Was it the
robin’s or ours or did it belong
to the plants who had been
there much before we arrived.
And more importantly, what did
the word “ownership” signify?
Responsibility for proper care of
what was owned, most cer-
tainly.

An amusing, serious and rather
circular thought presented itself
to my mind. If the robin “owned”
the garden, then | would be his
responsibility and vice versa.
This circular question was of
some portent in the light of the
potential conflict | described
previously. A question about
rights around ownership. | be-
came aware that we, the robin
and the plants, shared a space. A
space none of us owned, unless |

wanted to assert my ownership,
which might involve a certain
degree of violence in claiming
“rights”. In a sense this space we
shared was sacred, in a non-re-
ligious, secular manner. A place
worthy of respect and one we
could care for, together.

To garden mindfully, throws up
moral questions, interesting
ones if one were so inclined. Our
garden crosses the boundaries
between mind and the world.
One meeting the other, seam-
lessly, without conflict. Or so |
think. Gardening, for me, is rich
with layers of meaning, drawing
connections between the natu-
ral world, personal choice, and
larger philosophical questions.
Our garden is not just a physi-
cal space, but a microcosm for
exploring complex ideas about
life, ownership, morality, and the
interconnectedness of all living
beings..

Mindful Gardening
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The robin loved to peck at
worms. He crosses several
boundaries (in my mind) be-
tween what a safe space is (for
a bird and a human) and about
risk. Being immersed in the
world of risk myself as a profes-
sional, | am acutely aware of the
danger he carries by approach-
ing another species. Especially
when he appears to come close
and brush against my gardening
glove, as though to attract my
attention.

| talk to him, sometimes warn-
ing him of the danger, some-
times complaining about the
grass | am trying to eradicate. As
though to comfort me, he offers
a worm he discovered. | politely
declined the offer hoping | had
not hurt his sensibilities.

One day, he did not appear, nor
the next few weeks. We grieve
his disappearance, my wife and
I, as though we had lost a friend,
a constant presence.

Loss and grief play a role in our
gardening, along with the calm-
ness and joy it can afford.

A few years back, a feral pigeon
found itself in our overgrown
lawn. It nestled against the
long grass, trying to hide. We
watched it struggle, with one
broken wing. It kept flapping
the useful one, unable to fly. |
rushed out in panic and pain,
hoping to help it, to set it free.
The pigeon allowed me to wrap
itself in warm cloth and place it
in a cardboard box.

| called the local vets. They

had nothing to offer, for a feral
pigeon. A bird no one owned.
Until it became “my pigeon’, one
| felt responsible for, by sheer
chance.

| was reminded of people,
migrants, adrift in a boat on the
sea wishing for safety and a new
life. This is often combined with

Mindful Gardening

a determination to struggle,

to work, to get ahead in life.
They were hoping to come to a
place they believed, would ac-
cept that desire. Some of them
clutching a child, they hoped to
save, to give a life they them-
selves had never known.

Yet like my newfound friend, the
feral pigeon, they were rejected
by a system, that only thought
in numbers, forgetting human-
ity. They were no one’s responsi-
bility, till they arrived on a shore.

| brought the pigeon in, care-
fully enveloping it in warm
cloth, offered some water and
grain. The pigeon appeared
calm almost resigned to its end.
The end came soon, a few hours
later. | buried the dead bird in a
quiet corner of the garden and
the next year, planted a rose
bush at that spot.

| watched the newly bought
sunflower plants become
shadows of their existence as
the snails and slugs decimated
the leaves and prevented them
from flowering. We had bought
these at considerable cost from
a highly recommended nurs-
ery. Another sunflower plant,
bought at the same time from a
less known nursery, grew with
no problems.

To my delight, the blue coloured
“slug and snail” pellets | scat-
tered beneath the plants turned
out to be effective. | found dead
and paralysed slugs beneath
each plant the next day.

Strangely, | felt devastated. The
dead slugs repelled me. | could
not touch them. | expected to
be happy, to gloat at my “vic-
tory” over those snails. Yet like
Ashoka, after a battle, | felt lost.
Whose victory was it?

| stopped using the pellets, yet
the bodies accrued beneath the
plants. Later, ants accumulated,
perhaps to eat the bodies of the
dead slugs. They formed black
colonies over the stems of the
plants. The plants felt over-
whelmed, as | did.

The futility of conflict and the
idea that in nature, as in life,
victory and loss are not always
clear-cut or satisfying. Who
“wins", who is the “loser” here? A
question that arose and lingers
troubling me.

Our garden throws up for me
questions about life, about
morality and choice. | grapple
with them, every day, every mo-
ment. The awareness of com-
plexity, about the multiplicity of
choices | could make, increases



the mindful application of every
choice.

All this while | have been con-
sidering my choice as though it
were separate from that of the
plant, one just founded on hu-
man choice. The question arises.
Do plants have choices? Can
they choose?

Many years ago, a relative,

then an avid gardener and a
music lover walked around

his garden listening to Indian
classical music. He believed the
plants responded to the music.
He believed that plants have

a mind just like human be-

ings. This might seem like pure
fantasy. However, examining the
evidence, one realises that there
might be some truth in the idea.

Aristotle, the western phi-
losopher and contributor to
theoretical botany, thought that
living beings have nourishment,
growth and decay, constant
cycles of life.

Jagdish Chandra Bose, the
well-known Indian scientist

and polymath developed the
crescograph that could mea-
sure plants’ response to various
stimuli. His research, done in the
1920’s showed that plant tissue
used electrical conduction, like
animal tissue. This was path
breaking, since hitherto scien-
tists had believed that chemical
conduction was all that plants
were capable of. Bose believed
that plants responded to pain as
did animals did. His book “The
Nervous mechanism of plants”
equated the plant kihngdom to
animal kingdom.

Jacques Tassin in his book “What
do plants think” warns us of
tending towards a zoocentrism.
We tend to measure plants
using the lens of animals and
humans and attribute qualities
that we know exist in animals

to plants too. Some scientists

have wondered if plants were
conscious and have agency.
Perhaps we need to think about
plant behaviour using para-
digms suited to plants. Perhaps
we need to develop a philoso-
phy about plant life and behav-
iour, separate from that about
animal behaviour.

| notice a cyclicity in the growth
of plants in our garden. A few
degrees of change in tem-
perature allows shoots hidden
within the soil to emerge to the
surface. The robust ones are
plants such as the dandelions
that emerge from amongst

the green of the lawn. | hurry
to mow the lawn and remove
these “weeds” and hide them
from the curious eye of a pass-
ing neighbour.

The first flowers are the beauti-
ful snowdrops and crocuses.
The colourful tulips make their
appearance along with English
bluebells. The yellow daffodils
sway in the wind before giving
way to the roses, gladioli and
sunflowers.

Each year, the cycles reiterate
themselves with the seasons. |
noticed that each flower spike
of the gladioli, gradually bow,
before | cut them off to adorn a
flower vase. They seem to yield
to a new and younger spike
which in turn bows to the next.

The word ritu means ‘season’s

in Sanskrit and most Indian lan-
guages. Seasonality and season
changes are cyclical. The word
Rta conceptualises a universal
order with an almost imperative
force. Everything in the universe
is subject to this Rta which has
three components.

Gati indicates continuous move-
ment and change, Samghatana
conceptualises an interdepen-
dence of parts of the system
and Niyati, the inherent order

of interdependence and move-

ment.

Plants demonstrate this sense
of order and cyclicity and bring
back the peace of a sense of Rta
in this world where there does
not seem to be any order. Our
garden affords that sense of
calm and order when | enter it.

A garden is never complete
until the final thing has been
removed, is a well-known a
Japanese saying. This reflects a
sense of decluttering and mini-
malism. We tend to fill gardens,
as we fill our minds, with words,
with constantly doing things.
Our minds, the saying implies,
needs to just be and does not
need to constantly be active in
doing things with words or ac-
tions. To achieve that, one needs
to remove things from the mind
such as thoughts, or the need to
act or do.

The duality between doing and
being suggested itself to my
mind. This duality itself is some-
thing we create, to make sense
of the world. | believe we need
to seek a balance between do-
ing and being. It suggests that
perhaps the goal is not to domi-
nate or perfect the garden (or
life) but to find peace in simplic-
ity and acceptance, allowing the
natural world and our thoughts
to coexist without unnecessary
interference.

Ultimately, our garden is a space
where | can engage with life's
uncertainties, a place where |
confront and make peace with
the complexities of existence.

It is a living metaphor for the
balance between control and
surrender, action and stillness,
individuality and intercon-
nectedness. Through mindful
gardening, | am not just tend-
ing to plants; | am cultivating a
deeper understanding of myself
and the world around.

Mindful Gardening
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THE TRAGEDY OF WAR

Geetha Venugopal
Previous editor, Palm Leaf magazine

The poem ‘The Tragedy of War' is loosely based on an incident that was reported in an established
newspaper, during one of the recent wars — it would resonate equally with any of the tragic wars
that were and is being fought in Irag, Afghanistan, Syria, Gaza, the Congo, Sudan or the Ukraine. It
made extremely sad reading and had such an impact on the poet with respect to the desperation

and traumatization such families must have gone through, especially the vulnerability of the young
female(s) subjected to such treatment, that she felt she had to express her feelings through words
on paper, in an effort to highlight the atrocities and difficulties that ordinary civilians have to bear in
the name of war.

My little girl, with green blue eyes, a child so fair, in a blanket swathed,
A wrapped-up bundle, her face obscure, on my bosom breathed and lay,
Her warmth | felt, her frame so slight - too small to squeeze or hold too tight,
Her soft hand gently my ear did rub, then my curl she reached to clutch and play.

Between her digits, my loose, limp tress - Oh! her fingers, barely skin and bones,
The unwashed strand, she firmly held, to twist around, then let it go,
Auburn curls, her fair, round face did frame, her smile, it made my heart skip a beat,
The loveliness - her face so sweet - through bruise, dirt and smudge, still did glow.

Amidst mud-brick rubble sat her siblings four, three handsome lads 'n a girl, so fine,
Not much more in years than two-and-ten, huddle in sheltered ruins once our home,
It had a roof, now a tangled mess, lit by twinkling stars that the night sky span,
Dust‘n dirt a fine veil create, and intense cold and fear attempts curtail to roam.

To stand upright the children strive, as the sun each morn to its splendorous zenith rise,
Their legs too weak and battered to chase or play, they limp around, soon to slowly wane,
Pangs of hunger grip and shake their bodies, their parched, dry lips in anger smart and bleed,
An entreating glance they throw our way —‘Nourishment please to appease the pain’

The look of desperation in their eyes, the silent plea pierces my already laden heart with guilt,
Utter helplessness, it's but profound - there’s no way to turn, nowhere to scrounge for food,
Verdant growth, beaten down by summer heat, show no fruit nor leaf to take and chew,
Five scrawny bodies - mine to feed, in the failing light succumb to quietude, my hungry brood.

Amidst broken sleep, lingers the raw taste of hunger - gnawing, intense, unsubdued,
Many limpid pairs of eyes well with silent tears, about to roll, yet quick to suppress,
They cram beneath tattered rugs to fight bone-chilling cold that cloudless nights do bring,
And ‘tho by inky darkness hidden, their soft, escaped sobs resound to shatter an intense stillness.

My heart no longer can bear glimmers of hope, wretchedness'n deprivation has taken its toll,

In equal measure, into heights of despair and anger | tumbile, to curse the hand kismet’s dealt,

That morn, | spend with falcon eyes, on each twitch, turn and move of every child - except one,
Our girl, just ten with dark dreamy eyes, hand-in-hand skips beside her pater, every heart to melt.
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Two less in years than our eldest son, her happy presence, our little home, she lit and graced,
But that morn, with her pa she'd left, on a journey to her aunt’s and shop nearby to buy us food,
T'was some hours before the shadows fell, many more before the faint pop of rifles trailed away,

Twilight into nightfall merge, when shuffling footsteps from my light stupor awake me, 'n the brood.

All eyes turned to the table of stones, the two wooden bowls — brown ‘'n brimming full
Surely a mirage of luscious soup? yet the senses tingled - the aroma of cassava quite real,
The vision of food, a sparkle to the young ones’ eyes brought, whilst on my face suffused,

Towards my man, relief tinged with utmost love, for he bore us the gift of vital life, so surreal.

That night, my cheerful band - less one - with bellies full, lay down to dream the night away,
Yet endless thoughts thru’my head did churn and turn, of reasons why my lass stayed another day,
Her aunt’s love, | dwelt on to reassure me in part, as the crackling fire hissed 'n the embers ebbed,
But yet, that night beneath torn rugs, my query | gently whispered in his ear as my man beside me lay.

The pin-drop silence was long and drawn — until slowly his deep voice spoke the fearsome words,
‘She’s gone; was all he could say then, but much more conveyed as a coldness gripped my heart,
On his face, turned to me, a plea for forgiveness | glimpsed, in his eyes, defeat tinged with sadness,
| wailed deep ‘n loud, as would a mother bereft of child, his sin unfathomable, unforgivable on my part.

My children, the most precious jewel each and every one, borne with pain and deeply loved,
My pride, my joy, my flesh and blood - no gold could buy nor brightest star ever outshine,
How then to a stranger my sweet girl now belong, make another’s bed when yet a child? Her price?
Could it push food down our throats, clear our guilt or in our life bring back hope ‘'n sunshine?

My faint whisper to him -‘She’s much more than money can buy, surely priceless to you'n I?
Our heads, will they ever rest in peace, or before our children hold high and straight again?
Has righteousness turned its face away, so to spare the rest, our sweet girl be given away?’
Poverty and deprivation excuses cannot be for our cruel acts to our girl bring strain and pain.
My little girl, now has green blue haunting eyes, her spark and innocence forever dimmed,
Confused, distraught, her life astray, a sacrificial lamb, to the altar she'd been sadly chosen,
Her sweet countenance, now turbulent emotions, hide - ones that scar and run quite deep, whilst,
Into womanhood somewhere she will grow - her childhood, in one swift swipe, forever stolen.

This, the tragedy of war, extends far beyond untold heartbreak and loss of life,
Uses man’s best to do man'’s worst, and much more in a man-made strife.
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BHARATA-NRITYAM AND
LAYERED WELL BEING

Sumana Sen Mandala

Award winner-Dance Educator Arizona 2024

Much research exists on the physical and mental
benefits of physical exercise and how it can be
tailored to various needs and abilities (World
Health Organization). It follows that dance, which
is comprised of physical exercise, must therefore
also be beneficial to a practitioner’s physical and
mental health. This thinking grew in the modern
dance movement from the late nineteenth cen-
tury in Europe and the U.S.A. By the mid-twentieth
century, practices such as those under the general
field of Somatics (Hanna 1986) and Dance
Movement Therapy or DMT (Good Therapy,
Kormos 2023) took root to better explore the
connections between the internal and external.

Dance and movement practices of South Asia
have recognized these “scientifically validated”
truths and have, in fact, been developed through
systematic research and practical implementa-
tion over millennia. This meeting of the scientific
which “speaks to why something works” and the
traditional which “lets us know if they’ve stood the
test of time” (Mosconi 2024, 187) is a clear
indication that South Asian dances and
movement practices are effective in supporting
health and wellbeing. The increased popularity
of yoga around the world, for example, illustrates
its value as a movement practice for physical and
mental health, with reference to spiritual well
being, as well. In relation to DMT, it would be
expedient to delve into how dance practices of
India not only serve as physical exercise but as
physical exercise with an intentional deep
engagement. This is called rasa' in dance.

As students and audiences of dance in India, we
are told that “classical” or codified Indian dance
forms like Bharata-Natyam are a vehicle to a
higher plane where we can find this rasa. The
legendary dancer Balasaraswati said: “The flesh,
which is considered to be...the greatest obstacle
to spiritual realization, has itself been made a
vehicle of the divine in the discipline of the dance
(1975, Tamil Isai Sangam). Balasaraswati was direct
in her advocacy of understanding that the body

is an indispensable instrument in achieving the

”

Bharata-Nrityam artist, disciple of Dr. Padma Subrahmanyam,

higher aims of dance. Balasaraswati’s statement
becomes even more lucid with Dr. Padma
Subrahmanyam'’s explanation: “The ideal nrtta
[dance] is that which emanates beauty and joy at
the various levels of human understanding and
perceptions such as physical, mental, emotional
and spiritual. ...in dance, the body is trained only
to be forgotten about... The dancer herself
becomes a micro-cosmic being, experiencing
within herself unlimited freedom and bliss”
(Subrahmanyam 2022). Deconstructing the aims
of dance, Dr. Padma lists the various ways in which
dance shows up in our being, beginning with the
tangible physical to the ethereal spiritual realm.
With this list of the physical, mental, emotional
and spiritual, she echoes the wisdom of the
Natyasastra (NS) in its parameters for success in
natya*: “Siddhi [success] in [natya] is based on
Rasas and Bhavas and arises from words, Sattvika
Abhinaya, and gestures® (The Natya Shastra 1988,
375). At least 2500 years old, the NS is the earliest
extant text on natya, of which dance is an integral
part. Through the physical, mental, emotional and
spiritual layers, the NS makes dance accessible
through many portals for any dancer or
audience-witness.

All the regional or desi dances of India (such as
Bharata-Natyam, Odissi, Kathakali, Manipuri,
Kathak, Bhangra, Raas-Garba, Kolattam, filmi
dance, and so on) reference the foundational
grammar— the marga technique—described in
the NS. The desi techniques are practical
expositions of NS tenets based on regional tastes
(Subrahmanyam 2021). The desi and marga coex-
isted until the latter, as a comprehensive art form,
faded from practice in India by the 14th century,
CE. This changed when Dr. Padma sought an-
swers to her inquiry into the relationship of dance
sculptures in South Indian temples to her own
learning of Bharata-Natyam. She delved into the
NS references in the sculptures and reconstructed
a dance pedagogy at the intersection of her
physical practice and her scholarly research in the
1970s. Her work was corroborated by dance tradi-
tions across Southeast Asia—where Bharata Muni
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(author of NS) is still invoked at the beginning
of a stage performance. This pedagogy is called
Bharata-Nrityam.

Bharata-Nrityam technique maintains the
symbiosis of movement and feeling, as prescribed
in the NS. This training methodology takes the
dancer on a journey of discovery. The dancer
begins by learning the bheda s$lokas, a
deconstruction exercise of body part isolations

to create greater awareness of the body. The next
lessons work on compound upper body
movements or nrtta hastas and compound lower
body movements or caris built from the bheda
Slokas. After mastering these, the dancer is
prepared to learn the 108 karanas or dance units,
each of which is comprised of 3 elements—sthana
(static posture), nrtta hastas, and caris—coming
full circle to a whole-body movement that

allows the dancer to reach beyond physical space
they occupy. Thus, the body is trained only to be
forgotten. Let us delve into the twentieth

karana, aksiptarecita, to see how this works. With
the video of the karana available at the QR code

here, a discussion of how it feels to embody the

movement will also provide a guide to observing ;Elt

and mirroring some of the internal outcomes of

physical execution. This deep observation makes [ ];

an audience-witness a rasika (one who has a taste
for or sense of), bringing them close to the
experience of the dancer, whose practice is
deemed a success if the rasika can partake of the
rasa or essence the dancer experiences.

First, look at the video for aksiptarecita and note
what you see and feel watching the dancer. Next,
look at the table below. The second column
describes aksiptarecita without dance-specific
terminology and with a note on focus/gaze of
the eyes and breath. The third column describe
aksiptarecita in terms that a dancer trained in
Bharata-Nrityam would use. Now, read entries 1
and 2, watch that part of the video, pause, read
the next entry, watch, pause, and so on. As you
read, notice what you feel in your body: the way
you hold your torso or breathe or even begin to
move parts of your body.

aksiptarecita 1 (male dancer)

as a witness

as a dancer

1 |+ focus:front mid-level
«  breathe: with ease

« movement begins in the static posture of thighs open, knees bent, feet turned out

mandala sthana

2 |+ focus:onright hand
«  breathe: with ease

« torso bends to right with arms folded up at sides so that hands point upwards

paréva natam on right, bahu
kuficitam with Sukatunda hasta

3 |+ focus:follows right hand

« torso straightens, bent right leg and both arms rise from their starting positions

«  breathe:in

aksipta cari on right, with pal-

bent

focus: follows right hand

«  raised right leg pivots at to fold right thigh, crossing vertical center of torso, knees remain

«  torsofaces front, raised wrists flex in towards center, cascading down in front of torso

lava and viprakirna nrtta hasta

of left foot, legs straighten

wrists crossed above crossed feet
focus: rises to mid-level above wrists
«  breathe: out

« crossed right leg is lowered in front of left, with right foot flexed upwards on the heel in front

« torso rises still facing front, hands continue flowing downward in front of torso, ending with

«  right foot shifts so heel is raised and toes pressed into ground

pivot on its ball and rest flat

«focus: follows right hand
+  breathe:in

« right hip rises towards back right corner and rotates out towards left, causing right foot to

« wrists uncross and hanging arms begin opening out to either side

baddha céri on right with
viprakirna nrtta hasta

down
« focus: follows right hand and rises to front, mid-level
breathe: out

«  right thigh unfolds, knees return to bending to create a rhombus between the legs
«  arms continue stretch down diagonally on either side with palms facing front and pointing
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turn body slightly to right corner, arms bend at elbows so hands are in front of chest, left
knee rises towards chest, torso contracts

focus: front mid-level

breathe: in

left leg extends to back in air with pointed toes

right arm extends out in front in line with extended leg, torso also stretches towards ex-
tended hand

focus: follows right arm

breathe: out

keeping left leg extended, left foot drops to ground on toe tips to the ground, left foot slides
forward on toes to stop beside right foot

pull right arm back towards torso to place right hand on right thigh

breathe: with ease

stici cari on left with ardharecita
nrtta hasta on right

left hip rises towards back left corner and rotates out towards right, causing left foot to pivot
on its ball and rest flat, knees bend for a rhombus shape between the legs
left wrist rotates in towards torso to flex left hand up, torso returns to front

baddha on left, mandala sthana
with left in agratala, vyavartita
on left, right hand rests on

« focus: follows right arm and ends front mid-level thigh
breathe: with ease

It is interesting to also imagine the kinesphere of table below lists the movement changes in the
the dancer. Often in Bharata-Natyam, a dancer’s highlighted steps. In going through the exercise
positioning of the limbs is described in relation again, what did you notice in your own body for
to a square or triangle, but in Bharata-Nrityam the second version of aksiptarecita? Were there

it might be more useful to consider a spherical moments of tension and what caused them? Were
space. In the second version of aksiptarecita, there  there moments of relief and why may that be?

is more complexity in the movement with regard When you only observe the limbs, how does the
to how much of the kinesphere is explored. The space feel? When you notice the focus/gaze, does

aksiptarecita 2 (female dancer)

as a witness as a dancer

«  movement begins in static posture of thighs open, knees bent, feet turned out mandala sthana
1 |+ focus:front mid-level
breathe: with ease

torso bends to right with arms folded up at sides so that hands point upwards
2 |+ focus:onright hand
+  breathe: with ease

paréva natam on right, bahu
kuricitam with Sukatunda hasta

«  torso straightens, bent right leg and both arms rise from their starting positions
3 |+ focus:follows right hand
+  breathein

raised right leg pivots at to fold right thigh, crossing vertical center of torso, knees remain aksipta cari on [ight, with pal-
bent lava and viprakima nrtta hasta

«  torsofaces front, raised wrists flex in towards center, cascading down in front of torso
«focus: follows right hand

crossed right leg is lowered in front of left, with right foot flexed upwards on the heel in front
of left foot, legs straighten

« torsorises and twists to face back, hands continue flowing downward in front of torso, end-
ing with wrists crossed above crossed feet

«  focus: rises to mid-level above wrists

«  breathe: out

«  right leg slides forward with bent knee, left leg is left stretched behind it, lower body is
4 turned to left
«  torso untwists to front as the wrists uncross, hanging arms stretch on either side with palms | partial Grudvrtta cari to return
facing front and pointing down, upper body is front to front-facing, with viprakirna
«  focus: follows right hand and stops at right, mid-level nrtta hasta
breathe: in
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rises facing left
5 |+ focus:follows left hand
«  breathe:in

left leg that is stretched at the back extends in air with pointed toes to left side
«  leftarm extends up parallel left leg, right hand comes up to chest level facing upward, torso

stici cari on left with ardharecita
nrtta hasta on left

+  focus: on left hand
«  breathe: out

keeping left leg extended, left foot drops flat on ground, right foot slides on toes towards left
« pullleft arm back towards torso to place left hand on left thigh

«  focus: shifts to front mid-level
«  breathe: with ease

right hip rises towards back right corner and rotates out towards left, causing right foot to
6 pivot on its ball and rest flat, knees bend for a rhombus shape between legs
«  right wrist rotates in towards the torso to flex right hand up, torso returns to front

baddha on right, ending in
mandala sthana with left in
agratala, vyavartita on right, left
hand on thigh

that change? These tables establish the
physical and the mental levels of dance, through
deconstructing the movement. Initially, a dancer
practices on these levels. This allows for body
conditioning with both big movement and finer
detailed movement. When the focus/gaze follows
a particular body part, the skill of paying
attention is honed. When the focus/gaze is set
farther away in the initial stages of practice,
especially in the case of Bharata-Nrityam, it is used
to help with balance.

Once these are stored in the body, the mental
metamorphoses into the emotional. For the
dancer this is achieved through the use of focus/
gaze and breath. These two elements are
prominent in Bharata-Nrityam training, from the
isolation exercises to the karanas and beyond. The
focus/gaze that follows the physical body keeps
the dancer in the physical space, but when it is
sent beyond the space that the body can occupy,
it awakens a presence in the dancer that cannot
be contained in the physical body. The dancer can
go beyond the walls of the space they are in,
beyond the geographical borders that may
contain their material selves, beyond the time in
which they exist...indeed any realm or any age
they can imagine. This is the power of the gaze
and the critical nature of its usage that comes with
practice and experience in a dancer. A
Bharata-Nrityam student gets a head-start in this
experience with the first lessons in the bhedas.

In dance, breath is another source of power. It
privileges the dancer with feeling in movement
that can change the quality of the experience of
it; depending on how breath is used, it can render
movement as nourishing or as harmful; and it

can render the emotional effects as positive or
negative. A practiced dancer holds the choice in
their body. Bharata-Nrityam training, discipline,
sadhana5 involves the exploration of these two
elements of focus/gaze and breath early on, so

that they become instinctive. Along with the
physical and mental involvement, these give the
dancer access to affecting their own overall health
and wellbeing. When they spend time in this
method of growth in their art as prescribed in the
NS, they discover the ways in which the physical
can lead all the way to spiritual satisfaction. Then,
they can share that experience or rasa at any or all
levels with their audience-witness.

| close with a verse from the Abhinaya Darpana
that many Indian dancers are familiar with and
that my students learn as “The Theory of Dance’

yato hastastato drstir yato drstistato manah

yato manastato bhavo yato bhavastato rasah (v.37)

When translateds, it says:

where the hands, there the eyes; where the eyes,
there the mind

where the mind, there the feelings; where the
feelings, there the rasa.

Depending on the dance and its intention, this
verse not only enables but pushes the dancer to
understand the power of dance. The first layer

of understanding is the progression through the
physical (body) to the intellectual (sight-mind) to
the emotional (mind-heart) and finally to the deep
engagement. While most dances from India
recognize the values embedded in the
deceptively simple verse, the pedagogy of
Bharata-Nrityam promotes a conscious practice
of this from the beginning, not only for dance as
story-telling but also for dance as “occasioned by
no specific need...[that] simply...creates beauty”
(Bharata Muni 1995, Chap. 4, v. 267). In this way,

a dancer can not only imagine the possibilities of
wellbeing from their art but can wield their
super-power of dance in making well being
available to everyone.
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KERALA NATANAM
ANCIENT ART, FUTURISTIC VISION.

Dr. Madhusudhanan P.V

Delhi

Abstract

Kerala Natanam, a contemporary dance form
emerging from the classical tradition of Kathakali,
represents a significant evolution in Indian
performing arts. This research article explores
Kerala Natanam'’s stylistic and philosophical
foundations, tracing its roots to classical
frameworks such as the Natya Shastra and Hastha
Lakshana Deepika. It examines the contributions
of key figures, notably Guru Gopinath and Guru
Chemancheri Kunhiraman Nair, who adapted
Kathakali to create a more accessible and modern
dance form. The article highlights the
transformation of Kathakali's grandiose and
complex techniques into Kerala Natanam’s more
streamlined and relatable presentation. By
incorporating Lokadharmi elements, Kerala
Natanam introduces realistic portrayals and
simplified aesthetics, making it easier for a
broader audience to connect with its

narratives. The research also discusses the impact
of Kerala Natanam’s development on its
educational framework and institutional support.
This study underscores the importance of

Kerala Natanam in bridging traditional and
contemporary dance, advocating for its elevation
to classical status to enrich the spectrum of Indian
classical arts.

Introduction

Kerala Natanam is a graceful and enchanting
dance form emerging as a unique and modern
interpretation of the traditional Indian classical
dance. This distinctive dance form is often
admired for blending the spiritual, aesthetic, and
expressive elements and characteristics of Indian
classical dances while adapting to contemporary
themes and audiences.

This article tries to present an account of the clas-
sical frameworks upon which Kerala Natanam is

Assistant Professor, Dept. of Art and Aesthetics NCERT, New

stylistically predicated (Natyashastra and Hastha
Lakshana Deepika) and also discuss some
contemporary developments in Kerala Natanam
starting from the aesthetical and philosophical
trajectories of the first few exponents of the form
such as Guru Chambakullam Gopinathan Pillai
and Guru Chemancheri Kunhiraman Nair which
provides an insight in the creative refinement of
the form in post-colonial India.

Kerala Natanam is a traditional regional dance
which developed in the state of Kerala as a
successor of Kathakali. A student of Kathakali at
Vallathol’s Kalamandalam, Guru Gopinath and the
famous American dancer-ethnographer, Esther

L. Sherman, eager to join the Nationalist effort to
revive and reinvent a vision of antiquity

during a time of pan-national identity crisis,
adapted Kathakali for the urban theatergoers in
an abridged format. After shortening the length of
the performances, streamlining the costumes by
making them less spectacular, and staging

the dance on the proscenium as evening
entertainment for the affluent art connoisseurs,
Kerala Natanam was born. Rabindranath Tagore,

Kerala Natanam- Ancient Art Futuristic Vision
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impressed by this new development wrote-

“ Shri Gopinath is a real artist, and | am sure there
are not many who could rightfully take their stand
by his side either in India or abroad. He brought to
my mind glimpses of the great past when dancing
was one of the most treasured arts in India and
not as today, a mere device of whetting up the
jaded appetite of the idle rich. His presence in our
midst was a great lesson and now that dancing is
once again coming into vogue amongst us, this
style should give us the correct lead, for in want of
it we are still groping in the dark.”

This darkness can be attributed to the upheavals
and paradigm shifts occurring within the Indian
dance traditions due to the strict moral policing
by the colonial administration and an insatiable
antiquarian appetite of Indian intellectuals to
develop the canon of Indian classical performing
arts as a response to the unfair British allegation
of India’s cultural degeneracy or ‘barbarism’ All
the classical dance forms which we know of today
were developed as a direct response to these two
stimuluses during the first half of the 20th
century. It was a time when the boundaries
between discovery and invention came
remarkably near while constructing cultural arti-
facts like Bharatnatyam, Odissi, Mohiniattam etc.
It is pertinent to note that these are post-colonial
inventions of an antiquarian classical past and
therefore their historicity and sociology are
debatable.

The inception of Kerala Natanam can be traced
back to the necessity for a simplified and more
accessible version of the classical dance form
Kathakali. Kathakali, known for its grandeur and
complex techniques, required a dedicated and
prolonged period of training, which was not fea-
sible for everyone interested in dance. The intri-
cate and complex visual symbolic language of the
dance drama was comprehensible only by a very
thin slice of the society. The usage of Sanskrit and
Sanskritised Malayalam even to this day ensures
that it remains an exclusive cultural property of
the aristocratic Brahmin and Warrior

castes of Kerala fondly known as ‘rasikas’
(connoisseurs). Even if the audience pool was
democratized, which began to happen post
Indian independence, the visual language,
semiotics and grammar of the classical
performance was little more than gibberish for
the uninitiated larger populace (a major chunk of
which couldn’t even enter a temple grounds or
the royal palaces where Kathakali performances
were generally organised, without committing
sacrilege until very recently). Of course, the
colonial masters were an exception to this

exclusion.

Guru Gopinath’s vision was to foster a dance style
that preserved the essence of Kathakali but could
be learned, seen and appreciated by a much wider
audience. By integrating elements from Kathakali
with innovations in choreography and thematic
presentation, Kerala Natanam emerged as a new
genre, where flexibility and adaptability became
its defining characteristics. Kerala Natanam
exemplifies the dynamic nature of cultural
expressions, highlighting how traditional arts can
be transformed to resonate with modern
sensibilities while retaining their core essence.

Characteristics and Style

Kerala Natanam is noted for its expressive story-
telling, fluid movements, and intricate footwork.
Dancers skillfully balance tradition with modern
creativity, often narrating themes from Indian
mythology, folklore, or contemporary social
issues. The costume and makeup are less

ornate compared to Kathakali, making it easier for
performers to connect with the audience directly.
The Classical Carnatic music accompanying Kerala
Natanam is typically varied, allowing for greater
interaction between the dancer and the narrative.
Like Bharatnatyam and Mohiniyattam, the Aharya
or costume and make-up in Kerala Natanam can
also be directly traced from the paintings of Raja
Ravi Varma who iconically depicted the beauty

of Indian subjects in the European Academy style
thus imparting Lokadharmi elements in the dance
form. According to the Natyashastra, Abhinaya
can be performed in two distinct modes, namely
Lokadharmi and Natyadharmi. Kathakali is rooted
in the Natyadharmi tradition which deploys a
spectacular and symbolic method of production
of the artifact. Everything from the Aharya to the
Rangapitha is constructed with the motive of total
disassociation between the actor and his reality.

The Natyadharmi mode of stylised symbolic
performance “distances” or “alienates” the
audience from the plot’s characters and their
actions thereby making it difficult for them to get
involved in, sympathize emotionally or empathize
by identifying individually with the characters
psychologically; rather, it enables them to
understand intellectually the characters’ dilemmas
and the wrongdoings present in the generally
epic plot. By being thus distanced emotionally
from the characters and the action on stage, the
audience empathises intellectually, while
remaining completely alienated emotionally. As a
result, they would be empowered to analyze and
perhaps even change the world which they
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inhabit. More of this hypothesis can be found in
the Russian Formalist notion of the device of mak-
ing strange (Verfremdungseffekt). Philip

Zarrili's famous book titled ‘Kathakali Dance
Drama: Where Gods and Demons Come to Play’

is a comprehensive study of this Brechtian “Alien-
ation effect” and the Natyadharmi method as
prescribed in the Natya Shastra.

The Lokadharmi mode of performance in
complete antithesis to the former, is rooted in
what the western audience would recognise as
‘naturalism’ Lokadharmi embodies off-stage
behavior patterns i.e. natural expressions in a
direct and non-symbolic presentation, the
language and grammar of which can easily be
grasped by an uninitiated audience. Lokadharmi
is a style in Indian theater focusing on realism
and depicting everyday life. Derived from “loka”
(world) and “dharmi” (nature), it aims for natural
portrayals that mirror human behavior and
societal norms. Lokadharmi presents characters
and scenarios as relatable reflections of real

life. Actors draw upon real experiences to
authentically convey emotions. Colloquial
language used is closer to everyday speech,
making performances accessible for a wider
audience. It offers a social commentary on
traditions and societal changes. This style
enhances audience immersion through relatable
content. Overall, Lokadharmi bridges art with
reality, offering a sincere connection between
performance and audience.

Kerala Natanam, is a stylized version of Kathakali
Dance incorporating elements of Lokadharmi,
which refers to more realistic portrayals of stories
and emotions.

Here are some of the Lokadharmi aspects of
Kerala Natanam-

Realistic Representation- Unlike the highly
stylized movements of Kathakali, Kerala
Natanam incorporates realistic gestures and
expressions to convey stories and emotions,
making it more relatable to the audience.

Simplified Makeup and Costume- The
adornments are simpler. This simplicity aids in
focusing more on the actor’s facial
expressions and body language, rather than
getting distracted by elaborate costumes.

Use of Daily Life Movements- Kerala Natanam
frequently incorporates movements and
gestures derived from everyday life, making
performances more familiar and accessible

to spectators. This approach enhances the
connection between the dancers and the
audience.

Storytelling through Expression- Emphasis on
facial expressions (bhava) to depict different
characters and emotions is crucial.
Lokadharmi Mode focuses on portraying
authentic feelings through minimalistic yet
effective expressions, allowing the audience
to grasp the narrative naturally.

Integration of Secular Themes- Kerala
Natanam often integrates local folklore

and social themes into its performances
including intercultural themes, narratives

and characters such as the Biblical Mary
Magdalene and the Shakespearean Othello.
This cultural relevance ensures that the dance
form remains rooted in the traditional yet
evolves with time, appealing to a contempo-
rary audience.

The blending of these Lokadharmi aspects into
Kerala Natanam helps in creating a dance form
that not only preserves the traditional essence but
also makes it more engaging and comprehensible.
The musical instruments used in Kerala Natanam
typically include Maddalam, Idaykka, Mridangam,
Chenda, llathalam, Flute, Veena and Violin. Music
is composed in the Carnatic classical tradition with
musicians generally seated off the stage.

Kerala Natanam is a highly creative and

flexible form of performance when compared
with Kathakali. At the same time, it is also
characterized by a method of presentation which
doesn’'t compromise with Kathakali’s classicism.
Like other classical forms, Kerala Natanam is
strictly based upon Sanskrit literature,

primarily Hastalakshana Deepika and Natya
Shastra although Abhinaya Darpan can also be
seen as accepted in certain recent productions.
Kerala Natanam has precise steps and abhinaya
patterns. The form developed largely within the
rubrics of the concert system which dominates
classical Carnatic music as well as other classical
dance forms.

The presentation order in Kerala Natanam follows-

Poorvarangam (Invocation)- Thodayam,
Puruppad, Pushpanjali & Nrittanjali
Shuddha Nrittham (Pure Dance) - Swara Gati
(only swaras, no lyrics)

Swara Shabdam- Minor genre consisting of
Nritta (pure dance) and Nritya (expressive
dance)

Kerala Natanam- Ancient Art Futuristic Vision

43

_|
T
m
9
>
—
<
—
m
P
|
o
0
—
©)
oY)
m
P
N
o
N
IS




<
N
=)
N
o
[T
[aa)
O
|_
O
o
Lo
<T
Ll
-
=
<
a
L
T
—

Padavaranam- Major genre consisting of
Nritta, Nritya and Natya (drama)
Ekabhinayam- Mono act depicting more than
one character type by a single performer
Padam (Pure abhinaya) - Solo act generally in
saatvika abhinaya style

Ashtapadi- Abhinaya and nritya on poems
composed in 8 stanzas (Geetha Govindam)
Kalasha Nritham (pure dance)- Concluding
item without Abhinaya

Slokabhinayam- Narration and abhinaya with-
out any adavus (steps)

Mangalam (prayer wishing for auspiciousness)
- May or may not have adavus

In addition to these items, solo dances, duet
dances, group dances, theatrical dances and bal-
lets have also been performed by the exponents
of the dance form.

Development of the form

Shri Guru Chemancheri Kunhirama Nair

Guru Gopinath popularized Kerala Natanam
primarily in southern Kerala while towards the
north, the form was picked up by Padma Shri Guru
Chemancheri Kunhirama Nair whose pedagogy
was slightly distinct from his southern
counterpart.

Guru Gopinath prepared a very systematic
pedagogical structure for Kerala Natanam which
has been briefly summed up as follows-

Rangavandanam

12 basic adavus

12 madhyavarti adavus

10 parswavarti adavus

35 adavus arranged in distinct traditional

rhythms.

15 adavus for Kalasha

Charis- stylised foot movement

Chuzhippu- Stylised upper body movements

The northern school although similar has some
more flexibility with respect to the adavus and
talas. After learning the twelve basic adavus,

the practitioners learn thirty-two adavus in the
madhyavarti and parsavarti sections of the dance.
After mastering these steps, they are arranged
systematically and recited in combinations of
different rhythms. About 12 Kalashams divided
into the categories of Kutti Kalasha, Ida Kalasha,
Double Kalasha, Kuta Kalasha, Sapta Kalasa etc.
are taught as the final component of the syllabus.
We can observe how the northern school provides
a far greater scope of combinations of taala

and adavus for the practitioners to creatively
choreograph the performance by integrating the
madhyavarti and parsavarti adavus as well as
categorizing the Kalashams into different styles.

While the southern style is very melodious with
rupa lavaniya (formal elegance), the northern style
is distinguished by the dynamism of its technique.
Both the styles are almost identical except for
technical diffrences in their respective manners of
application.

Cultural Significance and Influence

Kerala Natanam plays a crucial role in preserving
the region’s cultural heritage while promoting
artistic innovation. It serves as a bridge between
the classical and the modern, offering dancers a
platform to experiment with traditional concepts,
yet appealing to a diverse range of spectators.
Schools and academies dedicated to Kerala
Natanam have emerged, nurturing a new
generation of dancers who continue to evolve the
form, ensuring its vibrancy and relevance in the
contemporary performing arts scene.

The popularity of Kerala Natanam can be
attributed to its inclusion in Kerala School Arts
Festival in 1998. A year later, Swathi Thirunal
College began to offer undergraduate degrees

in the dance form and in 2001, post graduate
courses were also started. These developments
gave an impetus towards popularizing the

form and soon many schools began offering
training in Kerala Natanam. In recent times, The
Gurugopinath Natana Village operating under the
aegis of the Kerala Government has also began
offering Certificate and Diploma courses in Kerala
Natanam in order to bring the form to a wider
audience and produce a new generation of
technically sound practitioners. There remains
further scope for its growth if the form gains
patronage from the central institutions of India
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Keralanatanam - Acrylic on Canvas painting by Dr.Unnikrishnan Ramachandran

such as Sangeet Natak Akademi (Indian
Academy of Dance Drama and Performing Arts)
or the Union Culture Ministry. Kerala Natanam
has the potential to enthrall the audience at a far
greater scale than Kathakali or Bharatnatyam
because of its Lokadharmi influences and
flexibility to address secular and contemporary
subjects.

Conclusion

The journey of Kerala Natanam from its roots in
Kathakali to its current status as a distinct and
dynamic dance form exemplifies the vibrant
adaptability and enduring relevance of traditional
arts.

Emerging in the early 20th century as a response
to the complexities and exclusivities of
Kathakali, Kerala Natanam embodies a remarkable
fusion of classical rigor and contemporary
accessibility. Its evolution under the guidance

of pioneers like Guru Gopinath and Padma Shri
Guru Chemancheri Kunhiraman Nair illustrates

a successful attempt to democratize and mod-
ernize a classical tradition, making it accessible
to a broader audience while preserving its core
aesthetic and philosophical foundations.

Kerala Natanam'’s distinctive blend of
Lokadharmi realism and classical technique
positions it uniquely within the landscape of
Indian dance. Its emphasis on realistic portrayals,

simplified costumes, and relatable storytelling
bridges the gap between the high-art traditions of
Kathakali and the everyday experiences of
contemporary audiences. This innovative
approach not only respects the ancient principles
outlined in texts like the Natya Shastra and Hasta
Lakshana Deepika but also embraces the evolving
cultural and social dynamics of modern India. In
an era where traditional art forms must navigate
the challenges of modernization and global
exposure, Kerala Natanam stands as a testament
to the resilience and creativity inherent in India’s
performing arts. By achieving classical status,
Kerala Natanam would be recognized for its
unique contributions to the rich tapestry of Indian
classical dance, affirming its place in the pantheon
of esteemed art forms. This recognition would not
only honor its historical and artistic significance
but also inspire future generations to continue
evolving and enriching the art form, ensuring its
continued relevance and vibrancy in a rapidly
changing world.

Keywords

Contemporary Dance, Indian Performing Arts,
Dance Adaptation, Aesthetic Evolution, Dance
Pedagogy, Cultural Heritage, Artistic Innovation,
Dance Preservation, Educational Framework,
Regional Art Forms, Kerala Natanam, Kathakali,
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My

Aswathy Nair
Bharatanatyam dancer, movie director

We're at the crossroads. A point where we are
forced to stop and think if we belong to the more
conventional pre Covid era or the exciting new
post Covid era with its multi- dimensional focus
on the arts. Arts and artists have been pulled
into the vortex of a cyclone of change that is
unprecedented and humongous. While the
pandemic can be called the instigator of this
change, the process was as quick as it was
crucial to artists trying to survive. The fabric of a
performance has changed radically in the past
decade and drastically in the last three years.
Everything, from the audience to the themes
and style of execution has been subject to
transformation. One need not look at these
changes with a critical eye but one must look at
the larger picture and try to determine whether
artis in its rightful place.

There is a sense of urgency in all our actions. Time
is too short, and one must have it all and a-s-a-p;
this is the mantra that sets the tone for everything.
Dancers have started exploring themes hitherto
unheard of and expressing themselves with an
unfamiliar abandon. A decade ago, a dancer who
practiced one style would focus on polishing his
or her skill and strive to master the essence of

that style. But today, we have dancers training

MOVING TOGETHER

in multiple styles and disciplines and
incorporating elements (big or small) of these in
their performance. Most are eager to come up
with something new that will impress the
demanding audience.

The social media boom has affected the
attention span of viewers and audiences
drastically. If you cannot impress in the first sixty
seconds of your video then you are in peril of
being swiped off, literally! Online platform or
proscenium, the pressure on dancers has doubled
as they create something magical, brilliant and
captivating all at once, so much so that one
sometimes forgets to enjoy the performance. The
sheer joy of dancing is rare to come by these days.

Change, as we know, is the only constant in this
world. The language of dance has undergone
prolific changes in the last decade. The body
language of a dancer is the root from which the
language of dance grows. A language of mind
and body trained on the lines of tradition is

the base on which one can build further using
one’s creativity. Most artists look for fame

and recognition as an end to the process

of creativity but there is a cross section of
dancers who are now using their art to connect
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and engage with the community on multiple
levels. Dance was always connected to the
community so what'’s new, you might wonder.

Art has always been connected to community as a
means of entertainment and education. But there
are areas where this connection is going beyond
conventional limits and creating a difference in
people’s lives, such as rehabilitation, health,
employment, social awareness and so on.

Dance movement therapy was introduced by
Marian Chace as early as 1942. Dance and
western medicine have ever since worked in
tandem to develop specialized areas focusing on
physical rehabilitation like sports medicine. But
what about mental rehab? Indian dance forms are
unique because of the emotional element

in them. Emotions are expressed as part of

the narrative or storytelling. This works both
internally and externally. Internally, dance
becomes an outlet for pent up emotions

and stress providing a cathartic effect to the
individual. Externally, it helps form relationships
through cohorts of people with similar issues and
thus acts like a self-help community, providing a
much-needed hand holding for individuals who
are undergoing or have undergone stress and
trauma. This exercise has proven to be effective.

1

Sumana Sen Mandala, who heads Dansense /
Nrityabodha, Arizona, USA is a Bharatanrityam
dancer and dance educator. She is also an ASU
Gammage Teaching Artist trained in the Kennedy
Center Arts Integration method. Sumana’s work
and organization is rooted in the concept of Rasa,
- deep engagement-. To quote her own words,
“by their very presence in a space together, every

Traditional style of teaching in a modern setting

person - artist or audience- contributes to an
experience in that moment and therefore aims to
foster community, learning and spiritual growth of
the artist. Her advocacy and facilitator training in
Liz Lerman’s Critical Response Process (CRP),

the YWCA Minneapolis Racial Justice Circle
Facilitation, and Sexual and Domestic Violence
Prevention, has inspired Sumana to infuse her
teaching and practice style with exercises and
experiments that help students understand

the value of every voice and the individual’s
responsibility to respond to those voices. Most

of her choreographic work involves artists or
individuals who are victims and find comfort in
expressing themselves through the medium of
dance.

Sangeeta Iswaran (Chennai) whose “Katradi
Method” has garnered a lot of attention
nationally and internationally, also works on
similar lines. She was inspired by a verse from the
Abhinaya Darpana; “Yatho Hasta Thatho Drishti,
Yatho Drishti Thatho Mana Yatho Mana Thatho
Bhava Yatho Bhava Thatho Rasa”. Sangeeta
realized that this ideology approaches empathetic
understanding in a unique way. The root of abuse,
conflict and discrimination is not rational. It is
usually sensory, emotional and intuitive factors
that trigger violence. This laid the foundation of
the Katradi method which is based on the five
mediums of understanding -physical, sensory,
intellectual, emotional and intuitive. Combining
empathy and high levels of positivity, Katradi
helps bring about sustainable and deep-rooted
transformation through activities that work
through these five mediums of understanding.

It is interesting to note that Sangeeta uses not
just Bharatanatyam but also Therukoothu as a
medium in this method. From the concept of Rasa
and a verse from Abhinaya Darpana, as sources of
inspiration, these dancers have taken the purpose
of dance to a different level.

One more name that needs to be mentioned
here, is that of Dr Ambika Kameshwar, director

of RASA (Raman Sunritya Alaya) Chennai, whose
pioneering work of applying theatre arts as a

tool for the holistic development of people with
multiple challenges has been a great solace to a
large section of society. Dr Ambika Kameshwar
created TAHD - Theatre Arts for Holistic Develop-
ment - based on the belief that theatre can help
children develop their physical, emotional, social
and cognitive skills. This is done through various
mediums like dance, music, mime, arts and crafts,
in a fun and engaging environment. Children and
adults who are differentially abled are the main

Moving Together
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Online lessons by Sreekala Kishore

benefactors of this method. Dr. Ambika has
choreographed several dance and music
productions with these children which have won
critical and popular acclaim. Another name that
comes up is that of Ashok Kumar of Natyanjali
School of Dance (Bengaluru), who teaches dance
to the visually impaired. He holds a patent for the
‘Touch and Feel Technique’ which he founded
through years of experience of teaching visually
impaired children. He has trained a group of such
students to perform in more than a thousand
venues, an achievement that gave them a social
identity as dancers as well as a place in the Limca
Book of Records. The above are examples of
dance becoming an instrument of community
engagement. There are a good number of dancers
in India and around the world who are engaged in
such transformative activities, teaching the art to
individuals who are challenged as well as
marginalized.

Indian classical dance and theatre has some very
unique aspects which can be harnessed and
utilized for the greater good. The knowledge
of alterative careers in areas such as dance
movement therapy or performing arts and
community engagement might be of interest to
the scores of youngsters looking to pursue dance

as a profession. A new area of medical study called
‘neuro arts’ or ‘neuroaesthetics’is fast gaining
popularity amongst neuroscientists as it has been
proved, scientifically, that arts can provide
accessible and potent solutions for the wellbeing
of everyone. Neuroaesthetics can help transform
traditional medicine and build healthier
communities. They say one art experience per
month can extend your lifespan by ten years!!!

Culture and behavior of people can be easily
influenced by art. If art is a social phenomenon,
then one may say that artists have a social
responsibility. As dancers, even if we do not
personally engage in such transformative
activities, it would be good to give a shout out to
those who are and help them in carrying forward
this remarkable process of building healthier
communities. We move as individuals but let’s also
move together and try to give back a tiny bit of
what we have received. They say art for art’s sake,
that art needs no justification or end, but in this
fast-paced world we do need to hold hands
sometimes. And who better to do this than artists,
for we are a special creed, blessed with a clear
understanding of compassion, empathy and
intuition.
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THE ART-EXPERIENCES IN

TEMPLES
[

=

RARERES -
The worship in all temples in India is happening
through the medium of art. The worship takes
place not only through the paintings and
sculptures, but also in the form of music, dance,
theatre etc. In the Satriya tradition of Assam,
presentation of the drama-s based on the stories
of Lord Krishna itself is the worship. In the
Jagannath temple in Puri, the famous Gita
Govindam performance forms an important part
of the worship. The story of Lord Krishna and his
consort Radha is presented in lyrical dance form,
and this is called Gita Govindam tradition. The
devotional as well as erotic lyrics and music of Gita
Govindam became very popular and the influence
of it spread everywhere in India. Even in Kerala,

a southern state of India, the Gita Govindam
tradition has a deep influence. There are miniature
theatre structures in the temple premises which
are built only for the purpose of presenting
ritualistic theatre presentations called Kutiyattam
and Kuthu. In Kerala alone, more than 300
different traditional temple art-forms can be
listed, including regional ones.

Dr. Kannan Parameswaran

111kl

The temples are the houses for the worship of
gods. Each region in India has their own concept
and approach towards the structure and rituals in
temples. There are regional variations even in the
temple rituals within Kerala. What is it that holds
them together then, you may ask? The answer

is - the fundamental knowledge system which is
expressed verily through diverse presentations. A
glimpse of that knowledge system enables us to
understand the reasoning behind the formation
of endless and alluring patterns of artforms visible
in association with the temples of India.

The Indian tradition holds the idea that the state
of the mind of an individual plays the most
important role in the happiness and unhappiness
experienced in the life of that individual. The
actions and the consequences of the action begin
and end with one’s own mind. Therefore, the
entire spiritual process is focussed on cultivating

Traditional Kathakali performer and researcher.

positivity in the mind of the practitioner.

Behaviour of the human mind is based on its own
imprint tendencies, which are called vasana-s in
Sanskrit language. These subtle tendencies could
be based on previous experiences. In short, the
present mind of an individual is the creation of
previous experiences. Based on this theory, the
temples were constructed for creating pleasant
experiences so that the individual has a vasana for
a positive and progressive mind.

All Indian temples are designed to create positive
Godly experiences for the mind through the five
senses of the devotee. The vision of the idols in
the bright light of the lamps, sculptures and even
the great temple structures remind the devotee
of the divine greatness of God. The sounds of the
Mantra-s, songs, musical instruments etc.

purifies the mind. The attractive sweet smell of the
flowers, fragrant smokes and incense please the
nose while the sandal paste, and holy water give
a soothing touch to the skin. The edible offerings
and ‘prasad’ specially cooked in each temple give
a deep experience of the taste of the deity.

The devotee who visits the temple every day,
experiences these holy feelings and gets
transformed by their influence unknowingly. This
holds true even for an atheist or a sceptic. A daily
temple visit which effectively, stimulates and
‘works out’ your five senses can only affect your
mind in a positive way. This is the fundamental
theory of the temple culture in India.

Perhaps it is now easy to make the connection
between artforms and temples. The visual and
acoustic effects reinforce positive vasana-s in the
mind, be it from a spiritual angle or from the
viewpoint of pure love of performing arts and
theatre.

The Art-experiences in Temples
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TREADING THE CLASSICAL
SPACE

E.P. Unny

Indian political cartoonist.

Kathakali provides a quiet space to draw. When wakes up as the character.
the performers get ready for makeup, that is the There is one little act that completes the
time to pull out the sketch pen. The facial touch impersonation and when veteran Gopi Asan does

up proceeds elaborately. The
makeup artist is preparing the
performance space. Pundits tell
you that in this classical theatre,
the face is the stage, and the
makeup is all about magnifying the
slightest twitch of the face muscle.
The viewer sitting metres away

has to register the mime in the oil
lamp's flickering light. At least that
was how the process was perfected
in the days before Edison invented
the electric bulb.

The actor himself begins the exer-
cise applying the ritual mark on the
forehead, lies down and dozes off.
Your pundit friend adds that more
than the much-needed rest, the
snooze is when the actor dreams
up the character, he would shortly
get up to play. Dream or no dream,
there is visible magic at work.

The greenroom has fallen silent. The only actionis it it is riveting. Face fully done, he slips into the
the movement of the makeup applicator. The pace  costume and then sheds the last of his personal
is cut out for live sketching. No need to hurry. No belongings, a thin long necklace. He doesn't
fear of missing out on details. You just have to completely let go of it. He ties it to his waist, the
keep pace with the makeup artist and you come sole reminder of the person the performer must
away with a set of relaxed recordings. Slowly, step  return to after the show.

by imperceptible step, the actor transforms and
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DAUNTING, DIVINE,

DEFERENTIAL.

Dr.Hema Santhosh
GP in Surrey

As a student of dance, my dream was to perform
to a live orchestra. An opportunity came up to
offer whatever | had learnt from Guru Srikanth to
Chottanikkara Devi. We started working towards
it. A week before the event | was shown a digital
flyer with the details below:

Nrithasamarpanam

Dr.Hema Santhosh

31st August 2024  6:30PM Chottanikkara Temple
Nattuvangam -Guru Shri N.Srikanth

Vocal - Shri Bijeesh Krishna

Mrudangam- Shri Kalamandalam Charudathan
Violin — Shri Sangeeth Mohan

Make-up- ShriVarghese

It was a magical moment! My dream was about to
come to fruition!

The whole journey was enlightening in more ways
than one.

A long break from performing to a live orchestra
since my childhood days of dance had made me
apprehensive .The hot weather was not on my

side either .But despite the initial hiccups with
music coordination, | soon found myself
resonating with the live music—so much so that
| was lost in the mrudangam beats, and my Guru
had to cue me to stop during rehearsals.

The divine temple premises bestow any artist with
a vigour, whatever the presiding deity.

| view the process of makeup application as a
buffer zone before a performance, a time to focus
and relax. The process can change your state of
mind from anxious/ excited/ nervous to calm. The
professional artists transform into their roles
during this process-a‘makeover for the mind’in
preparation for the performance.

A make-up artist prepping me, was insurance
against any on-stage hair/ wardrobe malfunctions.
It was weight off my mind.

My heart was racing, anxious if | would do justice
to this wonderful orchestra supporting me. On
top of which was the usual pre performance
jitters!

Daunting, Divine, Deferential

_|
T
m
9
>
—
<
—
m
>
|
o
0
—
©)
w
m
P
N
o
N
IS




<«
N
=)
N
o
[T
[aa)
O
|_
O
o
Lo
<T
Ll
-
=
<
a
L
T
—

There were many saviours: the adrenaline rush,
the presence of my Guru, who would guide the
orchestra, and supportive family and friends from
Wimbledon to Wayanad amongst the audience!

| felt that an unseen power stabilised the stage
beneath me and guided me through.

One of my many favourite items in the repertoire
was the final Mangala Shloka, rendered in a
melodious baritone. This translates as ‘thanks to
the supreme Goddess, who is mother to all, the
source of one’s inner peace and inner strength’
This, | felt would work for anyone. It was also a
way to thank the audience for their support.

| was pleased to note that choreography for this
Shloka was excellent from a physical health point
of view. The movements enabled stretching and
winding down after a rigorous routine, for mind
and body alike. It felt very emotional; | was
grateful for all that had been bestowed upon me.

Throughout the journey, | experienced mixed
emotions: excitement, focus, self-realisation,
knowing my limitations, setting standards, and
dealing with uncertainties in this journey as well
as variables on the stage. The key is to learn to
adapt quickly, ‘think on your feet'if you like so
that the audience attention is uninterrupted.

Everyone who watched me perform had only
superlatives; | hope there was an element of truth,
or it was sheer politeness in appreciation of my

effort. | am a harsh critic of myself and can recall
my errors more than what went well.

In the lead-up to the event, my mind was
working overtime worrying about things that
could go wrong. Lesson learnt is- enjoy the ride,
as uncertainties in life are certain. Performance is
but a small pit-stop in your journey.

Like in any area, the more you master, the more
aware you become of your blind spots, when
there is a suitable person to guide you.

The whole experience was surreal, and 31st
August was a blessed day for me as nothing
beats the tingling sensation of joy that this event
brought me.

52 Daunting, Divine, Deferential
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INTERVIEW -

ARUNDHATHI SUBRAMANIAM

Dr. Seena Devaki

I recently got gifted ‘Wild Women; an extraordi-
nary book which makes an extraordinary read.
Am still reeling from it, hence its freshness and
dampness is at the fore. As we know, the women
voices in this book range across generations and
geographies, languages and traditions. When
translating them to English, was there a concern
of ‘something getting lost in translation’?

Thank you, Seena. I'm glad that the sense of
moisture — which, for me, is the vital sign that a
manuscript coheres — conveys itself in some way
to you.

Over the years, my approach has been not to
apologize for the limitations of translation, but to
celebrate its rewards. As | say in the introduction,
a translation is a window. It allows you to gaze
out into a new neighbourhood. If you are excited
by a particular sight, it becomes an invitation to
vault over the window and visit that neighbour-
hood. Maybe you will be inclined to be more than
a visitor. Maybe you will want to become a local
inhabitant, a native. Maybe you will be inspired
to learn the source language to read that poet in
the original. That is the wonderful invitation that

Consultant in Child and Adolescent Psychiatry in Sheffield, England

Arundhathi Subramaniam is a leading Indian poet and author
of fourteen books of poetry and prose. Her recent work
includes the poetry volume, Love Without a Story; the Penguin
anthology of female mystic poetry, Wild Women; the Penguin
anthology of Bhakti poetry, Eating God;and a prose work on
contemporary women on spiritual journeys, Women Who Wear
Only Themselves. A recipient of the Sahitya Akademi Award for
Poetry 2020 and shortlisted for the prestigious TS Eliot Prize

for Poetry 2015, her other awards include the Mahakavi
Kanhaiyalal Sethia Award for Poetry, the inaugural Khushwant
Singh Prize, the Il Ceppo Prize in Italy, the Charles Wallace and
Homi Bhabha fellowships, among numerous others. She has
been active as curator, performing arts critic and poetry editor,
and now divides her time between Mumbai, Chennai and

New York.

a translation can offer. I'd rather have an open
window - even if it's an imperfect hole in the wall
-- rather than no window at all.

There is no immaculate translation just as there is
no immaculate poem. Every utterance is a fragile
and heroic attempt to communicate the
unspeakable richness and depth of human
experience. Every sentence we utter is a reminder
of how much is lost in translation. And yet, how
much is gained as well!

Traditionally, a ‘woman’ is paired off as an
‘opposite’ or ‘complement’ to a ‘man’? But the
diversity of voices in this book ‘Wild Women’ offers
the reader a plethora of feminine voices and
concerns. How do you conceptualize the idea
called ‘woman’?

There are fifty-six women mystics in these

pages. They excite me because they represent
vastly different life choices. There are renunciates,
householders, tantric adepts, mendicants and
courtesans in these pages. They offer no single
formula for the spiritual journey. | believe these
poems summon us to something more than mere

Interview - Arundhathi Subramaniam



biological womanhood. On an inner journey, the
aim is exploration, not conclusion; attunement
and alignment, not mere acquisition. As a spiritual
seeker, you learn that it is important not merely
to‘do; but to’be’ So, through their very singular
dance of practice and vigilant inaction, these
poems invite us to a place of vibrant stillness,

of alert receptivity. This is the logic of what one
might call‘the wisdom of the womb!.

As | write in the introduction, ‘There is an ability
to hold space [here] rather than invade it. There
is also a willingness to be less oppositional, less
suspicious of plurality, less territorial! In such
liminality, nothing is as it seems. Binaries blur,
identities dissolve, forms melt. You are being
invited to a place where you no longer know the
difference between night and day, head and
heart, nature and culture, man and woman,
human and divine.

The other interesting feature of these poems

is that they offer us a view of the sacred not
merely as transcendent, but as immanent. The
metaphysical is not separate from our mundane
daily lives. And so, the Marathi mystic, Janabai
proclaims,’l eat god, | drink god, | sleep on god
Patachara, the Buddhist nun, tells us how she
simply watched the flow of water when washing
her feet, went into her cell, pulled up her candle
wick, and was quietly enlightened! | believe these
women remind us that self-realization is not about
conquest, but about aligning with the rhythms
of life, learning from its miraculous everydayness.
This ability to trust the physical, rather than wish
it away, or conceptually amputate it, makes these
poems distinctive too.

I can see that, through ‘Wild Women; you have
attempted a rebalance i.e. bring to the forea
multitude of female voices that have been
marginalised over time. How have these poet-
mystics affected your own understanding of what
constitutes ‘poetry’? What has poetry been for
you? What is ‘bhakti’?

Lots of lovely and diverse questions! It is difficult
to know where to begin.

Poetry, for me, has always been about an
excitement about language: enjoying it as kinetic,
mercurial, startling chemical activity. It has also
been about urgent self-expression. But when my
spiritual journey grew more conscious, my poetry
became more about listening, rather than merely
expressing. Or to put it another way, as my life
grew quieter, | learnt to trust silences much more.

Pauses became a more vital part of my poems.
They changed something fundamental about the
way | write.

As for bhakti, as a young person, | viewed it as
sentimental religiosity, and little else. But after my
own spiritual journey intensified, | revisited the
Bhakti poets and realized how wrong | was. These
were such fiercely irreverent, passionate, sensual
poems! How had | ever seen them as placid or
simply schmaltzy? Much of my work since has
been about re-framing bhakti: sharing it not just
as feel-goodism, or as the counter-cultural work
of a bunch of medieval social reformers, but as a
living science of intimacy, a profoundly wise
technology of the heart.

As for these women, they offer me a lineage of
which | can be proud. The grand narratives of
religion have flattened them into decorative
saints. Rationalist versions of history have
ignored them altogether. Reclaiming them as
fierce pioneers and trailblazers, not mere
groveling followers and acolytes, felt exhilarating,
anchoring, rewarding. | hope some other readers
will feel likewise.

How easy is it to write religious poetry in our age? |
am aware they are not mutually exclusive, yet how
does a poet account for the rise of scientific ideas
in developing a religious voice?

If we see religion as a bunch of dogmatic
certitudes, it would be very difficult indeed. But if
we see it as a journey of inner exploration, there
is no incompatibility at all. The finest sacred poets
(and as, l understand it, the best scientists) don't
speak of of certainty. The finest sacred poets
speak, in fact, of awe, of wonder, of bewilderment.
And even those who employ a traditional
vocabulary - invoking deities with names and
forms, forinstance - always use it to point to
deeper truths. They are interested in the
experiential rather than the doctrinal.

That's why | say in the introduction, ‘You don't
have to be a believer to hear them. You don’t have
to be an insider to be moved by them. You don't
have to be a poet to smell their authenticity! These
poets offer us the heat, the radiance, the gasp

of a firsthand encounter with life's profoundest
mysteries.

Am curious to know how this book ‘Wild Women’
came about? Could you throw some light on the
categorisation - Seekers, Protagonists,
Goddesses?
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Actually, the tripartite division was always how

| envisioned the book. When working on Eating
God, my earlier anthology of Bhakti poetry, my
fascination with women's voices began to deepen.
Later, in 2019, | curated a poetry and music festival
called “Wild Women"” at Mumbai’s National Centre
for the Performing Arts. That's when | realized that
a book like this had to exist. | wanted a volume
that would include the celebrated voices of
women saints like Andal and Meera, but also

at least some of the legions of undocumented
women of the subcontinent - those mystics and
seekers who have been ignored and sidelined
down the ages.

At the same time, | could not exclude some

male mystic poets either. How could | ignore the
unforgettable heroines of pluck and nerve and
agency bequeathed to us by Jayadeva, Vidyapati,
Annamacharya, Kabir and Shah Abdul Latif,
among others?

And finally, | also knew | wanted to present
women not just as seekers, but women as

the sought. So, there had to be goddess poems
as well. These are the explosive archetypes, the
radiant icons of female energy and power, that
still animate and inspire our cultural inheritance.
| wanted them in all their diversity — classical
poems and folk poems, fearsome goddesses and
beautiful goddesses, poems by men and poems
by women.

Collectively, I hoped these women would remind
us of a powerful legacy of courageous female
ancestors who refused to barter their freedom
for security; of female protagonists who became
architects of their own destiny; of a pantheon

of goddesses who continue to offer guidance,
inspiration, sanctuary, compassion and hope to
this planet.

When you entered the world of poetry, Arvind
Krishna Mehrotra, Dilip Chitre, Arun Kolatkar,
Nissim Ezekiel, Dom Moraes to name a few were
on the scene. What's been your experience with
the Bombay-poets?

The Mumbai | grew up in was indeed a vibrant
city of poets. | wasn't always aware of that,
though. When you're young and trying to find
your voice as a poet, life can feel pretty lonely.
Thankfully, the Poetry Circle, a forum of young
poets, offered me the kind of adda | needed in the
late 80s and 90s.

| am grateful to many others who encouraged

my journey. Nissim (Ezekiel) was a mentor figure.
Later, several of the other poets - Gieve (Patel),
Keki (Daruwalla), Adil (Jussawalla), Imtiaz
(Dharker) -- became friends too. I'm grateful for
their presence in my life.

At the same, becoming a poet is not about trying
to fit into a scene, but about learning to become
yourself. All the poets you mention were a bunch
of very strong, idiosyncratic individuals on their
own creative journeys. Their collective presence
constituted a scene of much vitality. But | always
knew | wasn't looking for membership into a club.
As a young poet, you first tend to unconsciously
mimic, to conform. Then you try to sound as
‘different’as possible. Gradually, as your practice
deepens, as you grow more into yourself, you are
less concerned with belonging or unbelonging.
That's when you begin to realize you are perhaps
just one more bough on the same family tree!

So, though | spend a lot of time away from
Mumbai, and though my life and work took a very
different turn because of my spiritual quest, the
epithet of ‘Bombay poet’' never leaves me. And
that’s perhaps the way it should be. Bombay is
the city | associate with phases of learning,
apprenticeship and deepening self-discovery as a
poet. It has shaped me in fundamental ways.

Your book ‘Women who wear only themselves’ is
about conversations with four women travellers
on sacred journeys. | see you as a spiritual
traveller and am curious to know about your
spiritual journey.

That's a big question, Seena. Perhaps one day |
will write a book on the subject. For now, let me
say that that book began with a certain bunch of
questions: is the female spiritual journey really as
gender-neutral as is often claimed? How do
women deal with the idea of ‘surrender’ that

is so often urged by spiritual traditions across

the board? How do they differentiate between
devotion and enslavement? What separates

the devotee from a doormat, the deity from the
despot? How authoritarian is the guru-shishya
relationship? Above all, how do these seekers deal
with the aloneness, the incomprehension, the
absence of tangible reward — experiences that are
so amplified for women on the path?

I've had to make my way through some of these
questions. There have been phases that have felt
like I was in exile. There have been tumultuous
phases when | couldn’t find external reference
points around me. It would have helped me to
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know there were other seekers who had been
through all of this before. And it would have
helped me to know that there were a fair share of
women.

That’s why Wild Women. And that’s why Women
Who Wear Only Themselves. These books are, for
me, reminders that we're not alone. Others have
been there, left clues, pointers and signposts on
how this journey might be made. And in
claiming them as our ancestors and companions,
we can continue our journeys with less
trepidation, a deeper sense of courage,
community and hope.

Am assuming you identify as a poet first and then
a prose-writer. Writing poetry and writing prose
require different skill sets; putting it simplistically,
the former is more figurative and the latter more
literal. You appear to move with ease between the
two. Could you tell us a bit more about your
writing processes?

Yes, poetry is primary. | see it as a kind of short,
sharp text message to the self, a verbal hyphen
between page and sky, gravity and grace. Prose is
more horizontal: it is more concerned with being
understood, with joining the dots, with
accompanying you on a walk rather than asking
you to make the leap. Both have their own brand
of sorcery. But prose is more daytime activity.
Poetry is — and the cliche is true -- more lunar.

Prose entails being more carpenter than jeweler,
perhaps. As | said somewhere recently, the
implements of poetry are not quite hammer,
chainsaw and power-drill! The tools are more
subtle. But of course, these are generalizations.
There’s much steel in poetry too, so it's important

not to get fooled by its seeming fragility!

Have things come in the way of your creative
process? If yes, what have they been and how have
you surmounted them?

There are always choices to be made along the
way, Seena. And these are recurrent ones.
Sometimes between money and art. Sometimes
between the settled life and art. Sometimes
between social obligation and art. Sometimes
between current political wisdom and art. Or
between cultural fashion and art. Sometimes
between your own fear or distraction or inertia
and art. You have to navigate your way through
these again and again. Later, you look back and
realize each of your smallest choices matter.
There have been times of desolation and
heartbreak in my life when it was difficult to write.
There were also times of spiritual barrenness
when it was difficult to write. But the good news
about poetry is that you write because you feel
the need to, not because anyone really wants you
to! Your urgencies are your own.

[ think it helped me to acknowledge that | feel
most energized when | am hanging around
language, messing around with words. At that
time, time stands still. And | emerge feeling more
myself. That's an incentive to keep returning to
that furnace of self-forgetfulness and self-
recovery, which is how | see the creative process.

Am sure you have your personal heroes amidst
poets, who are they and why?

Not heroes perhaps, but there have been poets
I've admired tremendously - from Basho to Rilke,
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Kabir to Keats, Anna Akhmatova to Adrienne Rich,
and so many more.

Among those I've known personally, I'd say Nissim
Ezekiel was important, because he was a mentor
figure. He offered encouragement and
dispassionate feedback, but he didn’t breathe
down my neck, or try to mould mein his own
image. So many mentors turn into insidious
Svengali figures. Nissim wasn't one of those.

Then there was John Burnside, the Scottish poet,
who died this year. We met in 2003 and stayed

in email touch ever since. He was my absentee
Muse whose work reminded me of what | had
always loved in poetry: a subtle mix of music and
meditativeness. He was also an extraordinarily
generous man. The cultural world can be mean-
spirited, so his expansive warmth and

support were inspiring, as was the lyric beauty of
his verse.

The work of AK Ramanujan (as translator and
poet) and Arun Kolatkar has grown important to
me over the years. They are never very far from
me, their books always within reach. Keki
Daruwalla has been another senior friend and ally,
who warmly encouraged what | was attempting in
my poetry, even if our poetics were different.

And, of course, the mystic poets down the ages —
Nammalvar, Tukaram, Kabir, Hafiz, Akka Mahadevi,
Karaikkal Ammaiyar, Janabai, and so many more.

I remember re-reading A.K. Ramanujan’s
translations of the 10th century poet,
Nammalvar, at a time of some tumult in my life.
And | remember this great surge of joy. | also
remember feeling suddenly much less alone.
Suddenly, the world felt more habitable, just
knowing that there was a campfire of dead poets |
could turn to for company!

A hypothetical question - if you were to be
granted the wish of traveling with a writer (dead
or alive) who might you choose and why?

Avvaiyar. She fascinates me - this Tamil crone poet
of the 8th century. There are different Avvaiyars at
different points in time, so we have this fascinat-
ing amalgam of voices. Sometimes she represents
the homespun wisdom of the grandmother.
Sometimes she is a vagabond poet-seeker. At
other times, she is a mystic, nothing less than an
advanced spiritual adept. | translated some of

her poems for Wild Women. | also wrote an entire
cycle of poems on her in my last book, Love

Without a Story. | don't feel I'm done with her yet!
Is there a poet you look at with envy wishing ‘I
wish | could write like that’ or a poem that you
read and felt ‘| wish that had birthed from me’?

| remember feeling that way when [ first read John
Burnside’s Asylum Dance and The Light Trap. And
when | was younger, it happened when | read
Arun Kolatkar’s Jejuri. | still feel that way when |
read poets like Rumi or Nammalvar. But perhaps

it is the experience to which they point that | have
been more envious of.

What advice, if any, might you have for budding
poets?

Read omnivorously. Read deeply. Read gener-
ously. Reading poetry is as important as writing

it. Listen closely. Stay open to surprise, to wonder.
Don't use words too easily. Savour them. Welcome
pauses. Don't be in a hurry to finish a poem. Craft
it. Revise it. Then allow it to cook in its own juices.
Approach poetry as a powerful high-voltage dark
art. Approach it with humility. And don't ever turn
tepid.

Are there personal costs to being a poet? Have you
had to pay a price?

Poetry is not something you do simply because
you have a facility with words. It takes an
investment of life. It takes a deep, muscular
engagement with language and self. If you take its
alchemical powers seriously, it's also difficult not
to get scorched at some point!

When | started out in the 1990s, it was clear that
poetry was not going to be glamorous or
lucrative. The global spotlight was on Indian
fiction in English, not poetry. Publishers and
royalty cheques were scarce. So, the price was
invisibility and relative impoverishment. | even
remember reading an article in The Times of
India about a survey that claimed that poets died
sooner than novelists! So the odds seemed well
and truly stacked against us.

But then, you write poetry because you must. You
write it because you cannot live any longer with
that tangled knot in your throat. That may sound
dramatic. But it is true. The price is life. The reward
is also life.
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NOSTALGIA

Aditi Hrisheekesh
Second year English student, University of Bristol.

There is this sort of sad happiness that signifies nostalgia. Memory is frail, like a

cavern whose once crammed walls become hollow within time’s clutch. When the
fondness starts to fade, the crevices are filled with artistic familiarity, to keep the walls
from crumbling unto themselves. To preserve the original essence, but to reframe the
cave of memory to keep it firmly in the present, packaged into something tangible that
can be consumed.

| looked into a mirror today. A mirror of today’s blues, yesterday’s uncertainty, and t
omorrow’s yearning sun. We stand on either side, one face still young, the other

bearing the subtle wrinkles weaved by the clutch of time. It is not a conventional mirror.
My reflection’s hand reaches up, lightly grazing the glass. Mine too reaches, fingertips
unfolding obediently. It falls misaligned. The thing with mirrors is that you see them
everywhere. In fridge doors, train windows, through the manmade current that is birthed
when skimming stones in the lake in the summer. Some are warped, succumbing to the
refracted light that makes them unrecognisable. But they're always there. They run
alongside each other but, no matter how close they are, they can never quite meet.

In fact, the chasm between them only becomes greater with time. The past and future
are disfigured in translucence. There is this timelessness of emotion where the mind
becomes stagnant as we reminisce on what once was, grappling with the fragments of
the past. It is only human nature to stifle the thrill of change, attempting to decipher the
arcane poetry of our lives, often not content with the knowledge that we cannot know
everything. So, we grasp onto any semblance of the familiar, uprooting the shadows of
flickering lights, to ignore the nebulous future.

[}
(72}
o
-
o
>
—
-
[}
<]
o

We yearn for stillness, yet stillness exists in the motion of it all, the motion of growth.
Whether we are consuming the enigmatic caricatures in childhood classics or

devouring the radiant shades of an old painting, artistic expression is the bedrock for
nostalgia. With art, the mind, the soul, and the body become cosmic dust. Desperately
wanting to reconcile themselves, to be affirmed by their own wholeness as they grow.
Children born from sun-kissed dreams crawling as adolescents into a moon-written
womb. That's the issue, | guess. Cosmic dust wanting to be whole. In art, wholeness exists
differently. She's fractured beautifully, both eternal suffering and bliss bejewelled and
bedazzled. To be whole is to feel, and oh, does art feel.
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Consultant Urologist
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DHANVANTARI

Ananya Unnikrishnan
Second year Law student, Royal Holloway University of London

In the depths

dark bellied fish drum,

gleaming at the sight.

| am split,

monsters on my left disfigured, snarling and

gods on my right exulting yet exhausted.

Snake scales slither along the jagged curve of mountain,
and beneath a mass so expansive its shell is hardly visible.
| am floating as they churn,

Luminescence wrapping along my body

a brief echoing pause

as their arms slacken at the sight- spare one,

his throat shining blackblue. | take himin,

Laced with halahala

His eyes fixate at my stomach

bare against the resting golden vessel.

Its rim burns frozen, piercing my being

So that I may know its power simply by its touch.

It is amrita, the elixir of the immortality.

The prize they have all really been awaiting.

My foamy lashes blink before

a monster from the left wrenches it from my grasp.
Its absence colossal

ripping me into a state of hollow, of beauty
without use.

The gods are already shifting,

| am forgotten.

Like pulling a pearl, unsewn,

from a stitching, swirl of sea, free.
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Prof. M.N.Karassery
Writer and social activist
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Ammu Nair
Writing instructor California

When Friday evening arrived in all its
underwhelming glory, Nila collected her laptop,
coffee flask, and other sundry belongings
scattered on her work desk. As she was about to
get into her car, the phone rang.

“Girl, whatcha doin'?” Daphne’s perpetually perky
voice greeted her from the other end.

“Just getting out of work,” Nila said, morosely.

“Beth is so flaky!” Daphne complained in her
cheerful tone.

Nila couldn’t remember who Beth was. Maybe
Daphne’s sister-in-law?

Daphne continued, “Beth and | were supposed
to go whale watching tomorrow morning. We
booked tickets in advance. But she bailed out on
me just now! This guy she likes invited her to the
movies!” Daphne paused to catch her breath and
added,"ladded, “I was thinking, you and | should
go whale watching tomorrow. Whadya say?”

Nila sighed in response.

“Do you have any other plans for tomorrow?”
Daphne asked, sensing her hesitancy.

Nila was planning to sleep in late and lounge in
her pjs in front of the tv all day with Nyx by her
side. There was a docu series on unsolved
murders that she might watch. But Daphne
wouldn't consider it to be a plan fit for a weekend.
So, Nila didn't answer her question.

“Where's this tour?” Nila asked, instead.

“San Francisco. The tour begins at Pier 39. Whales
are usually spotted off Farallon Islands.” Without
waiting for an answer, Daphne continued, “I'll pick
you up at 7 in the morning.”

The next morning, when Nila was getting ready to

leave, Nyx meowed and looked at her mournfully.

“I don’'t want to go either,” Nila whined, scratching
behind the cat’s soft ears. “I'll come back as soon
as | can” Nyx rubbed against her legs.

“I would have said no if it were anybody else,” Nila
explained to Nyx. Daphne had been patient with
Nila's penchant for reclusiveness and her dour
attitude towards life. Plus, Daphne was the only
one in Nila’s life who never in the past three years
ever asked Nila to move on after Adam died from
‘brain hemorrhagehaemorrhage due to fatal head
trauma, as the death report so succinctly said.

“This is my way of saying thanks to Daph,”Nila
said. Nyx seemed to agree and walked away to sit
on her perch overlooking the window.

Daphne showed up impeccably dressed as always
in a crochet peplum top under a stylish
windbreaker with a drawstring waist.

“You're looking gorgeous,” Nila said earnestly.

“You too,” Daphne returned the compliment. But
Nila thought she didn't sound convincing.

The highway was drafty, and by the time they
reached the pier, the wind was howling. They
were greeted by the news that the tour company
had cancelled the expedition due to inclement
weather conditions. The woman at the reception
said they had called Beth's number and left a
message.

Nila decided to loaf around in the gift shop for a
few minutes, while Daphne chatted with the other
miffed customers.

“Nila, meet me at the dock when you are done
shopping,” Daphne called out to her, sprinting out
the door.

After staring at the I-heart-SF mugs for some time,
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Nila walked towards the pier. Daphne waved at
her from the dock. She was talking to a young guy
tanned bronze by the sun and the sea.

“Nila, meet Hugo. Hugo, my dear friend, Nila,”
introduced Daphne excitedly. “Hugo has agreed to
take us to the edge of the outer sea in his sailboat.
He swears we are bound to come across some
mommy humpback whales and babies because
this is the season!”

“It's so generous of you, Hugo,” Daphne
continued, lightly bouncing up and down
clapping her hands. Her high-pitched voice was
shaking from the cold wind and anticipation.

Nila laughed nervously, “It's not safe, Daph. Our
trip is cancelled because of bad weather”

“Hugo, is it safe to go?” Daphne paused for a
moment and answered her own question.“Hugo
wouldn't take us if it’s not safe. Would you, Hugo?”
she drew her left shoulder towards her cheek
coquettishly.

“It's safe, if we turn around in half an hour” Hugo
said valiantly, pushing his chestnut brown hair
back.

‘Married with kids or not, Daphne could still cast
that spell on men, Nila smiled to herself.

Nila could stay back and let Daphne go on the
boat ride with Hugo. But the grey sea was
tempting with fog shrouding the outer edges.

Hugo led them down the dock. His boat was small
with a sail that had merry stripes of yellow and
red. Hugo situated himself in the cockpit, and
there was room for four more people. He gave
them life jackets and quick instructions to avoid
tipping over the edge of the boat.

“What do they eat, these humpback whales?”
Daphne asked, as Hugo steered the vessel out of
the dock. “Definitely not humans, right Hugo?”

“Planktons,” Hugo said lovingly to Daphne. Nila
could never have imagined the word to carry so
much love.

“Umm..." said Daphne, looking impressed.

The sailboat gathered speed, and it navigated

the mildly rough seas noisily. Nila looked over her
shoulder in a full spinal twist. The receding dock
was behind a thin veil of fog.

The boat bumped jaggedly over the small waves.
Nila groaned.“l feel nauseous,” she said weakly.
“You are seasick. Keep your eyes on the horizon.
You'll feel better,” Hugo suggested kindly. But Nila
ignored him and covered her face with her hands.

A few more minutes later, he reduced the speed
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and then finally turned off the engine. The boat
bobbed, as waves sloshed on its hull. Nila looked
at the great canvas of the sea in front of her. It
didn't just look like a great expanse of water filled
in a big cavity on the face of the Earth. The sea
was a mighty presence. An emotionless, detached
cognizant presence. Heaving. Watching.

‘Ocean is infinity on Earth!’ Nila observed. Her
mind was humbled beyond measure. The
humility soon became fear. This is how death
looks like, her mind whispered. Fear cleared her
head, and she forgot she was extremely nauseous
a moment back.

“Time to turn around,” Nila checked her watch and
spoke.

“Just one more moment,” Hugo whispered under
his breath, as the boat was propelled by the gusty
winds a little further into the sea.“Let me get the
sails down,” he said, getting up.

As Nila surveyed the immenseness of the ocean
with unease, she remembered a story her
grandmother once told her--about a wise boy-
sage born with eight deformities. In the story,
the boy explained to the king of the land: “Let the
waves of the universe rise and fall as they will. You
have nothing to gain or lose. You are the ocean”

Quietly, Nila witnessed the dance of the waves-
rising, falling, rising, falling. Rising again,

gasping to hold on to its impermanent yet chronic
self-identity as a wave, helplessly giving into the
oneness of the ocean, and finally knowing a kind
of timeless peace free of bounds. The tidal waves,
and baby waves, and ocean swells were only on
the surface.“Deep down,” Nila said to herself,
“there’s only the indivisible oneness of infinite
waters.”

Maybe that’s what Adam was trying to tell her
when he said, “Surfers are beings, and the sea is
the beingness.”

“Are you a surfer or a Sufi?” Nila used to make fun
of him.

“I want to be a Sufi surfer,” Adam would say,
tucking a wanton curl of hair behind Nila’s ear.
Hugo's voice woke Nila from her reverie.“There..."
he pointed at a distance. Nila and Daphne turned
their heads in a synchronized movement to look
at a ripple less flat circle of water a few yards away

from them. He started the engine and turned the
rudder towards the glassy spot on the sea.

“That’s called a footprint,” Hugo yelled over the
engine noise, “A whale has deep dived. It will
resurface within 4 minutes, not too far from the
footprint”

As the boat neared the glassy spot, Hugo turned
the engine off again. They waited in breathless
suspense. Three minutes crept away. A fountain,
and a huge humpback leapt out from the grey
waters and pirouetted against the foggy horizon.
Its giant tail flipped as the rest of the whale
disappeared underwater. A small tail flipped next
to it--the baby! They gasped in unison.

Hugo turned the boat around and headed in high
speed towards the dock.

“It was so... surreal. Thank you.” Nila shook Hugo's
hands at the pier.

Daphne hugged him like one would an old friend.

“You guys should come back when it's sunny. No
two whale expeditions are the same,” Hugo said,
smiling shyly.

On their drive back home, Daphne

breathlessly talked about how amazing the sight
of the breaching whales was. Then she too fell
quiet. Nestled in that calm comfortable silence,
Nila was-for the first time in her life-no longer
scared of the immensity of emptiness.

A Wave Watching Tour
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Alarm clock ringing.
Couldn't get to bringing himself out of his bed,
Pressure of a thousand elephants weighing down on his chest.

It was a feeling of more than just an adolescent’s depression,
A complete and utter dejection,
Or a soul crushing despondency.

He just wanted to see the intricacy behind it all,
Behind the oak springs, the idyllic pastures green,
Behind those smoke screens, see what it all really means.

This wish was all that kept him seeking -
It gave him a reason, a reason to keep concealing his feelings.
His feelings that his life was just a cinema screening.

But it was at this instant, where the meaning he had been seeking,
Finally presented itself within the depths of his conscience.

| realised that what gave me the fuel to run this marathon,
Was the people | held closest to my heart.
The love that | had for my family and my friends,
The love for playing and spending time with them,
The love that would make me go to the ends of the Earth just for them.

That was the true meaning.
That was what | had been seeking.
That was the reason we were put onto this planet,
To love those around us, for there is no stronger emotion than it.

My taste in music can be described as largely rooted in hip-hop. Hip-hop as an art form is currently in
a strange limbo, where the majority of artists are predominantly focused on sounding good on their
tracks, in terms of flows and production, moving away from the origins of the genre - lyrically dense
performances — and instead opting to talk about designer clothes, expensive watches and fast cars
(among other, less family friendly content).

However, there are, as always, some diamonds in the rough, artists who are not afraid to be poetic, to
talk about serious matters, and yet still appeal to large audiences. One of the most extraordinary in this
category of “poets”is 17-time GRAMMY award winner Kendrick Lamar, who, amongst other awards, also
has a Pulitzer Prize under his belt for his 2017 album ‘DAMN., highlighting his penmanship. In an
interview from 2015, Lamar says the following words: “When are we going to understand that we are
put on Earth to love? That's all it's about. Everybody wants to find out how complicated life is and break
it down.! This quote has stuck with me since the day | first heard it.

Poetry has always appealed to me, for its ability to tell a story in so many ways in just a few short lines.
When | was asked to contribute to this year’s edition of the Palm Leaf, | knew almost immediately that
| had to write a poem inspired by Lamar’s quote on love. | hope you enjoyed reading it as much as |
enjoyed writing it.
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FROM COUCH TO PEAKS

Anju Kirankumar
Enterprise Data Architect

This is not a story on how to enhance your
physical fitness; it's about a journey that reveals
the untapped potential within us all, a journey,
that demonstrates the incredible power of the
human mind and its ability to triumph over
mental blocks.

To start, let me share a bit about my childhood.
There was a pile of my mother’s certificates tucked
deeply inside our steel Godrej almirah. These
certificates showcased her achievements in
various athletics events, basketball, and Kho Kho
at both school and district levels. | remember
being in awe while listening to her stories about
playing Kho Kho and her regret over not being
able to play volleyball, despite having volleyball
role models in her family. As you read this, you
might think that | have inherited some of her
sporty genes. But unfortunately, | inherited my
“athletic genes” from my dad, the calmest person
I've ever met. He, according to my mom, is a
person who would never break into a jog, even
when trying to catch a bus which is about to
depart!

| even have mortifying and embarrassing
memories of finishing last in a running race at an
annual family meet when at 15 years old, | was
placed among a group of younger children due to
a shortage of participants. That was probably the
last time | ever took part in an athletic event.

In my 20s and 30s, my outdoor activities were
limited to a few 10km walks with friends, where
the engaging gossip made it easy to cover the
distance. Then, COVID hit, and a new CTO joined
my organization. She was a dynamic woman with
a plethora of energy and ideas. She initiated a
walking challenge among all the European
employees to combat the COVID-induced
boredom and foster social interaction. Inspired

by her idea, | created a WhatsApp group called
“Kilometres and Kilometres” including some of my
local friends and their spouses. The purpose of the
group was to hold myself accountable for daily

walks and thus contribute to my organization’s
walking challenge.

Everyone in the group walked daily as couples,
sending me their smartwatch or Strava
screenshots as proof of the distances covered by
the end of the day. | maintained a spreadsheet
and leaderboard, tracking our progress. Gradually,
our walks escalated from 10km to 15km, then to
half marathons, eventually to 30km and even full
marathon walks. As we logged more and more
kilometres each day, we realized that we couldn’t
afford to miss even a single day. We walked
through heavy rain and snow, continuing our walk
after work until midnight to make the most of our
time. On the day | completed the marathon walk, |
even took a day off from work and started walking
in the morning! It was crazy and uncontrollable;

I might not be able to do it again to the same
extent. Some of us clocked close to 400km in that
month! This was the first time | was truly amazed
by the cumulative power of the human mind and
wondered how uncontrollably it would have gone
if the challenge had spanned for more than one
month. At the same time, | realized by the end

of the challenge that | enjoy walking, either solo
or with a company, it didn't matter. | could cover
distances, and not only enjoy beautiful thoughts
along the way but also find solutions to problems
that had been pestering me for a while.

During this period, hiking Snowdonia landed on
my “Things to Do Before | Turn 40" bucket list—
something | wouldn't have even dreamt of, if |
hadn’'t undertaken the walking challenge.
However, | didn't act on it in a timely manner and
just two weeks before my 40th birthday, | set out
and managed to complete the hike. | made more
mistakes than an average amateur hiker—
showing up without proper hiking shoes, or a
backpack, or any training—because it was a
spur-of-the-moment decision. However, | was able
to successfully complete it with lots of lovely
memories and without any injuries. | took longer
for me to finish the hike than the times listed
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online (let me blame that on my dad’s genes), but
the sheer joy of completing it was boundless.

The following year, | hiked Ben Nevis. Drawing on
the lessons learned from my Snowdonia hike, |
was much better prepared this time, tackling the
mighty Ben Nevis with a slow and steady
approach and the right gear. | had talked to other
hikers, learned how to expect the worst, and, to
quote a fellow hiker during one of my practice
hikes in Essex, “Never underestimate a mountain.”’

| took longer to finish, but the experience taught
me invaluable lessons. Mountain weather, |
realized, is even more unpredictable than the
notorious UK weather. The clouds can descend

at any moment, drastically reducing visibility. |
also gained a much deeper understanding of my
body—what it can endure and what it cannot. The
ascent was a piece of cake for me, but the descent
instilled a fear of heights that | realized | need to
overcome soon. Additionally, | recognized the
importance of learning to read a map and use a
compass, as you cannot solely rely on technology.

Having completed 2 of the three highest peaks
| learnt that size isn’t everything. You don't need
to reach the summit of the UK’s highest peaks
to experience the bliss of the mountains. There
are hundreds of long walks or small hills across
the UK. An hour’s drive can get you to a hill or

a mountain near you .you. It's never too late to
start hiking and conquer those. As the data shows
(courtesy of OurSportinglife.co.uk), hiking is more
popular among older generation in the UK than
among younger ones, showing us all that it’s
never too late to start. As | discovered, hiking isn't
just for the young or fit, it's a pastime increasingly
embraced by those who, like me, may not have
considered themselves ‘athletic’in their youth!

As with all physical activities, consult your doctor
if there is a concern, then gather your gear, lace
up your shoes, grab a map, and embark on your
own adventure. And remember that the greatest
barriers are often those we place on ourselves!!
Happy hiking!
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A DAY WITH KALA

VOLUNTEERS

Karthy Sooraj
Civil Servant

1 i

The air was cool. The blue sky draped over. Early
on a warm summer morning, | stood outside
Redbridge Central library in llford. | was excited to
attend the KALA (Kerala Arts and Literary
Association) workshop on ‘Thiruvathira.; held in
the library as this popular dance is from Kerala,
my ancestral land. On the same afternoon, KALA
volunteers also hosted a handloom workshop at
the library. These workshops were organised as
part of theSouth Asian Heritage Week.

The walk up to the Library door along with my
friends Dr. Parvathy Nair and her husband Gopal,
brought back distant memories. | have deep
fondness for this place where | use to come
regularly as a teenager. | found the ambience
peaceful and the perfect place to do my college
homework in those days.

Redbridge library stood magnificent overlooking
the buildings, cinema and restaurants around. The
library has a strong sense of history and heritage.
Over decades, the library has been providing
educational programmes and supporting local
schools with various sources of learning.

The librarians welcomed us with a radiant smile
and let us in well before the regular opening
hours, to organise the workshops.

We made our way to the rear, to host the event in
their spacious Children’s Library. | walked in and
was amazed by how much the library had
expanded and particularly with the advances

in the Information Technology facilitates. It was
heartening to see the warmth with which the
KALA volunteers welcomed people from all
cultures to watch and to participate in the
workshops.

A young KALA volunteer, Ganga Ramesh
presented an overview of dances of Kerala. KALA
volunteers dressed for the Thiruvathira dance

wore the traditional saree coordinated with a
crimson red blouse. The saree is known as Kerala
‘mundu’ and ‘nerithayu’ (two piece of cream and
gold cotton material). | wore a pearly cream salvar
kameez (Indian tunic dress) with cream gold
border silk scarf to match the Kerala dress.
Thiruvathira is a female group dance where the
dancers sing and dance around a large gold
lamp named ‘Nilavilakku;, which is the traditional
oil lamp. The Nilavilakku is an auspicious lamp
symbolising prayer and prosperity. In temples,
Nilavilakku are constantly lit and surrounded by
flowers. In Kerala, the Thiruvathira is also-known
as 'Kaikotti kali" ‘Kai’ means 'hand’ ‘Kotti’ means
‘clap’and ‘kali’ means dance.

Nilavilakku- the traditional Kerala oil lamp

| helped in displaying electronic candle lamps, by
spacing these out without obstructing the
dancers. Due to health and safety lamps couldn't
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be lit in the library.

| was intrigued to watch the dancers’ practice
session prior to the event, in the changing room. |
admire the sheer determination of all the dancers
and their dedication in making time for the dance
rehearsals.

The myth behind the Thiruvathira dance is of the
Hindu Goddess Parvathy’s dance and penitence to
win over Lord Shiva.

It was amazing to see that KALA volunteers came
from all over UK including Essex, Surrey, Reading,
London and the North. The dancers were well
coordinated in their clothes matching. Their hair
was adorned in a neat bun with a string of
Jasmine flowers wrapped around. They wore
glistening gold necklaces and Jhumka earrings to
match. The dancers swayed in front of the
audience and their movements gracefully flowed
with the music. Everyone sat back and enjoyed
the dance, whilst | pictured the moments. The air
was lifted with the soft and soothing music.

This was followed by the men’s traditional Kerala
boat race song (Vanchi Paatu ). Few volunteers
from KALA did an interactive session with the
audience where they sang bits of the Kerala Boat
song and the audience had to sign along in parts.
This is where the Kala organisers explained about
the annual boat race in Kerala. In Alleppey, there
is the annual boat race in a lake, where the Nehru
Trophy is given to the fastest boat in the race.

People who attended the library, from different
cultures sat back and enjoyed the interesting
session.

The second workshop was on “Looms of Kerala"
Another young KALA member Ganga Manoj
took us through an informative presentation on
various handlooms from Kerala. | enjoyed Dr (Mrs)
Hema Santosh’s session on ways of draping a sari.
She demonstrated this on a delighted young girl
from the audience. Hema went on to show how a
saree could be worn by a male person by draping
a sari on one of the male librarians as a fanciful
“unstitched trouser”. |found this fascinating, as |
never knew that some men in India would wear a
sari as a traditional tunic trouser. This was followed
by an interactive session where the participants
could weave their own mini loom. liford library
generously supplied all the colourful rolls of wool.
Indeed, the colours were gorgeous and the Kala
organisers are thankful to Redbridge library for
their generous supply. | gazed around the room to
find so much buzz and enthusiasm from children
and adults alike around the tables when doing
their mini-loom. | too enjoyed doing my orange
and green threaded mini-loom.

Handloom workshop held in Redbridge

After the event, | headed with the volunteers for a
lovely dosa (Indian pancake) lunch locally. Well
done to the KALA for their teamwork and for
showcasing Kerala’s rich history and tradition to
the local community.
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INSIDE THE MOUTH OF THE

GIFT HORSE

Gayatri Devi
Professor of English, Georgia USA

1. I have a friend who gives me great anxiety
each time | visit her. My friend subscribes to many
magazines, some of which | like to read. People,
New Yorker, The Nation, Martha Stewart

Living, Ms. Magazine, Harper’s, Discovery, National
Geographic and the like. Once, browsing through
some of the magazines in their kitchen, | told her
that | like some of the magazines she gets. Ever
since that conversation, every time | visit her,
which is not that often - she is not a close friend
-- she gives me a bundle of magazines, all of them
at least 6 months old that she had collected and
kept for me, evidently. | don't want to hurt her
feelings, so | bring them home. | feel great dismay
and a rising sense of panic when | drive away from
her house, the big bundle brooding like an animal
in the back seat of the car. | did not want them.

Why didn’t | say | didn’'t want them? Why didn'’t

I make up a harmless lie as an excuse and not
accept them when she offered them to me? Why
didn't | tell her the simple truth that I didn’t want
them? After all, truth is always simple and
powerful.

2. Like many others, | was broughtup ina

family with the unspoken belief that to refuse a
gift or not appreciate it sufficiently was bad form.
Especially, altruistic gifts like the one my friend
gave me. She was not expecting anything back

in return from me; there was no do ut des here
(Latin for “I give so that you may give”). We did not
get many gifts as children other than clothes for
birthday and Onam, and Vishukkaineettam which
we appreciated greatly. This was the 1970s;
consumer culture had not yet become the rule of
the day in Trivandrum. We also received the
occasional gift from family members who visited
from elsewhere in India and abroad. | enjoyed
these gifts tremendously; in particular, | loved
postcards, books, cassettes, Beatles t-shirts,
chocolates and candies.

Gifts, given and received, were monitored very
carefully in our large extended family with many
uncles, aunts, and cousins. Who gave what to
whom was important. My grandmother once
somewhat scolded me because my eldest uncle
gifted a set of postcards to me. | collected
postcards and he had seen my postcard collection
during a previous visit. | did not know that he had
not given similar postcards to the other children
in the family. | felt very bad when my grand-
mother told me with a sigh how disappointed the
other cousins were because they did not get the
postcards that | did. That was when | learned that
gifts represented the degree of intimacy between
the giver and the receiver. My grandmother was
upset not about the postcards, but about the fact
that her son, my uncle, liked me a tad bit more
than he liked his other nieces and nephews. |
never used the postcards. They sat on my desk
forever.

3. Aschildren, we were led to believe that
breaking the many protocols of gift giving and gift
receiving was right up there with other uncivilized
behaviors like not coming out of your room and
socializing when friends and family came to visit
or picking out the skin from the fish curry while
eating at someone else’s house, or asking for toys,
dolls and other objects of bling seen in other
people’s houses. When | say “ask” | mean asking to
take them for yourself, as your possession. As in
“May | please have this doll?”This was strictly no-
no. The specificity of these examples might sound
too concrete and personal; they are. These were

all my areas of transgression. | had a reputation

for being antisocial, and my “fussy” nature at the
dining table, especially with fish skin, and my utter
lack of shame in once asking for a very pretty doll
at a friend'’s house. It was my own personal “Oliver-
asks-for-more” moment, but without any radical
aura to it. It was purely a consumer impulse.
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4, | generally like gifts, both giving them and
receiving them, but what | have found out about
the older me is that | have a problem with “free”
gifts,” that is, gifts given out of season, gifts that
are not related to birthdays, anniversaries,
festivals or holidays, gifts that are not
expressions of thank you’s or welcomes or visits.
| feel an instant panic when someone gives me a
gift without a reason or a season. This is where
the six months’ worth of magazines come in.
What am | going to do with thirty or forty
magazines?

Other strange gifts | have received include two
dozen canning jars without lids, several pairs of
shoes that are clearly not my size, and clothes
that are not my style at all. The red chenille
sweater with the big gold buttons at the neckline
scares me.

Perhaps | am wrong to view these as “gifts.”
Maybe these are more properly hand-me-downs
dressed up as gifts. All hand-me-downs come
with a gift state of mind though. These are things
the givers do not want or are no longer of use to
them. They are passing them on to me for my use
sans cost. It is a gift economy, as the saying goes.
| am like Goodwill, Salvation Army, or the thrift
store, but more known to them, less crowded,
with shorter wait time, and minimal sorting
needed.

5. In a gift economy, goods and services are
freely given between people. There is no money
transacted. That is for the market. For pizza and
soda, your friends with and without trucks will
help you move from one residence to another. A
babysitting emergency, a dog walking
emergency and sundry other emergencies —
there are friends who would jump in to help you
at less than a moment’s notice. And yet,
sometimes there is a score card kept of who did
what for whom and when and in how much of a
short notice.

When emotional indebtedness—not monetary
debt—becomes attached to the gift economy,
the goods and services once freely exchanged
begin to feel like a prison. That is when you start
telling yourself, what if it costs 150 dollars an
hour, there is more peace of mind with calling
movers to go across town. Market becomes both
an escape and a rescue from emotional
indebtedness with no end in sight. As Robert
Frost observed in a slightly different scenario,
good fences make good neighbors. Or don't be
friends with people who have trucks for their

truck. Have that party after your move.

6. When | was growing up in India, whenever
we had leftovers in the refrigerator, | mean, these
were leftovers of leftovers of leftovers, three-day
old upma or idlis so frigid that you could break
your teeth on them, we used to say, “Don’t throw
them out. We can give them to Kala.” This was
not spoilt food; this was food we were tired of
eating. Kala was a young girl who lived about
three houses down from us. After school hours,
Kala helped us do odd jobs around the house,
sweeping, washing or watering plants a bit. Kala
appeared content to take the stone-like idlis

and the frozen upma home when we gave them
to her. But did she really want them? When |

get canning jars and 6-month-old magazines, |
remember Kala.

7. The greatest revolution in gift giving was
taught to me by my aunt, my mother’s older
sister. Savithri Valliamma was very fond of us, my
husband, my daughter and myself, and often
visited us in our home in Pennsylvania from
Montreal, Canada, where she lived. Valliamma
walked up to me one day like a fairy or a sprite
might; she was small in stature, bird-like, and
with light in her eyes. She held out her hands to
me. Both hands palm up, and the envelope lying
flat on top of them. She was holding something
precious. For you, Moley, she said. | opened the
envelope. Inside the envelope were photos and
letters that | had sent her when | was in my teens
and twenties, from at least thirty years ago. |
thought you might like to have these back with
you, she said.

She was right. Rereading my letters written when
| was that young, so long ago, looking at me in
those pictures from so long ago—I suddenly
understood the meaning of letters. They were
tiny pockets of crystallized time, perfect beyond
perfection. In gifting my own letters back to me,
valliamma gave me back a version of myself lost
to time. | couldn’t have asked for anything more.

Recently, when a cousin visited me, | gave him
two letters that his father, my uncle, had written
to me at least forty-five years ago. My cousin
appears in the letter as a one-year-old baby; his
tiny fingers made scribbling marks all over that
blue inland letter. | gave the letters to him. You
might like to have these, | told him. My uncle
passed away a few years ago.

Now | routinely return the letters people had
written to me back to them. They have greater
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use of them than | do. | have several bundles of
letters to return to friends and family. | was
holding them only temporarily.

8. Lately, | have begun to give only perishable
gifts to my friends and family. Cookies and cakes
that | baked myself, a festive biryani, herbs from
my kitchen garden, flowers from my yard,
sometimes plants for rooting. | also buy
breadsbread, cheesescheese, crackers, cakes,
butters, honey and the like as gifts. | want my gift
to be consumed and not kept.

9. Once | was not ready for the gift that was
meant for me. My aunt and | were presenting a
paper together at a religious studies conference
in Portland, Oregon a few years ago. | flew in from
Pennsylvania. My aunt flew in from Montreal. |
reached our hotel before my aunt did. When my
aunt arrived in the evening, | was surprised to
see that she had a big suitcase with her. It was

a two-day conference, and | only had my small
overnight cabin baggage with me. | always travel
light. My aunt opened the suitcase with great
excitement. It was filled with books. There were a

few articles of her clothing too. These are for you,
she told me. | felt my heart breaking into two at
that moment. | don't have a bag to take these,
Valliamma, | told her. | cannot take these with me.
| brought only an overnight bag. And I am flying
back as soon as the conference ends because |
must teach the next day. So, | don't have time

to buy a suitcase or to go to the post office and
have these shipped. | am so sorry, | told her.

That is okay, Valliamma told me, disappointment
evident on her face. Valliamma took back the
books with her. | planned to drive to Montreal
and bring back the books with me later. | never
got to do it. Valliamma passed away in 2019.

10. |took the two dozen canning jars, shoes and
clothes to Goodwill. | took the forty odd
magazines to the local library. They have a home
for now. | don’t mind being a temporary home for
things other people don't want. They are of no
use to me, but | shall accept them from you when
you give them to me. Later, | will part from them
without any difficulty.
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KUNG FU PANDA 3 (REVIEW)

-

&- Neelmadhav Pillai
Year 8, St Joseph's College, Reading.

-

| enjoyed watching this movie because it was
very comedic yet serious at the same time, using
suspense to capture the viewer along with its
classic Kung Fu Panda humour that makes it a
great family pick. |, myself, found the villain to
be the best part of the movie due to his strength
and motives that made him to be the perfect
villain. This movie was my favourite in the whole
trilogy, being the first out of the four | watched
which truly hooked me in. The main character,
Po had experienced a lot of character growth
throughout the movie, allowing him to defeat
the villain in the end going through trials and
tribulations leading up to that moment.

Originally Po was scared to face such a power-

ful threat as those close to him tried to fight yet
failed, only adding more pressure on our poor
hero to face through this darkness. He received
emotional support from his father and his fellow
pandas along with his sole friend who had sur-
vived their encounter with the fearsome villain
in order to stand together to be the last line of
defence. All their hard work paid off in the end
as they pushed through their fears, defeating the
villain and his army along with saving those who
had originally fallen to the hands of the villain.
This is what makes it such an enjoyable movie

to watch and | hope others are able to watch it
themselves together with those close to them
whether it be friends or family.

INSIDE OUT (REVIEW)

Vanshika Vipin

Inside Out is a cheerful, sweet-natured comedy
film by Pete Docter. This film is a delightful watch
for all ages. The film's inventive premise,
emotional depth, and stunning animation have
made it favourite among audiences of all ages.

I am quite enthralled by the way the emotions
Anger, Joy, Sadness, Fear and Disgust are
depicted as characters in the movie. Inside Out
is about a happy, hockey-loving, 11-year-old
Midwestern girl (named Riley). But her whole life
takes a turn when her family decides to move to
San Francisco. Riley’s emotions try to guide her
through this difficult, life changing event. But the
stress in the movie brings Sadness to the lead.
Whilst Joy and Sadness go on a journey into the
depths of Riley’s mind, the only emotions left are
Anger, Disgust and Fear. They are in charge of

Year 7 student, Dr.Challoner’s High School

creating glowing little memory balls which are
stored in the control suit for a day until Riley goes
to sleep.

As movie draws towards the close, character Joy
overpowers Sadness and the reflection of which
could be seen in Riley’s life. Riley and her parents
all move back to Minnesota; then Riley’s
happiness gets restored as she is reunited with all
of her friends.

The film’s strength lies in the imaginative
portrayal of how emotions influence human
behaviour. The vibrant and colourful world inside
Riley’s mind is creatively designed, with every
emotion having a distinct personality and
appearance.
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‘Inside Out’ expertly balances humour and heart,
providing plenty of laughs alongside deeply
moving moments. The film's humour is clever
and accessible, appealing to both children and
adults. The interactions between emotions are

entertaining and relatable.

Overall, Inside Out is a buoyant and
heartwarming film that is a cinematic
masterpiece.

Aadhya Chalil

Inside Out is an animated film by Disney’s Pixar.
The movie is about a girl named Riley who is
controlled by many emotions. The movie shows
us two worlds in parallel, one that is inside Riley’s
head and one that is in Riley’s life. Both the worlds
impact each other. The movie touches a wide
range of emotions like Joy, Sadness, Fear, Anger,
Disgust, Anxiety, Ennui, Embarrassment,
Nostalgia and Envy.

Inside Out 2 is about how Anxiety, Ennui,
Embarrassment, Nostalgia and Envy change Ri-
ley’s life making her give up her old BFFs for new
friends. Joy controls simple emotions i.e. Sadness,
Fear, Anger and Disgust whilst Anxiety controls
the complex emotions i.e. ennui, Embarrassment,
Nostalgia and Envy. Riley was happy as a child,
but when she stepped into her teenage life, she
started comparing herself with other girls and
thought they were better than her. This gave rise
to envy, anxiety, nostalgia and embarrassment
which made her unhappy.

Year 4, Fullwood Primary School, Barkingside

The movie teaches us many important lessons
like - Every emotion has a purpose, even the bad
ones.E.g. Anxiety is important because it makes
us work harder. Also, it is okay to have flaws,
because that makes us who we are. And, as we
grow, we get different emotions from different
experiences.

In conclusion, | think every human being has
different emotions like Riley had. There are times
when negative emotions takeover the positive
emotions. We as humans cannot stop our
emotions, but we can control and manage them.
We can make an effort to have more positive
thoughts leading to more positive emotions.

| rate the movie a 4.5 out of 5 because joy is the
only emotion that is positive, and | wish one

of the new emotions were positive as well. |
recommend you watch the movie, as it has many
scenarios, and you might experience those as
you go through your adventurous life.

Inside Out 2 Report 85
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WILLY WONKA

A DELECTABLE FAMILY ADVENTURE

Shraddha
Year 7, King’s Hove School

In the realm of family-friendly films, “Willy Wonka"
stands out as a delightful treat for viewers of all
ages. This film, with its rich blend of fantasy, com-
edy, and an abundance of chocolate, offers a
spectacular experience that is both entertaining
and heartwarming.

“Willy Wonka" follows the enchanting journey of
a young chocolatier named Willy Wonka, who,
armed with nothing but a hatful of dreams,
transforms the world one delectable bite at a time.
This storyline, while seemingly simple, is infused
with magical elements that captivate the
imagination and transport viewers to a whimsical
world of wonder and confectionery delights.

At its core, “Willy Wonka" is a celebration of
chocolate. Willy, the protagonist, dedicates his life
to the creation of exquisite chocolate treats. The
film’s rich depiction of chocolate-making
processes, from the mixing of ingredients to the
final delicious products, is a feast for the eyes and
the senses. Even for those who might not be
chocolate enthusiasts, the film’s vibrant
presentation is likely to spark a newfound
appreciation for the sweet treat. The actors in

“Willy Wonka"” deliver performances that are both
engaging and memorable. Their dedication and
effort are evident in every scene, adding depth
and authenticity to the fantastical narrative. This
level of commitment not only makes the film
enjoyable to watch but also instils a sense of
admiration and respect for the cast and crew. It's
a testament to the hard work and creativity that
went into bringing this magical world to life.

One of the most remarkable qualities of “Willy
Wonka" is its ability to cater to viewers of all ages.
The film’s light-hearted comedy and enchanting
fantasy elements make it suitable for young
children, while its deeper themes and clever
storytelling engage older audiences.

In conclusion, “Willy Wonka” is a unique blend of
humour and fantasy creates a delightful viewing
experience thatis sure to leave a lasting
impression. Whether you're a chocolate lover or
simply looking for a fun and heartwarming film to
enjoy with your family, “Willy Wonka" is well worth
watching. Remember, “Willy Wonka” is more than
just a movie - it's a magical journey that invites
you to dream big and savour every moment.

MY FAVOURITE MOVIE
.

Advaith Praveen
Year 4

One day, | happened to watch a short film called ‘Alma“Alma is a fascinating story of a young, curious girl
who discovers a mysterious doll in a quiet shop,on a snowy day.l started to watch and surprisingly | got
hooked onto it because it was building up suspense.Alma’s curiosity, the setting and the eerie music kept
me on the edge of my seat. The ending left me with questions that sparked my imagination. It left me

thinking, who would be the next victim...
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A POEM ABOUT THE STUDIO
GHIBLI FILM ‘ARRIETTY’

LI

Tulsi Nair
Twelve years old. Lives in the Netherlands.

Arrietty, a little person,
They call themselves Borrowers,
Stealing goods from the humans,
Always out of sight.
But one day she gets spotted,
By a human boy, Shawn.
Their friendship grows,
Through meeting at dawn.
But Arrietty had to leave with her family to somewhere else,
She will not be, forever gone...

_|
T
m
o
>
—
=<
—
m
>
T
o
(@]
_|
(@)
os)
m
X
N
o
o
N

A Poem About the Studio Ghibli film ‘Arrietty’, 87
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Sreekala Nair
Senior clinical coder in the NHS

Rallmo ROMOWIGE MlM)o QEMOMICLILN)SS
@13 @NWO(@WIHEMANIEM al0©ea|SIMO.
RNalloomleoal OM&:E80, MMAE  O6MAQ)o
DEMaHON0 aldhO)aN), @RCIAI0, @PM)EAIEBRS)o
QW0 MRY@]&HB)0 GMSIM TVA0IV BN,

©M20WI0OMI] MO AlOMINIE] of(afl@d @PAITVOM
200f10)aM) EMEBBBAS MRl WI®. TVDYOBI0E
W 2{lole900® arlem)slsle 8movlo)am) @R®.
allgaudeIBl @I@  BF1E0INEMEMEOW0)aN)
88), GRGEOCIHS oM O2IT®) OOla] HOCWIC]
HOY)EMIOPOEM  aBQAlo @RS)OM TVJAOJOMY0  d)
S)oenialo B00$aI1COomHe  MQeNWITd Galdd:)an),
AMEEBB)0 H)HS GAMORAT) BGO MWIBNIMWo. GO0
AOWE90M, HaVAG aflegal eniqeled Bee
nisegellmigled )MOemMmO88  AULOLIEBU3
ARV OHIME af) Mol @RAITVOO B0} GERIOS
ol eplecom®oanl. MM, «f)od @YOJal (@S,
O3OABHM ARG (af)Lld VI OHB)OSV)o
MVoPLINSEM)o, BMMIA0) lloan GMOOHAD al0
60 &)SotNio  EIMISH®Yo, BATMIAl GROAOM)o,
@08) af)M AHSB)o, AM) af)aIN ABM)o @RSEIBIAN
VAl dh)S)o6Nlo.

M0N0 DO}aICIMOET af(afl@d  DO)aIG]
a@¥lm  elenemlcd mlan @lola)), ®moel dlairve
G0%0, M) Alalvo  HREMOAI  H®OWE)aN)
olo. coodleal GlaINeEBUl AISOO  @RYAVIIBIH:O
2001 &SMM) GaldWl. 8aMIo Blalo @O0 aRBH0
MSaN), O30S0 HAUVIT BN MeNE B> )ailad
o) aloamlomd’ &)  allmnee0aye  aGMI
a00aNA0V10)aM) @M. ajEOMMAIW Mol
W)o BRMIOM TVoOHH]2jlBleMN) AlTIW)o (alvoo
AMIQ6N. 2IGI®  (JIVIELAIW  MOaldmladd
MIOQaiM ©H0S)0 @B BHI06Mo 21}QISIT3 WIaT
HOEMICM &Sl ax). MO (al® ]l loyam
@IEMENUWB B0)aldS @IOENBS MW ORIEM)
Gooo! af)ailos  emosslwoeno  Blada| 210l
eH06nE  allmiadlaflenyam  @r®Ilal AEMOa00Rd
© M3 le:so0loymm) coodlal. adlenarlslano
MmonU3 & 6enElBIGHNENSAL.

MQIMBHBIS  al9IOR)PMBH:IRN0  aNeel ol
00ilOIMEMCalINRl  al)ONA  COOAN)AD  2i@l
(@ (Ve  ¢sall o) HQISS 2 Sn0W]
0D}  2OQOOTR)Mo. CRI®HOMIOR! aQaljo M1
8o S MEWOIVW  HOMENo, GCRIGOMIeELI
a3l A@IHSIV,  ©E0{lenes  @ald
Wflo2JaN) OHMEHHB@REACILNNW HDIF) HBlodhS
ellad a1oilee)an, 98s8lad  eassloeaean)  ail
WINIHOOSIAM  OleWO  HALRINERIQIV)o  alfloam
0IsoBlong $H00jEmITE ©)E0de{loal  EM20aM
©@ ALOMYENI0, )SIODM aRFeHiWleal alemymal
VO MEMWOS LI WoW)o @RSEBIAN MIEI
MmElS:806M DD ACMINO0 HAUBBajoSo (al@IMm]
WIBE1B0 ! 2N} MBS HU8 Mowalee)anlS
o) MOLLG1921gM® e®0ME Sl af)dMm Gal
@) aIMmy. Gsail ag)am Moo MoMes (Glealeml
GH0afl ©21TM@IOEMM) 2 I0GIM) MVorlld:S)0, o
0OV (aIRIVIWIHEla gell avorellwoem agam
alO61)) Hl:Blo MYSEBOIED  af)MCalsHlan)
an).

aflmeom oeme) Glaimoe Qellwlcd &M@ a0
O @NOMSNIB0  (alTVIELAOW  TVOERAIBBSBI6N .
@R@IT3  A0Ba 10 |WOS @RMOLNIMAIWY QIO L6
Mo, HAVDIG  afleg¥al enirvelen®io ©)S00®
MGajov)o allmiaane emsyeeano  afl53@0000@
0leBe®Hog8)an  2161@0AUWTlaYN0®  HBHIBW]
Waljo  UWPISIAM). @EE®OODBE  AiluoE1H:Bloe
MORESIG8 B0) GRIRINOIMajj0o  B0) NI
@O af)9}E®NEINI0)0. MO(@RL] Mailos MmaMes
(alWOMAINHLo BHOCROPIWOMELID. BRM)OEG:I6NS)
REMOIUDIGRINN) Galddhlo.

WIS @PemIdo  Flalvo OAIB)a{lom @RI
000906  66EBUW  OSTIM  208QPo  RWEMO
anvlealss) ®Ila®). Da2jUEs  alldmeNe)
eMleWons eMEBBUE HERAIP! af)N HSERINO (NI
OIOLIOD]. 6MEBBU3 MNNEE 62ITGNDIB)MM &0
0lee’ @a0ogellad @maMREMIEHs (AIGAIMMSBS).
0alSl:8)0S ROONRNINAEN GaNIFT3  GlOTVATAHM]
eflossl eala] 6MEBU HAIOYC® HEROYl HSCB

88 Camogliyile Kallumalakal



oloomenens &oeBl Msan). BDOERINIOAAN)
al0OWeS MERYW)e @E)SIR0VI0)aN)  @RER]IU3.
@)SIM)  HISLNHEIWAN  ailtdaflo! GRMGEHHENSD
QI6Mo  GaOISENHIB HMIEOM) MTHIW  H)SW)o
2NSIO88 @R MSTMo @R(@  dVIRIGOA0WV0)
anlel ag@lelo HSERIOO Mel ala] almloa]
@6Mo @PSla)Gajoud AGBIVS(~lWOIW 6M6EBU3 @
®@load  0allSodemMEomomoIw] OONIaOIHSO
Ol @REBOM allgaVd C®S] B)SlHud @RAIN}ES
adlen)e 2)@IBMAIE 2TIIVINTWMBS B0 HOMS
€Qoe0glano SOl @®I0AIMLo MO)afls aVD
®0)EBU0  20(OWB3  B0) aUlOel.  olleiwes
B00y0moenslad aanlene @r® MWWl
@avlgy! 21)0)0ISEBIClEeMAOS 8098 Goldleel
=M 10 ¢s ailg) 20000 21NIOWR eld:HemMo
BHENRE[0U3  BalEM)EBBOY  DEBUWE  al0)EBe
oUHOQOlOM] Gelve) 2)AISIMOGL. GO BaT)
& $lo2|aN) QIO)OY. @RYEM (aIRHUI B0IUd S§)6M
®)o 26Q000uWd AlGMlS AV anjW)o BIBWA eal
dm). Al5leneemslcd @ROSSICRId AaVILIV)o &
21661 @PoaaM1en)d calaila)) &$10ee)mm aa@davyo,
Gal0OMEMo Q00O ala]Gal0OS ©M=0z)o Oilovil
¥i50q|5) HF1HO}IMN® EMEBUY H6M3)! aflvdalocemg
Qljo alely ©)2ilemesmm) B0lencd &)Sl af)aloalo)o
olala claom!! @eameom 3lalTvo NIDES] 50
MSaM)o @@3alo ailWodlajjo BOWS B Fle0m).

aflegan  ooaileer aflme)o  enflajleelss Gl
@ocnodloleonl enilajlom @G AEMOIn0ERIHH;AM
® H»sellom omog5y0mmil Mlowow] pwdan) mics
AN o JEOIMMAIW HS)o WOMBS  HHSISEBRS)0,
@@IWISTS610S B0} alajaflOd @ROGOMIEMAI0
alloan  anales mleiom) cmapAlm)sslom)
Gald®Rl  6AI8)allo  MBoMIOE@BBIMBH  )6100)]
HOLNHB)R06M.  af)(@EMO0  MSANIBHLNHWB  Hal
0)s9loene mHe  alloavm COOMM)BHlal.
aflam’s ameEBUd HREMOAI MW 2)9)aIM8 ahGlHe
063ElE96ME). 208eBONQHU Hwolvloems]l msan;.
SHE@BHemE (S1g a0)W 3089 I0EEleeFla)).
maoellom wleeaumlad allel®oenss &eplens
B61OWBILN0 HDISOT3 HAIIBBIOHNAN)BBIOBHI6NS
AOIN BSIEOM6EIS @GR&®:RI0 aloeila)).

®Remoaidloal Mmoo Alalmie &2 @aBIMmos
06308 30cR0lWIE8 HSHINEIM Ealdd008 @10)
20M2J0). @RYWVI0o HONENHBIBSB WO W)o @)S6B13)
aN® B0) 21AISIG3 WIANIHEMANIEMEEID. G@REBOM
©oailoal al®) DEMIGWINS 6IMEEBUI aRlP) @RoW
MYoALlo AUSHO DaHINIW] @RYBIHTM 2AIS) HAla))
@RBYM0BL0  H0af) vamloapdloym aigl il
O HH)OMOHM @RYVIOM)S6BEl. @R O(SHe1EE]
MoVl MIMMVIBHAICWO V001Gl SHAICWO  aHYMD
@)5686l0  HOOJOMIGRID BIM)o @@ MQIHOS)
A& msovloloyarlel 80  @REAGCIT
@Pe3  MoEBlomIclaf).  TVoBAI  Af)(@EOMOB0
@RYVOTVH0AHAM)ACIDAY. @RYE D HE))

sl oY  alaeomIcd  2)Maldllonssm) Ml
@) LEMIDBIVWOW Qll®R o6 Q0 (@@6M).
)OSWIBS  )S)oNUIADITI  1N§aOMILOMIBEME;1G3
M5 20gloaITHHT  HSI0m @RI,  aldHH
SHHIWOS (WG] of® 2eIV)e AW]encalosel
aloam) GH00M (aDNTIBIMBS  DEMAHQUBGIW)o!
808103 D UBHN) BOGOO BMOOOD® M)SI6EM af)elo,
Pald®OA @M  &HaHl @GR® Meal 2)Wlenwlo)
anlel. am ablg GRMW OAUT. MW  HEMA
M)o uBIBIM @oailel @eloald @@l eeemEssleno
OOENo a0} &HoeMleslal oo Mo @Yo
®)o @REAIVANC PEMBB;IENe dMTY OE3UTlenaT]
som) 0100 Af)CWIBNOM )OO IS} aldS
®alesens] ale)analud!

B0} olO) ol olmM)g) HFlEOMEa|0CP VIO
MOMEGa 0oLl MM HNDHH08  ©S6EBl!  af)
2100100 2Meal CaloDlanlenm), &3S)allcd @p
enILIE0W 6MOMYo Balo af)MIdHE) H)SIEMO GRE®I
@Lmoqﬁa)@mﬂmﬂsmg (A IOMVERD mo)es
MV)AOJE) GROaOM)o MI@MENE a0, @Y
3100m elmlod) @M VO GOICHNI. @R
og@oens  au(3Mloafld  @mlamo ROV
omleelnd @psl  Woomlensm. @pailes aleo
af)@MOM  EMEBBUE BO) QEMILNHOS)OM). @R
alls 80 ALl @oQeande GalORIMBS LI0M
Wlod) @YemM. qLOM GOICHN olIB8S], CHoall
GoHOal OMUG O)o @SEEBEIY TVDH0LEEBSB))6NE.
@SOO® 2)aM)  ahQlo CMISGIVWOEE  ®OAUSS
oolonoeiwarleom MIelsnsSee @My aleom
£»0S)0 alajafjo WOH®W WOMBH HHS1IS6EBB)0 @M
©®lQl a0y33200 BI$alWoem. @pailes ailwomo &
Sleomm) )0 GaNIBGSD af)S)OM). M WILD® ©)
S0GMO  ®IBlOMD:Ea[0HEEMO  af)aMOW] Voo Wo.
GQIHOWYo 2l)O)BHo aflel AYUWBHHIB BO)BE  Gald
H)IMOEMEEIeNo D 500yl VI OTHsISVIT3
20(@o. DLIVISEHABEOWVG) B0) DAV §HHOOHM
Gajoeno HE)MSIVloaim®  meEBeg  allaiaw]

aflal).

af)mOWoLl)e MoElvleal M) 26MlBNE0080
®0l  S)amlomslwocd @esyom  ®loem Ml
@M GENIOS af)S)OM) @RO  AEMIENA OBH0ME M
Qlod  H0coOPIDIG  ©alLloeaam)  @RYEMASlAlL
goemi P88®MMMVAl2)) ®MSTVesles alrdy 0)5
GMOBHYIMAENE . af)TNOWILN0 VI @ISO
®10)@0Mla)), ©6NE) AEMIBN0ECL] f)BROMEWElo
Baflooo  (0E10BIC0 OO BHYOEOO)HISIWO
@ mel®ea! oMV af)ed 2l @RE@BOM
BB WO(® ®)SEOM @O  90aflaj). ail
So 2)OM@MEMMOS) 008) MSTHHIOS QILPOD
SUTEMIG20 GalSlGa)d (aITICaUWDTDIGRID 3656
@ROI0)aM). MEINIFBS WI(MECWI @M1l B)
atien0o! GMAIY MMANo QAUSOO AUL)EN)NBS B>
enswd  mlosom  ms)ERle Al eaodEa]os)
GMOBHIWOME  GARIDEAIMO! AIMBAI HHEBBBIHS

Camogliyile Kallumalakal

89

S912111Y painjeaq

—
T
m
9
>
—
=
—
m
>
m
@)
0
—
(@)
oY)
m
P
N
o
N
N




(%]
(7]
—
o=
=]
1S
<
o
(]
S
=)
=
(]
()]
L.

THE PALM LEAF | OCTOBER 2024

Mle@d arlem)osEBIan MO)5 alodM QIS @ICPHE
CMOBHIWIMT @RWIW NABDDMo, GUOaHO @RYPHNS
@! @RCMINS af)eaiclene mel elolw)osmom,.
af)&leno 29QO00UW @R®  AMIVILINEHITIBlHe0
®101e900M  BOGOIOMA)0 aldS  HalS)AMENE.  al
OB  B0)aldS 3)atH000VISOHOMOEM)EMUIUE 20
8) GalSla)) HOWOM @SBl ‘GMO...0af) YO
@’emos s} G af)@] G20A@, Oaf) QUME Q) GO
NI0B°  @REaOWd  af)eloalo)o  GalSla))  aflauol
2} TWQe00EIV]. Ma00Vlee0md (wodlla] @R
0)ESW)o  MVAOIVEWIMAUW  eod:  MIgom)alal!
208)ao QllR®)o af)MMYo MLl B)FOVD®  OHO
GENM30 af)Gam0, 635)ailmd (Ocﬁ:ﬂd(ﬂﬂ@%(\’ﬁ BH6N2Ga 03
@RAIUWY  allREes @O(@o  MVandWo LIl
af). QlRY a0 aB@IM)o GREEBVQ0 Hal
BOaNHUM @YWL  loMlod) EAUEMHRM @R
Ql OOIMBB @PBVEM! GRAIMIOS: — @RAIOAVY
@MW W1G3gl GRW]. G@REBOM OB} MATISCI
fD0}AM)0 BHOEIMYo SN0 BEM1ER)B HYlenm) 26HQO
©) ailmaow cM@sleEElad ag)@ol. al)0)o0o aflal
2M)eHIH0OV DDIMISTED HNEl0)MSS).  @P
QAIHOINHH DOTVIAORBIMOIW] GNEBBHS &HSIN) Gal
osl.

o® p@ulEsElod mlmye ome) aIslolenss Gal
000, BN MANO 2EMBNE BEQ®) M0 @6l
#9)3. MEBBB)S Ll o  TVOMI(AN)BSOGAVOWOE) .
@palls)am  @enidg) 208Ro &EaoY.

aLI0ER0AIGNIW)0 aMEBUE EMBE 2emlend M5
@O af)S)Om). @oQilSo MMLIEM 29Q00) Sllavg!
DO AUNO HOWYBHo W00Sio aflslesno ealTM®]
O  2l0NRIDEEMI  @REMO  af)BBOMOWEsIRI0
Bldu) OLOO MO T AN WOTB 2OV B
aflamwoeemo 2083) 2f)2100In0W)o all
5 oavlad  eHol  msan)  onsesl.  $H)e0
BHFOMCA0CSHN)0  MEBBUBHE  @RAISAOW]  630)
rLIBE9 N0 MLNH®VIW! ¢andend cosmilalcalo.
$0G00 @RSl MEINIS) OAUTVBN)o G0} af)eM
o AITHWOSWMBSEIG3 M0} H)Go  allamd:
806M. ©OBQICA! ARMAIVW HBIS)0 QAIMo, @IHY
@RYPHHST3, @EBYA1EEB)0 BRYBMHN0! B3)31OBHAM)
oM @RAIWY MIOSHIMWOIGEMI .. af)LIoAl
V)OS0 MW IOm)o AMAIEN0 DG 0Ud 2O8) ag)all
9s g 1BV BIVIECMSHIUB QlLly AOQO)
QI0)EMINUE MIDWBHN) afGaloPlo  GBRHBICOOO
oM @AU® HOW)ACLI! GREEBOM  AMEBUS aBOO
ozsdeassleloe &)Sloailes ag)a allan@lad msoom
ool CAUO® &Sl

Gald®)an Al 5100 ofllaNl§Eal0ud aBHOHIWOW
80) WIOIl&HM OdloHW)B8s 0)SIGRISH) 6106EB3Ud
#6) GREINEINOW] QIO)IM). BRI IO MO
8) €S0 all Q) HRIG @) HEMI BOG ol MDY
Gavah, GRMW OGS Ol @RGIM)
BUOAHMOE) 6IMEBBUISE)  VOIOMVo BMO  Arlem®).

@Cajowd  e1Imld  a®Mo ¢eRlal)  ‘a)Pad &y
o%emO )9  (aI0B@OM M1 EHG)! aBslelo
881G3 MuoUd®Wo NIDSE1 Mmlam).

@pailso M®©3 MEINIS) aifloan  DOHOHROW]0)
any . HS)ME3 OM)aHy MVOAVIRLIC @PMBAING|S)
MSEBl.  MSUHe @RB)BHW  af)HINIOEH GO
¥l MaINISeLe BQjo MSOMAN). A0 DO6BE]
®alMGa0ud @RS)Om  e@WlEslpaioml.  @oail
0s &0) aellannoajjaigleal emiemilod m08) Gol
Slajoenz 80) 20MWH)SOWVWEa[IRl HeMlo ®)Sal)
H0HENBO0) TV IGWIHSHAMONBHEWO  TVoTVIA]
2{l01E9)MIMNE  6MEBBHBHHMBM)0 BRAIWTH) @R
WMV @R M(@IWOS Gald @GOl al
OG5 @RAINOS @PAIO)OS AlS)o B0) &)6IM) &S
©)o BREININNINSS BRMIOAUUDIMSBS @OV,
@0afl, nNld DAOWINBHWIo AllTdENIIM6NE.
@aIO)es arlglad GSOTRIg TVDHOL6EBS)A)6MNS.
af)B]1elo WOHDI0) NDIND TVDHOYEAD AQ) AM)
aHy QIOALERO Lo GRS @RAIG og)EBBOM
21aile9)aM) af)MO@OAN MG jo9lo allaiadia]l
@9yaMm) !

AOEBOHSBLI0NI0) 0  AUBOO  TVLEIDIHADTILIDE),
@006Mo  2RIGH®Qo  QAlRYWS0200100 oo,
af)eloaIo)e  MESUI®AE,  allvoa] 2o(@@oem  ail
oHWo @R@IMIEa 08 9SMB @OAD BHUEMO
S0 @maelmnilaslnlewan) calemo!

OMIgS)O™m Mldlato  ®EIVIEE @RS} MSlom
aflem)! G@OWo  BHILIDAMILD  &OM6Mo  LEMal
€006QOCMOWI@  Mlam)o  Hocaodluilealen)ss
GeNI0G)HU3 M B0) @ROIWIa}eNZ0B:)IND QIOO
mdomlealajldlenan)  of)ham @R @@1lc3
@lan)o @ROIWOM HFl6Nm). BRYH®H[IOS  NlaOS
000, DOOEH SHOWIMIENM  af)MH EMIAVIVO.
D06Mo M| MEANIG) MOBRo OBl 6)2IMMITE3
SO QO(MCAWBS).

alj0G0G) Galdd»0m el arlese  solalan
amomlenns Mol meMIee)E0I8o  E0EBEMo.
H)FOVIT  BOO0Q @YU  GaldLlo  GRG@IM)
88 @RYCOOVIERO AMAVOIVIRLIERd  Mmealdlal.
af)0iloseslelo HEBIW0)IM) ¢Moo HAIg)all
HH0OOMM) HAI2JOER  aflegm)  aIg)a{lneC
af60eIgM) @GOG EaldGOM3MIEM).

@RBIOOD  HAUANSOWIM) GUaHo  @BRAINOSHS
M M(@1CWIS @O OHHUO  20ANEBU COS].
@POIMIOS af)Qiloseajamoel)o ‘@yBio @640  agf)an
060elolad @mloaom) al®eooilo)an o) enilw
3@ PBOqHUB @ERYAHO)0 CGAINBZIO® @MILOAIW;
)S1Gaf0  3)SIHNIOHMEWI af)QlOSEWI A0GTM)!!
aMEBE)OS @RYUWIo BlTMIW)o GHENEEaloud VM
Oq8s 6 @1 800wl aloaom). ee(al
aig) @R Mg algldendm aIdlcseeaa).

90 Camogliyile Kallumalakal



@P®0 AVIA®o  GlNSHITINE0M  @RB)ONRH;IGI,
mo8lo ClNVE: af)S}ee6emMo, @REBOM B0} MMIG]
@3 ailglay), EB8YOS Gandemled MM ailglesno
Mo algyavlel @s)ailed @paid ailgla)) cmossl,
@RYBLHO® O6NE) GalD}o oIFlLINaN) alO6DI). HO6ER
8)0S (AI0GMNMWINS @YPAN0, GMA2|WIOS &M
Qljo H)S1oBHMEIV}aM). MOIM MA@ D0afla))
af)MOWOLNo Ml MILNAMILN)EOIBo dE)OMM
OGP0 FOEBBIM af)OIN OBH06MB) alglel , Rlallmo
Galoorlvel OSHSIEEI0 HVQECOMHNIUE B0)al
08 B)ati®H0206M MOBN0. GRMIT GRRo &seflod
21081 210&H)M@OAN0 af)OANIHS. BN ailPajomd
M) agymeel, asyailes @eald ailgla) ayanondd
meA@lay), ©6rE), MmN  AIAUMLNOIE3. 8
@)aM)0) W)EOJ GAl6Mo, M6NE) MIMBa|CemN HlmIg
OAUWNG HalQeMo, HST HHU)EI®BOEM 1 300MEIW]
2] @ROEBOMAAMM). GMEEBUY BIMN)o allaNIHHIO®
af)2loo Mlo)aloWldo MG lay)!

alOHY  GalTOAMY  OBIS)Ee)  QIGOVHN)0
AMEBUW  HO)@IVO @AM @R AV B8
OOGIVMOM)0 @WIUW G2103laj® @aNWloo @R
©NGlEN)0 ag)IMO6M). AMEBBRIOS @Y @PAINLOW @3
)@ GaloBlajOLl)o DOMOo VAo @R)YWIYIM)!
2oQomM)o  allalenomd genzowiloyamlel.

moelaiomenl) Mg 988 MAMOW. @R(OVOAE;]
elo MUAMo GAIEMo MEBBUIA AIlENR)o MOICPHN)
88 MOSOODIM). LGlENo AUBOO nNEL1NFIWosNT

MOIE] IOY ) BIWD@. OO af)TNIOIWEJOUD
@REBHEOLI MM B0} HIIOM) o lAHIOWE 0oLl

Oloagle3ealg) GRSIW)LIEM)  DWAIM)o @O
6MYo AIO)AM B0} Y6 alHUlOWE ORI @)Y
GeNIOSIO3  BiUoLo!!l AVDMYo  AlOWORERID  af)OM
MeMapow)8s RlOemITE QAo  G@RHUDIO
Mo cmOMI® mlalato @E@OEM!! @REaOUd @B
allosomnz 21000086 DEBOM  &)50  &h)Sl
W)o G@REPOHMW)o GENIDG HOOM) MICILHN)AN).!!
@RGEa0ud arlens)o 1M1 &)Sl @PAId @RYBEYo @NIoS]
@  210Sl89VOOVEBIGRID  aMEBB0  ®TOCOMIS
)S)@3  M@BEl.  alosH  HS)o Mel @loo
al)fB) ERYEACIY &Selo GRAOMLIYHNM ®l
OW)o MEBBOSB @RS BalOWSIEOMIENE) Gald
)0 Galoerl, MMWla)) &0MEl0)aN). BWoal)eNs)
EMOM MMWOMICIHH0M  calenEl @RM3alo DWOO
9881SO 60} al00WIM3 HWOl aMMEIOMGaoeel
@RaSla{lslaf) Melo @l@lajloyam,.

GUaHo aB@OME alo) AMSIMSSIC3  GenIoS
af) @0}, (2 10VA0W BO) HHCWAIO)0 GRWIBINS A
M o) COOAVIHN)M B0} O] alQMio DN
o)) GRMIG3. @AIOHOIO) Allwo of)EBOMeHWE:]
eljo HWOOM alIQAVISCOMHN) G6NIOG @S)afla)).
20)QINOM) QRIGIOGHUW  @RYG:000H@® aljoenila))
QM 20 Qile)6830ad m@B3a)0 Galoel
VA MIMIO)IMN).0MEBBUS aBC®O @RUMIW MA@
ORI EaIOeEl, MMBE 2o M3 @RYAE
OEl2]) QAUOYAN GEAILIBUD! *6)ald:)OMIMIo BHSeil

Camogliyile Kallumalakal

91

S912111Y painjeaq

_|
T
m
O
>
—
=<
—
m
>
|
o
(@]
_|
(@)
os)
m
X
N
o
o
N




(%]
(7]
—
o=
=)
1S
<
o
(]
S
=)
=)
(]
()]
L.

THE PALM LEAF | OCTOBER 2024

Mo MSYQNE  a)MODANIOEMAN), BRBHOIGMO
O3 @16 20161010 Malato. GENIOS EBBUI B0 M
anlE)aM ald0W)PS QIS aflajls) HVWE0D »HEYO
BOHH TVa0OVATIM M@3H:] HMEEBHS @AIG alel ail
wao aeilaf) cIOSIBHOGL. @Y TVAVHODIOEE
‘veadilen)el emom’ af)an 25le3 @loadelsud &1
SO0 GENIOSIOM  af)S)OMEROMAIS)BHWIEM!!
@RGCa]0Ud @RAlles MIANAIE@®)o D  ENIOSIG3
CHOIEMIS]  @BRS)OM). H30aIQM8 alOTm) aBY) Gl
BBB H02joMVIGlOWV 9BB) QD)0 HWOIODAD).
@AId :emil cMILSlow®leno  HY0aiQad &Ml
eolel . emeaBSEIod  B00U3 2O(@o @PAIBHBHIao
BHOEMCaldtla)) @OAUOO H)S] HWQ), 2YNBBAUA
AlO60M) GAINE @R MAEN0 @Rald:SHo6M !

adlamisieeBog)8s MoElnlomeml) almlg
S0Pl @00 LIGHUIRILHICWIS)AN @Y CENIOSIG3
@RYPoeSeilond @owmlelawled @los:wesndalo
2WAa)o ©@96mM)o @Ryslwos], GalSlajosns,
210IM MW SO, BOAHM WOMa] MEEBU3
20} TEOMEMETIM). B0}aldS ERAMOMBS alOMVal
@ GMOSEMBSBLO®  EMEBBBI0)0  MVoMVIGIEHOM
Galoeo (a0aI®oVl0)aMlal &0WHEHOm)EAIso!
O3 HO HDMIF CNODTMIEM  MEINAUNOWBBIG3
©QIG2QAN0 a0 BWo M0sm Ml emeEBUE OB
M B fla)o.

MoElw 9sM AlRWY GRauiOmIG3 GenIog) eHRslwl

@ N3 SYCINVO B2anlmlom aldtio eQla)) M1
&3] o8aleillo)m @IGWIS  al0aum) MEBOHM
B8 @RAUTMVEOMIG3 GMOHOD GBRAIVIGHHMS?
WihHIOLIW) &) TVGEID BH)QEENIOWERD f29)
eeo® HWB GV @ O]  alosaom)
‘@RO@OIIN)o  TLOWIALI! MEBBGo ald00 alllaf),
‘@Pal@lall®mno® MIINeIEBSIE3  &)S)T  @RYY
O®IG3  WGAAHEMo  MSOMI,  SHOLIAIVLOM)o,
$00Imyanoe, oo milwye 099 @lossl 20
aflaj GUoaHo GAUENE af)LI0 MVANIAOEBBEBIS)O  dh)
sl mo@en coelled @I® @ldlesoan.’

©®1@la)) Ga005eil08 af)eBlee$lemeajoud rIoila,
WOS HEMAIMB HSIVWIHE] 2ilLIH000HE D6EE6HM
al00a )o@ @RgsEla{lSlaflclen @) &:0emoad mel
Gale100loym)!

92 Camogliyile Kallumalakal



THE WIND

Riding through the sky,
rushing past the river,

making the water giggle and jiggle....

It moves through the sky,

touching clouds and rainbows,
passing through the forest,

making the trees dance,

leaves, jumping up and down in joy!

As it glides through,
it sees the world below,

sometimes in ruins and sometimes prosperous ....

It comforts the people,

dry their tears,

it calls the rain,

to cool down the hot weather...

Even if you don't notice,

it is there with you,

in every lovely memory,

the wind accompanies you...

The wind can read your mind,
cheer up your heart and,
make bad thoughts fly away...

Even if you don't notice,
it has always guided you,
followed you in your paths...

In the summer, winter or monsoon,
a lovely wind always blows,

an icy cold wind in winters to, hot,
dry wind in summers ...

Even if you don't notice,
it has always supported you,
making you move ahead...

In every twist and twin of life,

Meghna Menon
Studying in 11th Grade, Holy family HSS, Cherthala.

a cool wind blows you,
helping you to muster up courage,
to face a new challenge ...

When you feel lonely or alone,

just look out through your windows,
it is always there.. the wind,

smiling at you....

Giving you company,

a friend to talk to,

who you cannot see but feel,

who listens patiently and gently blows away....

So, be careful when you are sharing secrets,
as an invisible friend, the wind,
may hear you!

TheWind 93
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LUMINOUS

Meghna Menon

It's the end of the year,
a time to cheer, fear and desire,
and welcome the new year!

Herelam,

writing dreams in my note book,

in a dim light

such a poetic way to start a new year

Well, I am full of fear,
who knows what awaits me?,
that’s another story to tell...

Looking out of the window,

at those lovely fire flies,

lighting up the dim night,

well, they seem to have no fright!

Looking at the moon,

who seems half to be full,

like a slice of an apple,

that shines bright through the canopy.....

The moon light,
spreads in the cold wind,
oh, how it spreads across the globe!

There, | am remembering,

all those incidents that happened;
in the year that has passed,
there’s no return, that'’s a fact.

As the year has passed,

those old days are gone,

but at least we still remember,

How those memories lit up a dull evening!

The clock struck twelve,
it's the new year,

a time to cheer, fear and desire!

Just dream about a new year,
a new hope and wish to start over,
to fix all those mistakes, if made...

Ah, | stare at those light bulbs,

that flicker every now and then,

such a hard effort they make,

to keep glowing till the dawn comes,
dimly but lits up the night...

All these pictures in my surroundings,
give energy to my brain,

a new force that pulls me in to writing,
which makes me forget where | am
and what I'm doing...

Just some strange magic,
that pulls my pen down towards the paper,
that lies nearby in my desk...

There’s so much I've got to do,
but still 'am writing,

not keeping my pen down,
going from one line to other,
lighting up a new world.

Those ideas that keep me awake,
even at midnight,

sometimes turn out to be,

a new path, a new light,

filled with thoughts and words...

They are like a night lamp,
that brighten up my dreams,
and keep my thoughts,
luminous and alive.........

94 Luminous
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Mural painting by Dr.Sethulekshmy Nair
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