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Edtitory Note: 

The idea of starting a literary magazine arose in the incertitude and bleakness of 

present times. Rasa Literary Review began with the hope of providing the essence 

of various hues of life or the myriad shades of navarasas as in Indian aesthetics 

and to uplift the vibrant words and voices of emerging writers. Within this short 

span of time, we have been overwhelmed by the wondrous contributions that we 

have received and the way we have been embraced by the literary community on 

social media platforms. We are extremely grateful to everyone who has supported 

us, inspired us and helped us to bring out our very first issue. We are excited to 

unfurl this excellent issue and share the intense yet soothing, dark yet hopeful, 

captivating and musical poetry, the humorous, exciting, heartwarming prose and 

awing, marvelous artworks of our talented contributors. We hope you enjoy the 

inaugural issue of our magazine. 

—Editors of RASA LITERARY REVIEW
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The Night Before 

By Allison Grayhurst 

I praised and held the wind 

in a jar. 

All the while, the stars melted, 

old gods 

were replaced by new ones, 

and the once invincible 

were fated to run lunatic through 

communities, terrorizing 

and leaving pathways of blood 

with their strong arms



and war-loving minds. 

Dancers curled up 

like centipedes, 

poets lost their poetry to analysis 

and clichés, 

and worst of all - 

no one was able to tell the 

difference between 

what was gold and what was a 

trinket. 

My hair was long, back 

then, I remember, 

my beaten-up hands were 

supplicating, 

but every blessing was denied 

me, from weariness, 

from loss and from my own 

hard-hearted pride. 

I was ready to be fatally 

wounded, as such an ache 

would an adventure. 

I was ready to run across a river 

and test the currents’ force 

against my own resolve.



So I went north, away 

from the wicked heat 

Mediterranean sun. 

I praised, and in that praise, was 

half-way perfect. 

A mouse could not know my 

skilled imagination 

and an eagle was too high to tap 

deep into my shadows. 

I went up a mountain, but 

first over 

that river. I sang a new language 

when 

I touch the snow, sang, 

making an Eden in that virgin toil.



  
Pythagoras Ovid Royalty 

By Allison Grayhurst 

Unwed from heritage, for the tie of tradition is darkness, 

and the price in the folly of lineage, 

is a line to cross, to be born into 

Sink or swim in your history, families are special 

like all families are special, like all cultures are beauty mingled with cruelty — 

things that hardened into meaningless rock and things that are allowed to move 

and keep their life force



Be born like a new babe, eyes set on only mother-father God, 

don’t carry the price and the agony of your blood 

that is only blood, not spiritual, and only mighty in illusion 

by you ordaining it so. 

Belong nowhere and hold that freedom that is hard to own and is immediate 

as mountain is or a rainstorm. 

Race with the wind, lighten the burden, 

bathe in a burst of ever-fresh 

glory, 

toeing the line for no one — release 

all wounds and accolades 

of what you claim as your own but where and who you’ve never been — 

If past lives are real, then belong to every 

Race, every culture, every species. 

Once we were all fish, so 

Stop fishing.



  
By Allison Grayhurst 

This prayer was the last prayer Devoured and regurgitated into a lie. Hearts I voted on 

Desired safety above courage, avoidance



Above truth and speculation above action. 

Two-fold was this falsehood, this 

Pollination of pitiful love. 

Drug-induced, polluted with vagueness 

And amoral substitutes for honour. 

I believed in you, comforted you 

In your wanderings and in your torture. 

But this river has gone undernourished, 

Dried into a barely moving stream. 

What was grand and glorious, 

A life source for a whole ecosystem, 

Now strides without gusto or usefulness. 

Liar at the full moon. 

Liar when you hide in your fantasy, 

And then you lie again and hiding it, 

Say it does not count but it counts, 

Each lie builds a bed, littered with compost, 

Bars that block the view from the sky. 

Everything I thought was strong, 

Unbreakable, deathless, 

Has ended in this infestation,



As you play-act queen light warrior, 

Indulging in ego-feeding conspiracy theories, 

Harming truth, defiling acts of other people’s courage. 

So much suffering, whitewashed, 

Arrogantly dismissed, by you, 

Doubtless in your cult-convictions, 

Saying ‘awakening!”, building platforms 

On top of platforms — 

A grotesque paradigm of crazy, 

Where you have all the answers 

And I have nothing left To hope for or to say.



  

April 

By Ronald Tuhin D Rogario 

How often does April come? 

Dripping off a leaf’s spine, 

Shadows chew the clothesline 

like fish in a retail shop, 

Between the theory of Edison 

Light in a lemon throat 

Slither under the shirts collar. 

There's an old old smell -- tent A smoke 

climbs the ladder to the chimney as the 

kettle hiccups on the kitchen stove.



How often does April come? 

Dripping off a leaf’s spine, 

Shadows chew the clothesline 

like fish in a retail shop, 

Between the theory of Edison 

Light in a lemon throat 

Slither under the shirts collar. 

There's an old old smell -- tent A smoke 

climbs the ladder to the chimney as the 

kettle hiccups on the kitchen stove. 
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Papa‘y wordy 

By Akinwote John Akintayo 

That night, while I lay frozen 

With fear on my bed, Papa 

Touched my forehead and Began to whisper into my ears, 

“Banjo, say adicu to that kid, 

The one from a world so different 

From here; a world where he sees 

Nothing but impossibilities; a world 

Intoxicated by fear and inferiority. 
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Say farewell to that kid, the 

One always tilting at windmills, 

Who uses his pen to paint his 

Journal with ghost stories and 

Unseen monstrosities. 

Tell that kid, goodnight. Let him 

Drift into nothingness. Let him 

Become ashes. Let him be gone 

Forever as you wake tomorrow 

To a morning of newness. 

Find light in the darkness, Banjo, 

Smear this pitch black with 

White and walk away from the 

Weak, fearful and broken you.” 

12



  

lintitleda 

By Zarnabl Tufail 

To all the times I’ve stopped my tears — 

A bad apple on the tree, a shorter story, hatred for my 

body, my sleep. 

Poetry sits at the back of my tongue, 

A stubborn child not wanting to get out of the closet. It 

rolls around making sure I am aware 

Of its pain, a soundless scream. 

I hear its silence and it is deafening. 

13



  

Periwinkle wings 
By Saran Sanders 

You, my friend, are a magnificent being. 

Words said in passing 

MOVETH 

ROUGH 

Empty space. 

THE 

IGNITION 

Of something grand— 
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Something real. 

The glistening tip of an iceberg reaching shore. 

The sparkle of a dream coming true. 

What is to be 

EXPECTED 

Within the 

UNEXPECTED? 

Each day a new calamity 

In the cool calmness 

Of lilac colors. 

You are 

ALIVE 

And you are 

GREAT. 

I will remember nothing 

When I drift into the mist. 

15



  

Your Deeds Design Your Grave 
By Lraf Shariq 

Oh peace! Oh peace! Where are you? I cried, 

Could you stop frolicking seek and hide? 

The very first time I found you in my mother’s arms, 

Since then I am scrutinizing you in worldly charms, 

A cordial voice echoed in my ear, 

Why young soul so gloomy my dear? 

I said, day and night passes and the earth twirled, 

Masses are rushing in this buzzing world, 

The stranger sat beside me and courteously smiled, And here we conferred for the first time, 

Lack of peace is your problem I see, 

You will find profound solace in me, 

Who are you? Inquired I in a rave, 

Your loyal friend I am the” Grave”, 

16



I am enlightened by the God’s light, 

Don’t you worry everything will be all right, 

In me you shall slumber on roses in peace, 

And a garland of blossoms you will receive, 

The angels will eclipse you through their wings, 

To safeguard you from frosty winds, 

The air of heaven will caress your cheeks, 

To ensure like mothers, you are warm and asleep, 

The nightingale will chant mellifluous songs, 

Dancing butterflies will enthrall my doll, 

Under the bower of evergreen tree, I 

Incredible affection you will see, 

Evergreen tree will shed its foliage on you, 

To manifest its everlasting love so true, 

Grave, I am captivated by every inch of your word, 

But people are afraid of you I have heard, 

They say you are horrifying, 

Humans “the great” are afraid of dying, 

Is that so? Said Grave in an astonishment, 

It seems worldly charms are becoming their endearments, 

Your deeds design me, 

I am discrimination free, 

Iam reflection of your deeds, 

17



To which great humans never pay heed, 

To those only I greet, 

Their souls who daily feed, 

By remembering Allah the exalted, 

To him they are deeply indebted, 

I uttered melancholy, Grave, I am not a Sufi, 

I am a sinner unaware of spiritual duty, 

A sinner can be beautiful too, 

Now without further ado, 

Look at Allah’s mercy you will never ever despair, 

Allah says I am the most forgiving be aware, 

Hold on Allah’s hand, 

Oh you piece of sand, 

The lord of two east and two west, 

Will do everything for your best, 

I am beautiful for beautiful souls, 

Jannat is their ultimate goal, 

Iam summary of your life, 

So be helpful and be kind, 

Don’t just be a human, but a humanitarian, 

You will find me your greatest companion, 

I want on humans face a sweet accord, 

When their soul is taken by their lord, 

Will humans come to me happily? 

18



Or will still be afraid so badly? 

I behold the firmament and smiled, 

Replied Grave; I got my answer my child. 

19



  

If I Chose To-Smtle 
By Vanessa OkKove 

“Do you know how lonely feels? I do” I say to myself every day. To drown in the torment of 

Feeling like peace is water slipping away from my little, porous hands. To speak of happy like 

She was a long lost aunt, the kind you know nothing about and never comes for family unions. 

To find sanity in the turmoil of my everyday thoughts and say “yes” when I mean “never”. To 

Look and look and fear you'll never find. 

But if I chose to smile through it then the angels would sing every day, flowers would bloom And 

time would unfreeze, the past would seem less absurd and the pain might simmer. 

20



If I chose to smile, I choose to speak and listen to myself. I choose to give myself a chance at 

peace, I 

Try to close my hands together. I choose to pick flowers from the garden in my backyard and 

from 

The one in my mind. 

If I chose to smile then life wouldn’t seem like ice in the summer, colors would 

Be colors and not sad memories, fear wouldn’t live under my skin and maybe, just maybe, my 

aunt 

Would come home for dinner. I do. 

21



  
SITE SATA ART CATH APE CTT SICH, 

TENS TASC CR CAG; 

8 AAT BF CT, 

SAS (TIT TT ANS BI, 

COMP FITS CHT SAT AMM, 

ARG Were ws, ona fay fay Ge GET TANT | 

Translation — Rain 

There’s a cloud that peers through my window, every day 

As the panes lave — hectic with splashing spell of rain 

Almost like the petals of lips drench together 

Almost like the myocardium deodorizes — wondrous, humid 

Such is how clouds brushstroke glass 

Rain blisters outside as droplets collect, wholesome within the room. 
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ATTANS 4s 

SRS TTT FATT GT AAT FCF GAS APANA, 

ATSTT ANS FACTS CTT FAR CAT MCE SATB, 

RNG, CHROT SIA farsaHOTA | 

Ofer Hat aH coTe, Sia FTA; 

GOA FIR A TN FL ST TT SNA SERA; 

TSREA SET Faw GS SAT WS STAT STATA | 

PPT SIN, SUPT SPHFA GA NR, CRI... 

1S TOMA GHATA-AC FAVS, 

SAAN PICT fer SRST, 

FRR, COPA CAA ATE SENA-AFT | 

FT FET, SIENA SET SISTA ACOT 
BINA CT SL AAT; 

SIENA Tala FENG AWG NSHHA PSST, 

TIBATS (AS (ATR CORN FAA TOGA; 

IAT TAA HMA MN ACG A, 

TOS CA AT SEA CAG, 

BIS CF ATT WA AT 
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gfaat PE ACT afr 

FR OH TNS Car TAA ATT 

IPATA AT MPCTA MNT FIGS CATA, 

sf corns, wat arena | 

TIAA TTT 8B MT SNA 

TEA HA Pores AS MA SNA Ta 

BAT CAAT, COMA CBRN THT HAST FEATS, 

ora afr fears Faas 

Translation — New Year 

Again, eve descends upon the bosom of the drowsy world, 

Still the last rays of light refract through the canopy of leaves 

Open the windows and you can hear the oceanic roar As if a 

mourning melody — yet strangely still, solemnly silent. 

I know how life has come to a pause, dismayed. 

Our sun that shone lucent between us, has now seeped into the deep dark. 

The eerie sable rises, tearing apart the beam of the butter lamps. 

You know, how I fear the dark, as if it proclaims 

The unlit solitude of centuries 

Clouded black sequestration, 

Or the tarnished blue gaze of your eyes. 
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Remember our past? 

Believe me, my fingers are smeared with love, 

Like birthmarks. 

This body shudders in tremendous ache whenever I think of our wounds of the past. 

Your words are tightly cusped still in my topography of pain and love. . 

My epidermis is like burnt dreams of moonshock. 

I bathe in sunshine every day 

Yet scars remain. 

Once the world comes alive again, 

Visit me in the way birds reach their 

nests smelling the spell of twilight 

We will crisscross the sky together, 

The sun will be yours, mine the spinning planet. Yet again 

etch my skin, etch wounds with your briny lips like 

From our forgotten past. 

Then, your eyes will know the monsoon green, 

And the world will know revolt. 

25



  

ONCE MORE, SVOWED IN 
By John Grey 

Another six inches of snow forecast. 

Already a foot and a half on the 

ground but nature abhors an odd 

number. Somewhere beneath these 

drifts surely lies the circuitry of spring. 

But the sun is vague on the subject. 

The temperature won't hear of it. 

Some days just feel like every other 

day must be like this. 

The memory is as iced up as the windows. 

Flakes block every passage to a different season. 

T have a hearth at least. 

But even raw flame feels artificial. 

It's Whiter. 

White news falls from the sky. 

The world stops in its white tracks. 
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Time's like a white swaying pendulum 

between day and night, unable to midge 

forward. 

Nothing changes. 

Nothing can change. 

And life is too short to 

feel like it's forever 

27
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MELODIES OF THE SOUL 

By Samadrita Sarkar 

Last night, I became 

reacquainted with myself. My 

soul had been in a frenzy amidst 

the crisis and I thought to 

myself, “Why is the world 

wicked?” 

Then I stumbled across “Khud 

Se” by Osho Jain. Listening to 

the song on the loop made me realise the ways of the world. 

The world is a terrible mischief-maker, sadist even- it enjoys watching me 

squirm. And I do squirm, my heart beating a staccato rhythm, and I feel I'm out 

of depth. I stop understanding myself and flail helplessly as I lose the grasp over 

my being. And then I'm in a maze, vertigo swimming over me, engulfing me, 

pulling me into a dark abyss. It's a different kind of depth. 

Last night, as I became comfortable around nocturnal peace, a sense of 

tranquillity washed over me, cleansing me off my impurities, all the negativities 

I had gathered from around and somehow couldn't part from them. But last 

night, I became a new leaf, my subconscious laid bare. I became introspective 

and started musing. 

Staying in quarantine and remaining calm isn't easy for everybody and to all 

those who are suffering, this one is for you. We are strong enough and we will get 

through. 

As if the deadly pandemic wasn't enough, people all around started unleashing 

years of pent up hatred and spite upon victims. Osho Jain's “Khud Se” - On My 

Own, told me the truth, which I knew deep in my heart, but never fully accepted, 

until last night. No matter how many people accompany you through your life's 

journey, you're mostly alone. And it is this sense of loneliness that makes us fear 
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the unknown. How many times have I dreaded being alone and helpless? More 

than I can count. I have been a part of many groups, but how many times have I 

actually felt a sense of security and belongingness? Maybe not even one-fourth of 

the time. 

That constant, eerie feeling of 'judgemental eyes’ boring a hole behind my back, 

tearing me apart made me spend many 'sleepless nights’. 

I have let go of my persona, fearing my true self would never be accepted. At 

other times, I feel people have taken me for granted. That I never am loved or 

made to feel at home. 

“Dekh kar bhi nahi dekhtey”- They look at me, but don't really see. This line of 

the song hit me hard like a ton of bricks to my chest. I felt, last night, that I had 

strived to live up to people's standards, up to society's standards. People look at 

me, are impressed by my facade, but do they ever see beyond the exterior? To 

examine what I am made of? They have just dissected my outer shell, making 

studies, only to reject me if I'm ‘not up to the mark’. They have made this world a 

morgue, lacking in emotions and colours. The world has truly become a dark, 

bleak place and the humans within, soulless. 

Now that we're in quarantine, I think about Pablo Neruda's poem, “Keeping 

Quiet”. We have been always on the move, physical work and selfish outlook on 

life have never really allowed us to be silent and ponder upon our actions. But 

after weeks of physical inactivity and social distancing, last night, I repented my 

actions. I had always been on the run, appealing to the positive conscience of 

people, hoping that I would be one of them. But whatever I did, didn't suffice. 

Something similar along the lines of “Khud Se” ’s lyrics resonated through the 

inner walls of my mind; “Un logon ko kaise manayoon?” - How to placate those 

people? For the longest time, I have felt that their opinions of me would shape 

the person I am, or rather, will be. And I wholeheartedly believed that being like 

them, pleasing them and being with them are the only ways to achieve 

happiness. 



33 
 

Last night, I asked myself, “Was I really happy?” No, I wasn't. I had discarded 

the little trinkets that light up my world in the quest for some phantom 

exhilaration. And last night, I came to terms with the fact that the rush had 

been there all this time, because of the innate toxicity I had acquired within 

myself, quite unknowingly. But it had started seeping into my subconscious 

nonetheless. So last night, I simply let go. 

Last night, I created my own rendition of “Khud Se”. When Osho Jain asked the 

rivers and the mountains, the very signs of an old way of life- our Mother 

Nature, whether the people are angry at him, he asked himself, his inner Osho, 

still innocent and splashed with the vibrant colours of life. And I followed Osho's 

footsteps. I asked my true self, “Are these people really worthy of receiving my 

support and assurance?” The answer was right there among the hot depths of my 

heart, clearly stating me what course of path to avail. 

“No one is angry with you 

You're just angry with yourself” 

These lines gave me hope. When Nature herself gives you her word, who're you 

to question? It doesn't matter whether people are angry with me or not. Their 

opinions never matter. Nor do their acceptance of my outer facade! However, it 

matters what I think of myself, how much worth I put on myself, how much of a 

true human being I work towards becoming, every single day. 

The words 'Self Love’ might go around being a viral phrase across social media 
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platforms, but how many do actually abide by it, rather than feeling 

disappointed about not meeting certain standards? Last night I realised if I don't 

love the person I am, I can never spread love around the world. I have wasted my 

time creating my own version of 'Despicable Me’, rather than ‘Sound Of Music’. 

Maybe I was just upset with myself. For not doing enough. For not meeting 

levels. For not…. being enough. 

Victor Hugo once said, “Music expresses that which cannot be said and on which 

it is impossible to be silent.” 

Last night, I experienced it first-hand. Last night, I found peace within myself. 

 

 

 

 

PARROT PROPHECIES 

By Chitra Gopalakrishnan 

 

 

I have come to have my killi joshiyam read on the roadside, trusting the 

cognitivecapacities of a caged parrot to decipher my life, to tell me if another 

kind of life is possible. 

A heart crushed by the utter loss of hope will likely cling to the weakest 

expectancy. I laymy faith in the oracular abilities of a caged parrot, in its 

squawked communication to divinetruths about some fundamental questions. 

Trusting a darned parrot, I guess, is better than having no trust in anything. 

Breaking down distinctions between human and birds have fallen into disrepute 

overcenturies, even in India where animism is a part of life. But not so in 
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Madurai, in Tamil Nadu, inthe south of the country, where I live and where 

human language has more in common withbirdsong than anywhere else. 

Multitudes of parrots at the Meenakshi Amman temple, around which our city is 

built,create symphonies with chorused daily trills of the words ‘Madurai 

Meenakshi’. They arerevered as much for their distinct worship of the goddess as 

for being the chosen bird of thegoddess who make prophecies on her behalf. 

Understandably, the fragrant goddess Meenakshi figurines within the temple, 

streakedwith sandalwood, vermillion and turmeric, are deemed incomplete and 

unworthy if a sculptedparrot is not perched on her right hand. 

“Our city, the oldest living city in the country, throbs with the feminine energy of 

thisgoddess who is worshipped in completeness…using mantra, tantra and 

yantra… be in the dry,hot summers or the cool margazhi months of winter when 

the celebrations reach exhilaratinglevels,” says my grandmother. 

My mother is more lucid. “Our oral traditions honour Meenakshi through verse 

and song.Our geometric yet artistic white rice flour kolams created at dawn 

outside each of our homes forher welcome her into our daily lives. And when we 

seek equilibrium of the feminine andmasculine energies through prayer and 

meditation of her, we aim at balance, the truth that lies atthe heart of all healing 

and renewal.” 

Yet for me, of late, the goddess is neither making herself known nor rendering 

theunspeakable spoken. I cannot hear her or feel her in my veins or spirit. My 

life, job and marriageincluded, is disintegrating. I seem unable to bring the 

different parts of myself together. I fear myemotional and economic 

precariousness could soon fold into black extinction. 

Even Madurai whose pounding rhythms I know and relish intimately feels alien. 

My city,the only one in the world to have streets named after each month of the 

year, now denies me myearlier easy empathy. Instead, she hands me the dread of 

death in the form of a new virus that hashitched a ride on a bat (no, not a parrot) 

to decimate her people. Her roads with a permanentoverhang of the perfumed 
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malli (jasmine) now seem to putrefy in the stagnant heat, in a stench ofrotting 

fish, vegetables, sweat and human agony. 

So regardless of ethno-ornithological analyses that show parrots to be 

messengers offuture happenings, such as love, sickness, death, rain and climate 

change, but trusting insomething far more irrational, in a bizarre belief that this 

bird can foretell my future beyond human abilities, I find myself sitting cross-

legged on a reed mat under a leafy banyan tree on theMeenakshi temple lane 

with Manikanthan, the parrot 

astrologer. 

He calls his art “a mix of 

science, mysticism and skill” 

and his rose-ringed parrot 

Rani “afeathered messenger of 

the divine.” 

Manikanthan’s face is 

somewhere between vulpine 

and benign, his forehead is streakedwith ash and his uncovered legs are hairy, 

his dhoti double-folded over his knees. Rani is eyeinga plate of chillies kept for 

her through the grills. 

“Tell me your name and ask me your question. Rani will draw out three cards 

with herred beak from my unique parrot astrology deck of 27 cards, dance a 

confirmatory dance aroundone and I will interpret its symbolism and get you to 

see the world differently,” promisesManikanthan. 

I tell him my name and ask him what the future holds for me. 

Manikanthan pulls up the wooden flap of the cage and Rani hops out. She beak-

haulsthree cards from the deck of red handmade cloth cards, each with a streak 

of gold in the middle,and then with a fluid movement squawks around one. 

When Manikanthan opens it, I see an image of the frightful Goddess 

Meenakshibalancing the world on her fingertip. Her avatar is not gentle. Her 
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eyes are on fire and her flyinglong hair aflame. I assume the worst, more so as I 

see Rani peck at a chilli with malicioussatisfaction. 

 

But Manikanthan’s face breaks into a smile. “This card tells you that history is 

not alinear with upward progress but moves in cycles. That if disaster is natural 

so is creation. So, yourgood time will come soon.” 

I sit still, feeling elated and foolish at the same time. 

The parrot’s procrastination squeezed into one fiery card is, after all, a common 

truth.Not specific to the parrot’s prediction or me. The truth of cyclical time is 

not universal after allbut particular to the Hindu cosmology. It holds that for the 

past 2,700 years we have beenevolving through the Kali Yuga, and that this 

Yuga is nearing its end. This means thatcataclysmic earth changes and 

civilization collapses are natural as the next phase will be one ofrevival. 

I pay Manikanthan but don’t leave. I continue to sit under the banyan tree for 

someinexplicable reason. Maybe I don’t want to leave without answers from my 

last source of hope.Quite simply just that. 

Is Rani telling me that I live in an illusion and appearance of things as the 

Hinduphilosophy says? I wonder. That notions of time, good, bad, life and death 

hold no meaning.That ultimately, I am nothing. Yet being nothing, I am 

everything as I am one with everything.That is no separation from me and the 

banyan tree that I sit under. Or from the evil within thechilli that stings your 

tongue. That I need to move into this unbroken space of oneness. Gobeyond the 

material world and myself into this unknown space my answer? This place 

ofconnectedness, love, joy, insight and compassion? 

Is this my awakening from the parrot prophecies? 

I can hear the temple bells, feel the city breeze. 

I break out into a smile. 
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I laughingly tell myself that as long as I and others have questions, clairvoyant 

parrotslike Rani will be waiting. For me and others to look within for answers. 

And wait for them toarrive, when they feel it is time to! 

I get up and move towards my city, to find its soul. Inside out. 

                                            

 

                                            HIRAETH-SUNRISE 

By Nachi Keta 

The light blue LED of my fully charged laptop stares at me, appearing 

scandalized by its mere presence, glittering like the luminous eyes of an alien. 

Overhead, whirring on its own, is the fan, crisscrossing the blue rays, making 

peculiar patterns on the ceiling, reminding me of a fancy discotheque in a funky 

college movie. 

My eyes are wide awake. I use them to figure out the time from the radium- 

encrusted hands of the clock, serenely hung up there, on the wall, with glowing 

protuberances of Ajanta, whiling away its own time—Tick Tock, indifferent to its 

surroundings. The atmosphere is cool, dampened by the late-night condensation; 

adeep silence prevails, rhythmically interrupted by the rustling of pages, a book 

unceremoniously heaped near the pillow; the pair of glasses reflecting light blue 

rays, quietly ensconced in the binding’s groove. 

I force myself out of the comfortable bed, grope for my sneakers with the tip of 

my toes, and carry myself down to the washroom. 

—— 

It is four O’clock; the sun has not appeared yet, and I am here, on the lowerberth 

of a train, during one of my voyages across the great plains of the holy 

Gangesand the mammoth Brahmaputra. My parents are in their deepest of 

slumbers, likeother passengers of the compartment, blithely indifferent to the 
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two of us. There ismy younger brother, a malnourished midget then, hands 

hanging down from theseat, like the end of a thick rope, moving back and forth, 

synchronizing with thetrain’s sensual hurling symphony. I wave to myself, 

already aware of the responsethough, or rather the lack of response; he keeps 

staring out the window, doing what Ienjoyed the most… when I was him- looking 

at the nature racing outside. 

Trees of varied size and shape, presenting different semblances of the same 

colour green, nature’s mark; inexorably diminishing away with the velocity of the 

train,giving way to 

diverse herbs and 

shrubs now and then, 

intermittently blocked 

by theelectric poles. 

Streams, ponds, brooks, 

tanks, and rivers; the 

indisputable 

ultimatesources of freshwater, the reasons behind the outgrowth of civilization 

in theseplains; banking the great fields, fields of sugarcane, of paddy and wheat; 

the dung-flower floating hither and thither, buffaloes being washed, men and 

women cleaningthemselves, children howling and flapping the surface of the 

water with their hands; Iwould always get afraid when the train passed over a 

bridge, making a horrendousdin, terrifying to the extent of raising my hairs. My 

imagination would createunfriendly scenes in my mind- what would happen if 

the bridge collapses? 

And there are mighty mountains, in the route comprising the regions of 

Assamand West Bengal, grandeur pouring out from mention of the word itself, 

surgingthrough the very soul of mine; the mountains remind me of many things: 

theKamakhya temple, any worthy description of which requires a whole new 

book; theVaishno temple, yet another example of nature’s exotic brilliance, which 

interestinglymy smaller self is still unaware of; the story I read in my fifth 
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standard, in which theprincess chose the rat over the mountain as her probable 

bridegroom because therat could make holes at the latter’s base. 

In fact, I have always fantasized living an adventurous life among the 

mountains, sipping a cup of warm coffee while reading a book, going for a walk 

downthe slope and then coming back with a cute puppy; lying down on a cosy 

armchairand absorbing the heralded beauty of mountains - the immaculate 

heights, the fog,the cedar forests, the sprinkling brooks, the ladder fields, the 

snaky roads, theconsummate potpourri of nature’s gifts. And then I suddenly 

remember that I havenever been to a seashore, no, I must have visited it at least 

once, once when I livedin Madras, but I was too young, too immature to 

comprehend the meaning of seawaves. 

Standing there on the deck of a running train with my younger self, I try to 

recollect what I am thinking as an eight-year-old boy, who does not wear glasses 

and has little knowledge of the vastness of this world - the diversity, and the 

good 

things which bind it together: love and peace; and the bad things which infest it 

incessantly and try to divide it: hatred and agony, diseases and debauchery. He 

must think something good; I am sure; I am too used to myself and my facial 

expressions. The sun has not risen yet; maybe the light rays are just eight 

minutes 

away, or maybe they have not started their pilgrim yet; maybe I am becoming 

too 

philosophical and maybe I should stop thinking such futile things. 

Maybe I should concentrate more on washing my hands; maybe the world is 

too right to be ignored further: that senility is not because of senescence but a 

natural consequence of constant and harmful brooding: thinking and imagining 

thatyou can visit your past; that crazy people wake up at four O’clock and think 

aboutgoing to the rooftop. 

I resolve to go against the world. 

—- 
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“Now, I am on a train looking outside the window, waiting for the morn. I look 

at my father’s watch. It is four. The vacations were great. I visited all my uncles 

andaunts. It was a memorable experience in Delhi, but I don’t like Delhi very 

much. Coldgushes of outside wind slap at my face. The third standard is very 

hard becausethere is English as the primary subject. I am trying to learn it. So I 

try to write more.There are dark dots outside the window running continuously. 

Suddenly there is lightin the sky. First red and then white. Sun is going up 

slowly. The world is visible now.I think this is the first sunrise I have ever seen 

because I usually wake up after six. Itlooks like the train is revolving around the 

sun. I press my face on the rods in thewindow and try to locate the engine. I 

enjoy doing it very much. The engine whistlesand spread a lot of smoke in the 

air. I am on the 24th coach behind the engine.Suddenly I feel like peeing. I stand 

up and go to the end of the coach to pee.” 

—- 

It feels much lighter, now that I have emptied my bladders, night time peeing: 

one of the idiosyncratic symptoms of people with kidney problems; I quietly 

tiptoe 

myself across the hall, clamber up the stairs to the rooftop, all the while making 

surethat nobody wakes up accidentally. The modern street lights do not prevent 

thedarkness from showing its engrossing presence, it is thick: the air, making it 

a littledifficult to breathe; I look up at the sky; the moon is there, shining more 

palely than Ihave ever seen it; it is losing its sheen, as seconds pass by, slowly 

and serenely, asthe first rays of the sun strike the surface of the earth. I am 

surrounded by amultitude of flats, each of them distinct in its own way, each of 

them having a uniqueposition in the heart of its dwellers; the sound of distant 

trucks, buses, and cars,being carried by the tardily flowing pangs of wind, strike 

the eardrum of my ears. 

The black slowly dissolves itself into deep red, followed by its lighter versions; 
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rays emanate from the roofs in the eastern direction, perhaps the sun has 

already 

risen and I cannot see it in full glory because of the obstructing buildings. The 

sky ispainted with red and yellow as if two entire bottles of watercolour, one red 

and otheryellow, have been spilled upon a piece of paper and it is trying to 

absorb them; thereare black dots, signifying the existence of twittering birds, 

welcoming the sun in theirown unique way. The imagery is picture-perfect, the 

exact analogy of what theydescribe through language, through paintings, 

through various other modes ofcommunication developed my human being, but, 

still, there is a lot more to grasp, alot more to dive into; perhaps that is what’s 

enchanting about nature, we can neverfeel it through others. And now there 

appears the sun, the ultimate source of energy,of light, of warmth; the red and 

orange of the sky slowly fades into yellow and thendissolves into the most 

pristine form of white; the moisture disappears and acomforting heat soothes my 

entire body, each and every cell feels energetic. Like ithas been supplied with 

enormous quantities of glucose and mitochondria. Like it hastaken an entirely 

new birth; I feel ecstatic pleasure in its extreme form. 

According to Hindu mythology, The Sun God travels in the sky on a chariot 

carried by seven horses; according to various experiments by many physicists, 

lightis a mixture of seven colours; seven is the only thing common between them, 

yet itbinds them for eternity; the seven horses scatter as they pass through 

theatmosphere and give delusions of different colours to the observer. As the sun 

surgesup the sky, I contemplate: twelve years have passed since I first observed 

thesunrise, yet it is the same: the same feeling of nostalgia, the same feeling of 

amazement for the power of nature’s brilliance; time travels in circles: it 

continuouslykeeps throwing you into similar situations; what changes is us, our 

modes ofcommunicating with the world, our ways of looking at the things. 

Life is, perhaps, too short to neglect things like these. 
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