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Someone said it right that creativity does not depend on age; it can spring up as early as Alexander 
Pope or take a long span of time as in the case of Dryden. Moreover, creativity can also bring 
certain other gifts with it – realism, prudence, vision and many others. I have received a poem 
by a rather young poet – Paridhi, who is a student of class XI at present. When she wrote this 
poem (that I shall attach), she was a student of class nine only. When I read the poem at first 
hand, I was taken by an awe! What a way to think the things! Let us have a look at the poem: 

Lost Half of Life 

I STAND IN THE FEARSOME NIGHT 
ALONE TO FIGHT 

QUITE HARD IS LIFE WITH NO DREAMS LIGHT 
LATELY I REALISED 

NOTHING I FIND FOR ME 
SUCCESS WAS STILL FAR 

WHEN PONDER UPON MY PAST 
SOMETIMES I FEEL I HAVE IT HALF 

BUT WILL WORK ON BEHALF? 
IT’S A SUDDEN SHAKE 

SWEAT HAS GONE ALL FAKE 
ENTANGLED I HAD MY START AND MIDDLE 

WHO SURES FOR THE STRAIGHT END? 
BUT NOW WANT A BETTER BEND 

THINK OF THE EXTRA REGARD 
WITHOUT WORKING HARD 

BUT IF I DESERVED, I WOULD TAKE THAT 
BUT HAVE I PERFORMED WELL? 

The poet: 

Paridhi Mundra is a student of class XI at Summer Fields School, Kailash 
Colony, New Delhi. She has one published Hindi poem to her creative 
credit (which cannot evaluate your creativity, for sure!).  

This poem made me think, think twice and think again & again. I hope you will also find this 
piece intriguing. I did not make any changes in the poem to present it as the original work of the 
young poetess. Enjoy the other works published in the issue. Happy reading! 

Alok Mishra 

Editor-in-Chief 

Ashvamegh & ILN Group 
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Who are the poets selected in Issue XVI of Ashvamegh?
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Introduction to the Poet: 

Irsa Ruçi is one of the best known poets of Albania and also works 
as a speechwriter and a lecturer.  
Born in 1990, Irsa has won many awards for her poetry and has 
participated in many poetry anthologies with her poems. Some of 
her awards include the first prize in Anthology 2007 award (best 
poet in Albania) and second prize in the Journey Towards Europe 
competition.  
Her poems presented here have been translated by Silva Daci.  

Mum – and life stars all over again 

You come like a spirit of angels, batting in my chest 
You come like a smile and with light filling my eyes 
In my hand I froze the time  
Till the birth I adored you, like Gods deserve.  

The knitted letters that leak milk of the breast  
You are my longing that I see in the sunny mornings 
Ah, how difficult is to describe love with words  
You impoverish every line,  
To confess the feelings’ emotions  
It is enough to see myself in the mirror.  

No matter doors close in my face  
Nothing breaks me down  
Knowing that the doors of your heart 
Will always be open for me.  

Eternally you will reign with the name “Mother” 
Till the immortal depth of the soul,  
In the height of every creation  
You create in me the love  
Which grows every day like the children’s body; 
Maybe even God was in the same mind with me 
When laid the heaven in your feet.   
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Self to oneself  
 
 
In dreams confused in this night’s sleep  
I got to know you unintentionally  
Appearing innocently: without the daily masque! 
 
I started to spy 
Sneakily  
With the other’s compassion  
That is so merciless 
Like a war of hyenas  
Made up devilishly only for attention…  
 
You were so beautiful where others are gone  
Free,  
Invincible,  
Almost a character borrowed from fairy tales 
It was you,  
Without the creature you carry in your shoulders  
Every time the world turns in despise  
Shown with the glory of simplicity    
Of the poet  
Who sacrifices himself till becoming one with the lines  
To give light to the cold earth. 
 
But the night put off the candle: and my eyes  
Got blind  
Till they turned recognisable, time stole the truth away  
Beyond the consciousness…  
 
The human is frail in front of himself  
Because the evil only weighs to the self…  
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The star’ that weighs my soul! 
 
 
Sometimes in the mornings I look in the sky  
And I gaze like the stars’ light  
Impatiently to steal my smiles away…  
 
Somewhere in the clouds wanders my star  
From where it shines brighter, like a poem’s line  
Insanely written, while you are drunk  
From the glass of wine filled with dreams  
With the waves of the light  
Filled with yourself in insufficiency   
Always some steps away from perfection  
Undeniable…  
 
The rebel star 
That weighs my soul  
That spies me often in my sleep  
Lied in thousands of dreams innocently 
Like a ritual that follows the conviction  
Because the path of shining stars made in space  
It is the light that comes from me! 
 
I am! …Oh, there’s no pride in here  
And if it is,  
It’s the pride of a man  
That childishly dreams  
And believes that her foolishness is enough  
To turn deliriums in proof of reality… 
 
Sometimes in morning I look up in the sky  
And in that mirror I see the path that eyes  
Choose from one angle of infinity 
To the infinite soul  
That smiles for the life! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

8



Ashvamegh: Issue XVI: May 2016     
Featured Poet : Irsa Ruçi                                                                   ISSN: 2454-4574 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A man!  
 
 
Men will never fully understand  
How weak they feel in front of love  
How the strength of their pride are betrayed in that childlike  
And the path of his heart, are easily lost 
In purity of thoughts, through conscious exhaustions  
Like the toddler who hides his lies in their smile.  
 
Women will always think that they have one more sense  
To feel that the light which comes from the manly chest  
Is his unsaid word  
Is a rocky silence  
That breaks disturbed breaths of emotions,  
In their eloquence appears absence, like the sight  
In a mirror where the self is absent 
And the reflection is the soul  
Drowned in the ocean of deliriums that conquers the being.  
 
They burn their wishes like cigarettes, with the grace of simplicity  
And the future is asked in the fog  
Wordless, lost in paths in solitude  
Because a man gives love like his breath…  
 
And the women put the devil in the bottle for that love  
That afterwards know the angel that lies in his soul.  
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Illusion  
From the hole of the wall that rats had hollowed out  
Spying the lamentation ritual  
Of the partridge  
When the wind carries away their melody  
And the cold crushed in my face.  
 
I saw the partridge  
While leaving  
It cut a branch from the cherry 
Petals fall on the land  
Which was left drained  
From the absence; 
Friends put on their dowry their tears  
To collect like the beads toward the neck. 
 
Left without turning the head back  
Without peering the foxy sight  
Left in longing; 
Only the time weighs the hearts  
Hanging the wires  
Like clothes,  
Patching the holdback  
In that ritual of forgiveness  
That reminds the getaway of partridges  
In lamentation… 
 
The hole of the wall hollowed out by rats  
Was filled with birds pup!      
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Introduction to the Poet: 

Sana Rose has been writing poetry and stories long 

before deciding to be a Homoeopathic physician. Her 

first poetry collection ‘The Torrent from My Soul: 

Poems of A Born Dreamer’ was published in 2011. Her 

poems have been published in The Sketchbook 

Journal, The Galway Review, Ithalukal (A Singapore-

based ezine by Keralites) and in the international 

anthology ‘Breaking Silence – A Poetic Lifeline from 

Slavery to Love’ (2013). Her second poetry collection is 

being read by a publisher. She is also editing her first 

novel amidst writing poetry, practising Homoeopathy and motherhood. She lives in Calicut 

(Kerala), India.  

THE FOSSIL 

There's a folded, wrinkled paper  
in my tattered purse.  
A mosaic of white with blue ink blots  
and yellowish stains.  
Torn from the middle of a notebook,  
hastily written over.  
A butterfly with two hearts for wings 
adorn a corner of the page.  
"Amor vincit omnia," says your  
mediocre handwriting.  
 
But I loved the mediocrity -  
all that the worn little letter held.  
Your voice, my eyes.  
Your smile, my tears.  
Your words, my hope.  
Your touch, my dreams.  
 
Long back, you had time  
to convince me 
of the possibilities ahead.  
Today, I'm there,  
we are there,  
yet I find myself keeping the note,   
slipping back into the intoxication 
of beginnings...  
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From time to time,  
twisting time back seems 
like a great idea.  
I could turn back time until  
just before  
the first  
kiss, 
just to feel the trembles  
all over again,  
just to feel the quiver in my lips,  
just to revisit the need in your eyes, 
just to hear that voice again,  
from another time.  
 
But for now,  
I shall make do with 
the fossil in my purse...  
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YOUR SILENCE 

 

Your silence is my undoing -  
I take the cue to welcome 
the loneliness.  
I find refuge in  
a green bottle of icy water -  
my parched soul 
soaks it up  
to the edge of survival.  
 
Your silence is my nourishment - 
I hoard upon it like 
broken timepieces.  
I find solace in 
the ticks of bygone moments -  
my moist skin 
irrigates the dryness 
to the point of giving up.  
 
Your silence is my veil -  
I hide behind it from 
my own muteness.  
I find invisibility in 
the uncouth pleats of the cloth -  
my sheer deafness 
takes a blind eye 
to the brazen touch of needs.  
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THE SLEEPING VOICE 

 

The silence is laced  
by the sparrow's song.  
It could be in my dreams,  
in the stardust that adorns 
the walls of my soul, 
or in a cloud that is 
floating away farther.  
 
I love you, I love you  
to the point of pain -  
but why doesn't it get across? 
 
Why does the bridge burn down  
when the whispers are halfway,  
why do the winds drown 
the murmurs in their howl?  
 
Why does a word crawl across  
the distance between us? 
 
Why does it stall,  
despite the open door?  
 
Why do the voices 
choose to sleep?  
 
Why do we stay? 
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FADING MOMENTS 

 

The number was too high that  
one was not going to make a difference. 
 
I hibernate my system,  
slip into the world I love -  
there is too much out there to catch up. 
 
I grope the weak spots  
amidst my countless stretchmarks -  
there is always a new pit to fall,  
new depths to me that 
I can never resurface from. 
 
The baby snuggles closer  
to catch her train of dreams; 
the mother blinks to clear hers,  
sniffs at her offspring  
for that baby smell  
that's already fading. 
 
Time is on time; 
I wait with a clock in my hands,  
but the hands that matter  
keep turning forward -  
I miss the moment everyday  
and what remains is  
a jaded quilt of memories. 
  

15



Ashvamegh: Issue XVI: May 2016                                                                
Sana Rose : Featured Poet 
 
SISTERS 

 

The cherry blossoms 
are in my reveries;  
the ones that are real  
were in the wildernesses I lost into,  
in my childhood.  
 
The cherries we picked were pink  
and some white -   
never red like the pictures.  
 
So were we.  
 
The thorns that scraped us  
were chided, too -  
they were only for so long. 
 
So was our childhood.  
 
We are sisters in time -  
in pain, lessons and 
dreams.  
 
We are sisters in those  
bird-pecked fruits;  
in chewed mango leaves,  
hidden feathers  
in our dusty books.  
 
We are sisters  
in everything that was  
kept for another lifetime.  
 
Yet, I yearn to go back 
for the unpicked cherries;  
the petals we forgot to share,  
the moments we forgot  
to live.  
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Introduction to the Poet: 

 Barister Khongrymmai from Cherrapunjee, is a poet. He belongs to the city of 
Shillong, Meghalaya. He is currently holding Bachelor degree in Theology 
from Vidyajyoti College of Theology, Raj Niwas Marg, New Delhi.  

 
 
 

 
 

An ABC of A Woman 
 

A woman is the Abode of love, 
The Bond of the family, 

The Charm of the Creator above, 
The Dawn of Humanity. 

 
A woman is the Eye of peace, 
The Face of great kindness, 

The Golden door to life of ease, 
The Hallmark of righteousness. 

 
A woman is the Image of justice, 

The Joy of the earth, 
The Key to life’s happiness, 
The Luminous star of firth. 

 
A woman is the loving Mother, 
The Nurturer of the generation, 
The Origin of great characters, 
The Pioneer of every nation. 

 
A woman is an upright Queen, 

The Riches of human race, 
The Strength, often, quite unseen, 

The Transformer in grace. 
 

A woman is the epitome of Utmost Virtue, 
The Wisdom incomparable, 

No Xerox copy, oh! She’s so true, 
The Youthful Zeal, an embodiment of marvels. 
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Today in our world 
 

Today in our world 
There’s no place for love. 

People are busy with earthly pleasures 
There’s no time to care for others. 

Hatred rules the human race 
Mercy fails to show its face. 
Promise is just only a word, 

That people play in crossword. 
 

Pride binds all people as slaves 
Young and old, no one escapes. 
Corruption rules over all nations, 
Ready to eat the world in seconds. 

We’re mad about matters of money and power, 
Willing to do anything to satisfy our desire. 

We’d rob, steal and cheat the other, 
For ‘I have to live, not my neighbor.” 

 
It’s painful to see 

That we’ve lost our dignity. 
Life, our life has become so cheap 
We don’t care if some others weep. 
Oh! When will we have the courage 

To put an end to this outrage? 
Oh! When will we ever learn 

To live together again? 
 

Rise up! Better late than never! 
In our hands lies our fate. 
Let us work hand in hand 

We’ll make this world a peaceful land. 
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Who are the authors selected in Issue XVI of Ashvamegh? 

 

 

• Don Crawford  
• Bimal Kumar Mishra 
• Fareeha Khan 
• Abigali George 
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A MEANINGFUL LIFE 

A Short Fiction Story  

By 

Don Crawford 

 

Introduction to the Author: 

The author of this story received his Masters of Social Work degree 
from the University of California at Berkeley during the turbulent 
1960s. His 40 years of clinical experiences were varied. As a result, he 
became a lifelong student of human nature and the human condition. 
His lifelong search is for a Truth he can accept and absorb. He 
discovered such a truth in a study of Theosophy and The Ancient 
Wisdom; the only truth he could accept and absorb. At one time or 
another, he has been a member of various International Organizations 
concerned with the spiritual development of humanity. Now retired, 
he spends his time studying Theosophy (Occult Science), World 
Goodwill literature, and writing both fiction and essays or non-fiction 
pieces. 

 

 

 

 “Ladies, welcome to this month’s meeting of ‘Women’s Concern For Equality.’ Today, we 

have as our featured speaker, Mr. Weston Wright, whose essay on women in the Broadboard 

Journal some of you may have read. So, without further ado, I give you Mr. Wright.” She stepped 

back and the group clapped in response to his introduction by the group Leader, Carol Mitchell.  

 “Good afternoon, ladies. To begin I must warn you I am not a public speaker. I am a silent 

writer. But, I’ll make an effort to deliver to you my short talk, the title of which is: ‘The Role of 

Women in the Age of Aquarius.’  
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 “As most of you know, for the last two thousand years we have been under the Zodiacal 

sign of Pisces. This is a masculine sign and as you are fully aware, and has been a world ruled over 

by the male species, with all that that has entailed. We are now and have been for some time under 

the sign of Aquarius. This is a female dominant sign and for the past thirty or more years has 

brought into our society more and more women who have made dramatic inroads into the 

masculine world. Inroads into politics, science, religion, and businesses and philosophy. There 

have been more female Supreme Court Justices than ever before; more women in Congress and 

more women as CEO’s in the business world. Some other countries have had women as 

Presidents and Prime Ministers. With the further advent of the Aquarian Age this will become 

much more in evidence, and that is the gist of my speech: What that role should be for women in 

future?” He paused and paced a bit in front of the room. 

 “What has happened so far is that women have displaced or replaced men in these various 

capacities. They are becoming a dominant and dynamic force in our society. But, let us ask, is that 

what the role of women in future supposed to do, or be? To displace men as dominant in all 

human fields of endeavor? I can hear the silent ‘yes’ in the room, but let us stop and ponder that 

question more fully.  

 “Women have qualities finer tuned than men. The ability of women to bond quickly; to 

have a natural affinity to each other is more prominent than in men. Your sensitivity to the 

unspoken feelings in others far surpasses that of the male. Where the male dominated society 

creates separativeness and diversity, the female gender brings unity and togetherness.  

 “I want to mention something that might be a first heard here today. Unbeknownst to the 

great majority of humanity, there is a Cosmic Plan operating in our solar system and is repeated in 
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our planetary system. That Cosmic Plan proceeds via the medium of evolution. The purpose of 

that evolution for humanity is the gradual expansion of the human consciousness. We start as 

savages with a sensitive instinct toward our environment. As evolution unfolds the human entity 

gains self-awareness and a consciousness of being an I. This is referred to as ‘self-consciousness.’ 

Then, the diverse ‘I’ begin to relate to each other as separate beings. Gradually,  as the mind 

develops we gain in intelligence and with that intelligencer we develop a society of ideals and 

technology.” Again, he paused and sipped some water.  

 “The Piscean Age was one of devotion and idealism. With the use of these ideals we have 

developed a view of the world as we know it today, to state it briefly. That view is rooted in a 

materialistic paradigm. But, what of the future? As evolution proceeds, what can we expect to 

change, especially in this Aquarian Age? For one thing, as the Christ promised, there will be ‘Life 

more abundantly.’  What this means is that there is nothing but energy in our universe. All is 

energy and the “Law of Energy,” will become more revealed to humanity. There are various 

energies, each with its own rate of vibration, which manifests as diverse levels of consciousness and 

being. Like the f-stop on a camera, the more open the human mind, the greater the amount of 

light that enters. Light here means knowledge and as we gain in wisdom, which is the correct 

application of our knowledge for the benefit of the whole of humanity, we gain in Intuition, which 

is considered the conscious level of the Christ, or Christ Consciousness; that above our ability to 

think abstractly. And, Christ Consciousness is Group Consciousness. When we gain in wisdom, we 

gain greater and greater insights into the goals and purpose of human existence on this planet.” 

Again, he paused to look over the group, wondering if they were following his comments. 
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 “Maybe this is difficult to grasp, but the future will bombard humanity with more and more 

energies, cosmic, solar and planetary. That is what the Christ meant by ‘Life more abundantly.’ 

More and higher vibratory rated energy will come to humanity during the Aquarian Age. We will 

gain in intelligence and wisdom. And as we do so we will gain insight as to the truth of what 

constitutes a human entity. We are much more than what we normally conceive as flesh and 

blood; an animal form in which there is a ‘God Within,’ as it is expressed. We are in fact energy 

centers which collect the various energies from the sun and from the planets and constellations and 

then distribute that energy. How do we do this? By the creation of thought forms; ideas which then 

guide our actions and behaviors. But, here is the rub, as Shakespeare would word it: for every 

decision we make there is a consequence, either positive or negative in outcome.  

 “Speaking in generalities now, the Piscean Age male has created thought forms that divide 

and separate and create conflicts and wars and endless chaos in our societies because we cannot 

come together and agree on very many issues. Each human entity, left to think for itself creates a 

myriad of different ideals and thoughts. There is little uniformity among men today and this holds 

among nations as well. Each person has his or her own ideas and opinions on every topic under 

the sun. The United Nations was established to bring human beings into greater harmony and 

unity, but this experiment has failed because of the bickering and desire of one or more nations to 

be in control over others. Among nations there is a constant struggle for one-upmanship, or power.  

 “It is the responsibility of the woman of the future to try and correct these misguided 

behaviors of the male species by bringing greater harmony and unity and synthesis into our lives in 

future. How the women of the world, collectively, will do this still needs to be created in your 

minds and then applied as one voice, the female voice of the future.  And, obviously, this cannot 
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happen if women’s only desire is to displace the male in environmental endeavors. Women must 

transcend the habits and current beliefs of the masses to be more in line with the Principles given 

to us by the Christ, Who modeled for us what a truly perfected human being would be like. 

Universal Love and Compassion for all beings; a world of universal brotherhood and a united 

effort to bring into our lives more harmony and a correcting of others who have acted out of 

ignorance of what is Real and what is needed for our future spiritual advancement. The final goal 

of life on this planet is the attainment of a relative spiritual perfection. I say relative, since there are 

higher planes than ours on which to continue our spiritual perfection.  

 “Well, I guess I have given you enough to think about this afternoon, and I hope at least 

some of what I’ve said makes sense to you. Thank you for your kind attention and for having me 

here today. My hope is for a better world tomorrow, brought about by the activities of the entire 

female species on this planet speaking with one voice, united in all their efforts. Thank you.” 

 As the group began to disburse and linger around this room and the next one, Carol 

Mitchell came over to him.  

 “You are the strangest man I’ve ever met.” Her eyes reflected a seriousness without any 

conscious effort. “When I ask you to be the speaker tonight at our Women’s Concern For 

Equality, I had no idea what you were going to say. I asked you to speak because of what you wrote 

in that essay to the Broadstreet Journal. But what you said in your comments went far beyond any 

of my expectations.” 

 “I assume you are being forthright in your words.” 
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 “Yes, I am.” She paused, “See what I mean, even now your words are more impersonal 

than personal. It is as if you speak from some deep insightful reservoir. I’m having real trouble in 

trying to figure out just what kind of man you are.” He nodded and remained silent. “When you 

said that ’Women need to unite to bring about a more spiritual future’ you went way beyond what 

most women want in life.”  

 “You are saying that most women want a much more personal kind of relationship than 

that sentence suggests. Perhaps a relationship based upon a giving and taking.”  

 “Well,” haltingly, “I suppose that is what I mean. But the way you express it, it sounds like 

we’re being selfish and self-serving though our relationships.” 

 “Unfortunately, there is a lot of confusion about what love really means at the human level. 

For most women, I assume you want to be needed for your many talents as women. You want to 

be loved, respected and appreciated and never taken for granted. You want a companion who can 

share openly and honestly with you in everything important in life.” 

 “Well, yes. Is that so terribly wrong? I mean the way you put it, is sounds negative rather 

than positive.” 

 “What I am trying to convey is that Love is a Cosmic Law of Nature and not at all what 

most believe; a love based upon a full realization that we humans are all inescapably connected 

into one complete wholeness, if that makes any sense to you. The normal way today is to pick and 

choose who we will love at any point in time and space; who we will be willing to share not only 

our bodies but our emotions and minds, is our usual guide to male/female relationships, or even 

with those of the same gender.” 
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“Yes, that describes how most women feel about love. We do want to have the freedom of 

choice in choosing our mates.” She looked down at her low heels as if to ‘catch up.’  “I am 

somewhat confused here. Just what is your point?” 

“Here is my point. Personal, romantic love is a lower level distortion and disharmonious 

reflection of a much higher type love: an impersonal, group conscious orientation as to what is best 

for the welfare of the whole human race; a compassionate love for every manifested form in our 

solar system. What is missing now in such relationships is something much more profound that 

most realize. Such relationships are based upon an unawareness of just what constitutes a human 

entity and what is the purpose of our existence on this planet. 

“The Cosmic purpose for sex, for example, is to bring onto this planet those advanced 

souls now awaiting earthly incarnation, and was not meant to be solely for personal, lustful 

pleasure; advanced souls who can better direct and influence the rightful way to live on earth and 

bring new levels of wisdom to humanity. That does not mean a couple cannot enjoy sex when 

performed with a higher motive in mind. In fact, when done according to natural Law and right 

motivation, they should enjoy it even more. And, in the process they are doing what is more 

spiritually advancing for themselves.” 

“Now, you are confusing me. We are obviously not on the same page. I wonder how many 

women here tonight really understood your comments. I saw of lot of confusion on the face of the 

members.” 

  “Of course, and that is my fault totally. But how can one express extraordinary concepts in 

words as commonly interpreted? What I wished to do was to bring to the group some concepts 
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beyond the usual and trite; comments not normally expected from a speaker to such a group. And, 

as I said at the beginning, I am not normally a speaker.” 

 “You have a much deeper philosophy than one would expect from your essay, which made 

a lot of sense in revealing your thoughts on the role of women in modern day society. You 

expressed an equality between the sexes, which is what our group also wants.” 

 “In one book I read recently, titled, ‘Each Time She Awakes,’ by Katy Tackes, there was 

this sentence: ‘To be born is to be responsible to others.’ When I speak of equality I am referring 

to the need of women to be equally responsible to others as every human entity should be. It 

means to assume your rightful role in any given society as half of any relationship; 50-50, no more 

or no less.” 

 “Well, yes, I suppose,” hesitating. “I agree with that statement. We do want to be 50-50 in 

any given relationship, although I do know a few women who would much prefer if we could 

dominate the male species.” 

 “Do not many women marry a man with the idea of changing him into the image of a man 

they want to love, rather than accepting him as he is when first known?” 

 “Well, I suppose that does occur; at least occasionally, but that is not the way we usually 

start a relationship. We assume to accept the man as we meet him, at least until we get to know 

him better. One thing women want is to be a man’s one and only, and not go cheating around on 

her. We want loyalty in our mates.” 

 “But how many women cheat on their husband? You see, in today’s world being faithful to 

our mates is very unusual anymore. There is just too much temptation out there.” 
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 “Well, I suppose that is true to some extent, but it does not carry across the whole 

spectrum of womanhood. Some of us would never cheat first and would only consider doing so if 

the man does it first.” 

 “I think we are getting way off track from what I want to convey about the human entity.” 

He looked around to see if anyone else was overhearing their conversation. “Consider this: we 

each are a center of a collected energies. We receive these energies from the sun and from our 

solar system. Once received it is our individual choice how we distribute and expend those 

energies. Do we do so with full intent and conscious, purposeful choice, or are we lead to expend 

those energies based on habit and ruled over by our emotions more than our minds? We need to 

gain a fuller control of all our mental faculties and deliberately select every thought we allow into 

our minds. It is the mind which when controlled properly automatically control what we feel and 

how we act. By controlling our every thought can we truly be responsible to others.” He stopped 

and stared deep into her eyes. “What I was implying in my talk was that women tend to be more 

motivated by feelings rather than mentally. Women are much more sensitive than men to be sure. 

That can be good or bad depending upon motive and outcome. To be sensitive in an 

understanding, non-judgmental, compassionate way is positive in outcome. To be sensitive and  

over react to any and all criticism, or to take offense at any little old thing a man might do they do 

not like, is a negative outcome. Are you seeing any light here, to dispel the darkness of our way of 

being in the world?” 

 “You are a very complex thinker, Mr. Wright. I think not too many women fully 

understand your position toward women.” 
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“Please, call me Wes, or Weston. No need to be formal. It is just a means of putting 

barriers between us. I know your name is Carol Mitchell, and I would like to call you, Carol, if I 

may.” 

 “Oh, yes, that would be fine, Wes.” 

 “To be what we truly are, to realize our genuine humanness, we need to dissolve all the 

veils and barriers that tend to separate us. Things like opinions, judgments, ideals, dispositions, 

rules, behaviors, prejudices, hatreds and likes, dislikes, and all the other things that prevent us from 

considering we are all one humanity, one blood, one essence, which is LIFE, which permeates and 

penetrates all living forms. To be truly responsible to others means to accept all that comes our 

way without hesitation, not pick and choose, and to accept others with openness and human love. 

To pick and choose is to separate and divide; we and them. But the goal of humanity is Unity, 

Synthesis and returning to the Oneness from which we began our earthly pilgrimage.” His mouth 

felt dry and he needed a drink of water. He looked around for a source to quince his thirst. “Is 

there some water available here?” 

 “Oh, of course. How inconsiderate of me. We are serving refreshments in the other room. 

I got so caught up in our conversation I forgot my manners. Follow me, and maybe I can introduce 

you to some of the others on a more informal basis.” He nodded and walked just behind her into 

the other room.  

End 
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SOCRATES AND HIS FRETFUL WIFE 

Once Socrates, the great philosopher was wrapped in preaching to the disciples. 

He was engaged incessantly in his inculcation He never minded the late hours of night 

At mid night, his wife advised to stop preaching. But Socrates did not pay heed to her 

words .He went on preaching till deadly night. After some moments, his wife scolded him. 

She wanted to teach a lesson top him She carried a bucket of water and poured all the 

water on his head but no resentment was reflected on the face of Socrates. All the students 

present there were stunned at the wickedness of Socrates’ wife. But Socrates was not at all 

jolted. He never abused or showed detestation, but went on laughing on her deeds. He 

called his wife as his preceptors. 

She took the examination of his patience, and he passed the test with boldness. Hearing 

the views of Socrates, she left ashamed. Hastily came out and fell on his feet, and showed 

repentance before all. 

And Lo! She now was a changed lady and remained faithful to him till her life. 
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THE SHADOWS OF THE EVENING  

    FAREEHA KHAN 
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and Burnt Alive, Buried Alive in The Criterion International and Typoetic. Us. She contributes 
regularly in The Daily Dawn and currently she is working on her first novel. 

 

 

 

The aura of evening got darker, duskier, more mysterious, heavily enigmatic, greatly magnificent, 
acutely stranger and shades of darkness grew with elapse of every passing second. Sara, sitting by 
window, with withdrawn curtain, looked outside at the growing silhouette, without looking. She was 
a woman in her mid twenties. Luxurious raven hair falling on her shoulder could remind anyone 
of water tumbling down from across the hills into lush green meadows. Her aquiline nose betrayed 
arrogance, strange inexplicable pride that exuded an air of stubbornness, imbibing with haughtiness 
her nose possibly described her character more than any other physiognomic feature of her 
demeanor. Sara’s chin though dropped at the end which exhibited thoughtfulness. She sat by the 
window with drawn shades. Though shades were drawn from the window but they fell on her 
destiny like dark curtain, refusing to be lifted, defying any single, strayed sunshine to come in. Her 
destiny, her future and her fortune everything had been thwarted by this one dark curtain, this 
series of the tangled webs woven by fate on the window of her destiny. “I wish I cease to exist” she 
thought morbidly. The instant thought of putting an end to her life was so powerful that she was 
nearly swept away by the gush of its force. She rose only to sit again. “Oh, what would I do, where 
would I go, what a mess I have made of my life” she brooded, lifted her chin to be drooped once 
again in melancholy. “I have lived and I now I am dead” The feeling of annihilation was so 
immense, so influencing that she felt her senses going numb.  

Sara was the only child of a Muslim mother and Hindu father living in Victoria, North Australia. 
Sara learnt about the ugliness and sordidness of love when she was five years old. Somehow, down 
beneath the heart of her hearts she commenced loathing love. She knew love could not be that 
belligerent so as to invade minds, vanquish thoughts, and conquer souls. Somehow, somewhere, 
deep down inside she knew love and what love could do, even when she was five. She was 
acquainted with her parents’ strange relationship with each other, a relationship that professed to 
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be based upon love but that invaded thoughts, subjugated minds, and tattered apart the fabric of 
decency. It was a strange relationship and stranger were the ways that she, Sara Kumar, aged five 
was learning.  

“Monza why don’t you try to understand I have been raised brought up and thrived in an entirely 
different culture, I have different ideas, I can practice them as individual. I am an individual; I want 
to be an individual not someone’s father, not someone’s husband. Let me breathe, let me walk, let 
me fly, let me move. Is it asking for too much?” The effete voice of her father echoed in the ears 
of five year old Sara, it still echoed in the ears to twenty two year old Sara. This was an enigmatic 
voice, strained and tried, full of regret, imbued with repentance. She hated love when she saw her 
father slapping her mother for the first time; she hated love when she saw her mother not coming 
home at nights, sometimes for days. She hated this divine feeling called love when both of her 
parents fought with each other physically, crushing her soul spiritually.  

She didn’t know who told her the story of her parents. She did not remember that. Anyways it 
mattered little. The fantastic saga of love and hate had been conveyed to her. Monza Siddique, 22, 
Muslim Pakistani and a descendent of a migrant from UP, India fell in love with Rajesh Kumar, 
24, Hindu by religion and engineer by profession. Muzna’s conservative family was against her 
father’s decision of sending her to Sydney for studying English Literature. They could not 
understand why Muzna could not study in Pakistan. But her father, an honorable pathan, 
remained adamant. Perhaps this one decision was the commencement of the ultimate doom, the 
forthcoming catastrophe that engulfed them all alive.  

The big monster of traditions, customs and values, of norms and culture had opened its wretchedly 
ugly mouth to swallow Monza’s family. Little did they know that this monster was a voracious. He 
had a huge appetite that could eat anything and everything ranging happiness to togetherness. This 
grotesque monster loathed the sound of laughter. So it ate them up, all of them, at once, instantly 
and immediately.  

For Muzna and Rajesh it was like a fairy tale beginning. They met, fell in love, decided to get 
married and then they stood still. Both of them knew that it could prove to be fatal. They were 
standing in a blind alley. Period. An end. Fate smirked at their decision of staying together till 
death doth part them; it was going to be death, yes but not peaceful one. Destiny stood at one side, 
watching the whole panorama of meeting, staying, vowing, the kaleidoscope of colors, the water fall 
of jubilations. Lovers live in a state of oblivion, the blissful ignorance and it culminates in 
paranormal euphoria. Rajesh and Mona knew they loved each other. But the cost of this bliss was 
never thought about. Monza’s parents reacted as they should have. They pushed her, called her 
back, threatened to ostracize her, but she never came back. Perhaps she could not even if she 
wished. However, the question whether she yearned for going back or not hung in air, heavily, 
unanswered. She, herself, conceivably was too afraid to answer. They, Rajesh and Muzna, never 
talked about their parents. Rajesh had only a mother and a sister. As an atheist, from Brahman 
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family, Muzna’s Muslim identity did not deter him, even for a second, to think about tying a knot 
with her. He had fallen in love with her awesome, bewitchingly captivating dark eyes, voluptuously 
full lips, tall but enigmatic stature, mysterious curves rising from above and falling exactly where 
they should. The waterfall of her brown hair, whence sunlight filtered through them, shone with 
such a brilliance that even sun could be shamed into giving way to clouds. She was a complete 
paragon of beauty, a pagan beauty but the brilliance was blemished. The tarnished spot of her 
being Muslim ruined her all the brightness, springy sunshine, the warmth of the day all were 
receded to pave the way for grayish, cloudy autumn evening. The bloom of her youthfulness, the 
cheerfulness of her demeanor, the façade of her alluring enchantment, all of them could not 
convince either his mother or his Brahman Sister that he would die without her.  

Probably, he would have died if he had not married her. Perhaps she too had died but they 
decided to live in their companionship. They decided to live but ironically in their life they died. 
This demise was more eternal, more catastrophic, more devastating than one time death could 
have been. Rajesh and Muzna resolved not to go back to Pakistan or to India. Australia with all her 
tolerance, tranquility, peacefulness, would be their serene paradise on the earth.  

One year had been elapsed but only Muzna knew how many days, how many hours, how many 
minutes, how many seconds were there in this one hour. Every single day of that one year she 
wished to turn back the clock, reverse the cycle of time and go back Every night she had 
envisioned her last phone call to her home “Amma, I want to a Hindu boy. Believe me, he is very 
different, religion does not matter to him” and her mother’s resentment in anguished tone” you 
will have to choose between him and us”. However, this time, in her imagination, conclusion was 
different. She would not hang the phone, she would not stamp her feet in agony and frustration, 
she would stand still, she would not take even a single second to brood, she would only first 
available flight back to home. Only if time could be turned back. After every fight she used to wish 
that her decision to marry Rajesh and leave her family was only a dream, the most horrific 
nightmare one could ever had, but only a dream. After every walk out by Rajesh, after getting 
beaten by the drunkard man, after incessant endeavors to muffle her cries in the pillow she wished 
time could be wheeled back. Little did she know that time had only wings and no wheels for its 
mobility.  

Two years of endless fights, incessant shouts and shrieks, unending sobs and threats their lives took 
a new course. The news that Muzna was pregnant brought them together. One day Muzna was 
sitting by the fireside, the golden flames of fire gave a novel color to her hair. Rajesh thought he 
had never seen such a spectacle in his entire life. Red and orange flames rising from the fireplace, 
the golden light filtering through her brown hair, the white glowing skin, alluringly captivating eyes 
with pensiveness lurking in them held him at the door step of the room. He wanted to hold her in 
his arms, to play with the soft velvet of her hair, to feel her molded frame against him, to touch this 
siren the way he used to do but then she spoke and the spell was broken. “Raj I wish to be at 
home” the ache in her voice was so immensely powerful that it made him long to touch the velvety 
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texture of her voice. He wanted to come forward for her but stopped instantly as she continued “I 
don’t know where I would go, what I would do, what the baby will do, but when love perishes it 
leaves nothing behind and I want to leave this nothingness behind” “What do you want to say?” his 
voice was sepulchral coming deep down, from the deepest of the well. “I don’t know as yet I have 
not decided, I shall let you know later” The spell was broken and the princess was liberated only 
that she was not the one like before.  

Some days after Sara was born. She was christened with a neutral name, so as not to give rise to 
controversy. Muzna did not speak anything about leaving since that day. She was quite but still 
complacence could be perceived peeking through her quietness. She had not fought with Rajesh 
for so many days and Rajesh hoped that everything was going to be fine, that Sara would serve as 
bridge between him and Muzna, he started coming home earlier and they became one happy 
family. But one day, at the time of first birthday, the bombshell was finally dropped. “Rajesh I am 
going away, not to my parents’ home, not there, not anywhere, right now I don’t know where I 
would go” Muzna, stood at the stairs, holding the wooden staircase, her brown hair flared in the 
air, her goddess like mouth was open, her white skin glowed under the light of the bulb, the peaks 
of her bosom stood proudly erect, as if seconding every single word uttered by her. Rajesh stood 
still, for a while. The silence between them was more deafening than the noise. “It was the biggest 
mistake of my life” he thought but could not say anything. The regal diva came down step by step, 
each step she took made a hole in Rajesh’s heart. “Can I live without her?” he mutely asked 
himself but still death like silence prevailed, “Am I dying?” this question too remained 
unanswered. “I don’t want Sara”. If Rajesh had thought the worst was over he was mistaken, it was 
yet to come. “Sometimes it happens that the best of people can prove to be worst for each other. 
You were the best person I had ever come across, perhaps you still are” the caress in her voice 
could not get unnoticed. “I wish we could be together but if it is not that I don’t know where Sara 
would fit in my life” and then she left. This was all she had to say about her life, about his life, 
about their lives, she left for good without saying much and this was only the beginning of another 
end for Rajesh and Sara. 

Sara Kumar was blessed with the beauty of her mother and grace of her father. But she took after 
none of them in reality. Her mother was like a quiet stream, moving ahead, and she was flood in a 
river. She was goddess even to the pagans and Sara was a vamp, a sirene, a diva. The urge to be 
worshipped engulfed her entire existence. She had learned about her mother from her father but it 
could not satisfy her apatite to get more acquainted with her. It grew inside her womb, like a child. 
To his surprise, Sara took more after his mother than her own one. Her beauty was mind boggling 
despite having brown skin she could turn heads off. Whereas Muzna’s beauty was ripe and full, 
Sara’s was voluptuous and ravishing. Sara’s body was reminiscent of Egyptian divinity, her 
comeliness reminded the beholder of Indian regality and ancient goddesses. Her gorgeously tall 
stature, the resplendent globes on her bosom, the radiant cheeks and smile like moonlight could 
stir mountains, turn away rivers, alter the course of universe and this happened. The mountains left 
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their places, planets altered their courses, and rivers were turned away when at the age of thirteen 
she lost her virginity.  

She had met Paul Simpson, her high school heart throb at a disco club. Her eye lids were heavy 
from intoxication, her brushy eye brows were glued together. The thick black mass of her hair 
were all disheveled, her eyes were tipsy and her feet were staggering. Her quivering hands groped 
in darkness of the corridor to find recourse to get out. She stumbled, as carpet under her feet 
seemed to be slipping and then all of a sudden she found herself nestling against a hard rock and 
two arms. Her eyes were closed and a soft caress was fondling her hair. She rested her head against 
the hard rock chest. The ship travelling in the desolate, starless ocean finally found the ultimate 
destination, the complete solace, the wonderful asylum and the rest was all nothingness. 

Sara knew life would not the same for her after that one episode which categorically transformed 
her. The ebb and flow of life had forcefully pushed her so much away from the shore of life that 
now she could not return, no matter how hard she tried or how vigorously she wished. Nights and 
days lost their meanings. Not that she believed in love but now everything lost its dimension to her. 
She was growing up but then she was never ever a child. Not when she was two-year-old and crying 
for her mother’s lap, hungry and wet for hours, all alone in the house, as her governess was fast 
sleeping and her father was lost in fanaticizing about things and days that were no more. Not at 
two, not at five and not at eleven, childhood had angrily distanced itself from her. But now at the 
tender age of thirteen new facets of life were surfacing. Novel and intense passions acquainted her 
with clandestine aspects of life. Having come to know heights and lows of passion and ecstasy there 
was no looking back. 

At the age of twenty she was a nobody and a mother of two, working in a bakery. Her kids had 
been taken away by the welfare department of the state, for she could not raise up them. The black 
mass of hair once analogized with waterfall had been reduced to a few strands reaching barely her 
shoulder, the two orbs of fire were extinguished and the volcano imbued with fire of passion 
became dormant. One evening when she came back from home a stranger was waiting in her small 
kitchen. “Hello Sara” the stranger extended her gloved hands towards her. Sara looked at her 
suspiciously but did not say anything. The stranger’s hand remained in the air some time and then 
drooped. Sara stared at the stranger point blankly “I knew since the beginning you would come to 
visit me one day, after all this much I owe to you, don’t I? towards the end of the sentence her 
voice got heavier but this was the only exhibition of emotion. The mother and daughter stood 
erectly, facing each other loathingly. “if you have come here to seek my forgiveness you are going 
to be disappointed” hissed Sara. Her cry was replete with inexplicably strange venom “Apology?” 
the hysterical reply was only a question, a startled, shocked query. “Who do you think you are to 
forgive me? What I have done to you to seek your forgiveness?” “Yes you are exactly right. Its I 
who should be forgiven for intruding your precious life, for encroaching upon your ownership, for 
destroying your dreams, for crushing your identity, for not letting you to be what you want to be” 
Despite herself tears started rolling down her cheeks. With clenched fists she sagged on the nearby 
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settee. “Please stop it Sara. I don’t know why I have come here. Perhaps to have one sight of you, I 
don’t know, but you paid for my sins, I am sorry for that. I came here to seek your forgiveness. 
You are absolutely right. I am sorry for everything I did to you and for everything I made out of 
you”  

Sara gazed into the eyes of her mother shatteringly, mutely. “I want nothing from you, neither the 
stories of past, nor promises for future. We both are dead so let the dead spirits rest in peace” 
Muzna kept standing for a while with bowed head then she moved towards the door with her back 
to Sara. Hesitantly, hurriedly she got out of the door, of Sara’s life, of her own life. Sometimes it is 
better not to turn back otherwise human beings can be converted into stone statures.  

The aura of evening grew duskier, heavier and Sara sat silently by the window “I hope the rain is 
only outside” she thought  
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My love had style. Irony. The sketches of subtle pleasure and pain. The resentment that comes 
with frustration. His motion hollowed out something in me. Perhaps a hollowed out bitterness. 
There was a yellow river in his hair. In the palms of his hands he held something back from me. 
The life of his family secrets. A room filled with the music of treasure. Earth becomes with 
weaving. Earth resonates in that most rare personal space of touch. The wide health of touch that 
makes you feel extraordinary on days hell-bent, and filled with winter. He was grace. He was 
mercy. When I was with him, I knew what desire was. There was always going to be the possibility 
of silence between us in the early hours of the morning. We had nothing to talk about. Nothing to 
say after the dry thirst that followed the physical act of the sexual transaction. I always felt 
apologetic for the fatigue I felt. I don’t know what he was thinking. What he felt. He called me 
‘doll face’. Now, I don’t look like a doll. A doll wears a painted expression. Rosy cheeks that 
blossom. A pained smile. I have put on weight around my middle. I haven’t seen him in the past 
fifteen years. I don’t know what he’s doing right now. Living. All people live. Others do it 
extraordinarily. Others extremely ordinary. I know what you’re thinking. Why am I here? Why do 
I come here week after week to rehash the past, to live there as if I was part wild/part history 
wilderness/part object/part possession? Is it just a sham, this insane vanity that I have to talk about 
him repeatedly when I come here, now that I am flying solo single-handedly? Even when I was 
younger, during adolescence I was always drawn to the older man. The man with the accent who 
served me in a restaurant. Cultured. Educated. The writer. The teacher. The math teacher. The 
English-English teacher. The film and television production lecturer. Portuguese, British. The 
introvert. The man ten years older than I was in the summer I turned the lush age of twenty-two. I 
thought I would be safe in the city surrounded by buildings. People who did not care for me, about 
me. Who would not turn their heads to look at me. To acknowledge me. Yes, I thought I was safe. 
The same way I feel when I come to see you every month. I feel safe here. I feel I can say 
anything. Know I will not be judged. I remember the electric blueness of the light. Nature was 
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translated into pollution, climate change, global warming, buildings, banks, delis, foot traffic, cars 
everywhere you looked, grassy parks in the city where men played chess. Time meaning nothing. 
Time meaning everything. The first day we met I looked up. Met his gaze head-on, chin up. He 
did not look away. I did not look away. A flicker of inquisitive excitement filled the void I felt in 
my heart. I knew what he was thinking. Passion. This was what I was looking for. A boyfriend. To 
be part of a couple. I was too young to know the difference. The difference between passion, and 
betrayal. Love in his hands. When he kissed me hard or soft. Gentle. Going all gentle on me. I 
knew what his childhood was like without him telling me anything about it. His relationships with 
his siblings. Rivalry. Abandonment issues. A father addicted to drugs. Alcoholism on my side of 
the family. Cancer. It was the tapestry of loss that connected us. Love was the photosynthesis of an 
awakened loophole into place. I’m apologetic about love now. Its walls made of brick history. I’m 
sorry for loving you. The glare has shifted mysteriously. The hours tick on. The clock inside the 
glass cabinet minding seeds’ growth. He was magic. It’s been one those days. Long, empty. The 
day dulcet. Elegiacal. Summer burning the nape of my neck, my shoulders. The back of my arms 
in my sleeveless dress. Admiration. That’s when it started. I think I admired him with my 
perfumed hair. I don’t know what he made of me. I was a girl way back then. New to the city. 
Johannesburg. I think about him like family. That closeness close up, That quiet intimacy that 
belonged to men and women who find themselves at a loss for words in museums or art galleries 
or the theatre. You see I don’t need people. I was lost in the city. Dust, flowers of plastic rubbish 
washed away off slick, cement pavements. What is the meaning of couples anyway? We weren’t a 
couple in the truest sense of the way. The sky a polychrome blue. His eyes awash with a blue ink. 
His self-control powerful. The control of a man who knows what he wants. Who also knows that 
he is going to get what wants come hell or high water. My memory is still raw of that day. The flow 
of the talk was always intense. Yet we could always sit for hours in each other’s presence and not 
say anything. Lost in our own world. Our own thoughts. Yes, let us talk about the men in my life. 
My brother’s remoteness when his girlfriend lived with us for off and on for a year. She moved in 
with her color television, double bed, chest of drawers, and oven but after the year she was gone 
again. After that my brother and I were closer than ever. Confiding in each other over the 
skinniness of cigarettes and lukewarm coffee. My wiry father’s absence, and abandonment. The 
Johannesburg men. Powerful men with hybrids of status, and large sedans . Influential men. Men 
who had the life experience of women and children in their lives. I want to remember them all, 
and what they meant to me.  
 
‘You’re beautiful. Good girl.’ He whispered. It was always like that. 
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Ashvamegh: Issue XVI: May 2016
George Swede : Interview 

Introduction to the Poet: 
George Swede is a Canadian poet, psychologist and author of 
children’s book. He resides in Ontario. A major figure in English 
language haiku poetry, George Swede was born in 1940. He has won 
several notable awards for his poetry that include Museum of Haiku 
Literature awards in 1983 and 1985. He has authored over 40 books 
of poetry and stories. George Swede is the co-founder of Haiku 
Canada which was established in 2007.  

Interview with George Swede 

Alok Mishra: Many thanks for accepting the interview request, sir. Let me start by asking that 
how Haiku became your form? It’s short and limited, in the terms of length. Please elaborate 
your liking for Haikus. 

George Swede:  In December 1975, the editor of a Toronto literary magazine sent me a copy of 
Modern Japanese Haiku edited by Makoto Ueda (University of Toronto Press, 1976). The editor 
knew that I wrote short, imagistic poems and thought that my inclinations would give me the right 
sensitivity to be able to fairly review the anthology for his publication. 

The anthology contained the work of twenty Japanese haiku poets who wrote most of their haiku 
in the 20th century—hence they were “modern” for that time. Their poems had an enormous 
effect on me insofar as I began to immediately write haiku, publishing my first one in Bonsai in 
1977. From then on, the haiku became my foremost interest. 

Perhaps childhood had something to do with my predeliction for haiku. Let me quote four 
paragraphs from my chapter in Imagination In Action (Mercury Press, 2007, 56-61): 

When my mother and stepfather and I emigrated to Canada from post-WW II Europe, we 
settled near the village of Oyama, British Columbia for three years. Oyama was named after a 
Japanese general from the early twentieth century. Prior to WW II, Japanese families came to 
the region to engage in farming and gave the village its name. But, upon our arrival in 1947 to 
live with my mother’s parents on their fruit farm, all the Japanese were gone. When Japan entered 
WW II, practically all Japanese-Canadians were interred in camps with the result that their farms 
around Oyama were left abandoned, even for years after the war. 
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One of the empty, but still locked farmhouses, was across the road from that of my grandparents. 
I recall going by the mailbox with a Japanese name to look in the windows from which I could 
glimpse furniture and decorations that were of Eastern design. Perhaps this early experience 
helped to sensitize me subconsciously to Japanese things, and it was not the only one. When I 
was eight, my family moved to Kamloops, a small city about two hours’ drive away in order for 
my stepfather to receive treatment for tuberculosis at a sanitarium. During the two-year stay, I 
became best friends with the two sons of a Japanese dentist and spent much time at their home 
that was full of things reflecting their heritage. Today, Kamloops has a sister city—Uji, Japan—
and, according to the Kamloops city website, the relationship was initiated by the Kamloops 
Japanese Canadian Association. 
 
My stepfather’s illness was too advanced for successful treatment and when he died in 1950, my 
mother and I moved to Vancouver, which then already had a large Asian population. During 
high school, two of my best friends were of Chinese heritage. In hindsight, after strong friendships 
with Japanese and Chinese Canadians, it was not surprising that at the University of British 
Columbia I studied Japanese and Chinese history for two years, to go any further, I would have 
had to learn the Chinese and Japanese languages and decided that psychology was more in line 
with my abilities, 
 
The connection to things Japanese continued after I graduated with a BA in psychology in 1964 
and got married shortly thereafter. Although my first wife and her family were British Canadians, 
their lives were imbued with Japanese culture. The father was a house-builder, whose homes 
reflected his strong interest in Japanese desigh. All were built with interior Zen gardens and I 
recall with fondness spending time in the lovely one in the middle of the family home. 
 
Alok Mishra: Likewise, sir, you have also championed the form of poetry called Tanka. This 
also comes from Japan. So, in five lines, how do you try to convey the best messages to the 
readers? 
 
George Swede:  I began writing tanka about ten years after getting involved with haiku. My interest 
in the form grew as I realized that some haiku could be improved by adding a two-line elaboration 
about my feelings regarding the subjects of the first three lines. 
 
Alok Mishra: Please tell our readers about Haiku Canada. You have co-founded it. What is the 
purpose and how much you have done in 9 years? 
 
George Swede:  In 1977, I initiated the founding of Haiku Canada with the help of Eric Amann 
and Betty Drevniok. My feeling was that persons interested in haiku should be able to turn to an 
organization for information about the form, help with composition, as well as discussion about 
various theoretical aspects. Haiku Canada is celebrating its 40th anniversary in 2017. 
 
Alok Mishra: Sir, you are also known for trying and establishing different forms of micropoetry. 
You have shortened Haiku and also played with the syllable counts. Do you think the shorter 
form of poetry is the new thing coming? 
 
George Swede:  Initially, I wrote 5-7-5 haiku, as do most others when they start. Then I learned 
that 17 syllables in Japanese involve fewer words than 17 in English—the Japanese see more 
syllables in a word than we do. To be more true to the Japanese original, I began to write haiku 
with fewer words (and thus fewer than 17 syllables). By 1978, I was publishing the occasional 
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haiku with under ten syllables. The best of these, written between 1978 and 2013, have been 
published in a collection, micro haiku: three to nine syllables (Iņšpress, 2014). 
 
Today, many others also write short-form poetry. Perhaps this is due to the popularity of Twitter, 
and texting in general, where brevity is encouraged. 
 
Alok Mishra: How do you see your journey as a poet? It has been a long time now. Please share 
with our readers the twists and turns that your ‘poetic self’ has seen. 
 
George Swede:  My journey as a poet began with a few poems in my mid-teens and continued 
sporadically during my university studies. Anything I wrote had two destinies—being buried in a 
drawer or being thrown into the trash. 
 
In 1968, I became a school psychologist and discovered that my personality was poorly equipped 
for giving advice on how to be a better person. During this time my marriage also fell apart. These 
two events triggered an outpouring of poems which I read at open readings at various venues 
around Toronto. The experience of going public with my work helped me see its flaws and I 
enrolled in a summer course on poetry composition. Soon after, I started publishing in Canadian 
mainstream literary journals.  
 
Two events gave me the emotional stability I needed to create publishable poems. The first was 
getting a tenure-track appointment in the psychology department at Ryerson University in 1968. 
The second occurred in 1970— becoming a life-partner with Anita Krumins, a widow with two 
toddler sons. We’re still together today and the sons are approaching fifty years of age.  
 
My first two collections were chiefly devoted to short free-verse poems—Unwinding (Missing 
Link, 1974) and Tell-Tale Feathers (Fiddlehead Poetry Books, 1978). At this time, I also 
published my first haiku-only collection, Endless Jigsaw (Three Trees Press, 1978). 
 
My path in poetry took an abrupt turn in 1983. The publisher of Endless Jigsaw suggested that 
children might like my haiku and other short poems. So, I put together a collection, Tick Bird: 
Poems for Children (Three Trees Press), which became a hit with reviewers who pointed out 
that its poems were a refreshing change from the typical rhymed, nonsense that dominated the 
market at the time. What most of them didn’t know is that the book consisted entirely of poems 
previously published in adult journals.  
This strategy continued for five more collections with occasional additions that were written 
specifically for the young. 
 
All six books of poetry for children were successful and led to about 2,000 readings in libraries 
and schools (counting three or four in each visited school). After ten years of juggling my 
academic career with that of a successful children’s poet, I stopped—the strain had become too 
much. Around the mid-1990s, I returned to my previous modus operandi—working hard as a 
member of the psychology department and writing poems on the side. Since my retirement in 
2006, I’ve been able to devote more time to writing and other projects, such as editing, reviewing 
and judging (poetry contests). 
 
Since coming into my life, Anita Krumins has been essential to my writing ambitions—reading 
drafts, suggesting changes, collaborating. She did all this in addition to her own work as a 
professor of communication at Ryerson University. After we retired, I agreed to became the 
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editor of Frogpond (Journal of the Haiku Society of America) on one condition—that Anita be 
my co-editor. For four years (2008-12), not only did we select the haiku, senryu, rengay, renku, 
haibun, theoretical articles and reviews, but also designed the covers, did the layout and 
negotiated with the printing company to make sure each of our 12 issues came out at the 
promised time. While not always harmonious, our long relationship has been of immeasurable 
help to my writing career. I suspect parternerships such as ours are often vital to success, no 
matter what the endeavor. 
 
Alok Mishra: People talk about literature, writing, poetry, its decline, disappearance of genuine 
literature and various other things. You have been a Psychologist as well, sir. What will you say 
about the psychological aspect of poetry and literature on human life? It must have a relation, I 
think. 
 
George Swede:  Writing poetry helped me recover my equilibrium after my stint as a school 
psychologist and after my divorce. Putting troubling thoughts onto a page diminished their power 
over me because they were now out of my head and in a metaphorical context that made them 
interesting rather than threatening.  
 
To function well in this world, we must be able to recognize different frames of reference, that 
is, to know that what we see depends on where we are standing. Good writers take this relativistic 
outlook to create layers of meaning that enrich both the writer and the reader. 
 
My academic specialties were the psychology of creativity and the psychology of art. 
The findings of these disciplines informed my writing. And, my writing experience enabled me 
to see the findings in ways that differed from those of psychologists who were not poets or 
novelists. 
 
Alok Mishra: We do have poets who influence us, in the beginning, for sometimes and maybe 
for life long. Who are the poets who have inspired you to take on poetry writing? 
 
George Swede:  My free-verse poems had many and varied influences. Among the most 
prominent were Richard Brautigan, Leonard Cohen, e.e. cummings, Lawrence Ferlinghetti, 
Dylan Thomas, Ezra Pound, Wallace Stevens, William Carlos Williams and W.B. Yeats. 
 
As for haiku influences, again many, but the most singular were Matsuo Basho, Yosa Buson, 
Kobayashi Issa, Masaoka Shiki and Kaneko Tota. 
 
Alok Mishra: My question to you will be to both the persons in you – the psychologist & the 
poet. Does writing differ when a non-native English poet writes in English and an English poet 
writes? What I think is the language native to you comes to you naturally and the foreign 
language, you perhaps borrow. I would like to have your views on it sir. 
 
George Swede:  I was born in Latvia and learned to speak the language until four years of age. 
Then my family moved to Germany and I learned how to speak German. When my family 
relocated. first to England and then to Canada, I learned English by the age of six. Since then, 
English has been my chief tongue with Spanish a distant second for the twelve years Anita 
Krumins, and I had a home in Mexico. 
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Even though I am hopeless for conversing in German and Latvian, my vocal chords and tongue 
retain the ability to make the sounds unique to the two languages. Very likely, anything that gets 
a person beyond being unilingual is an advantage in writing. 
 
Alok Mishra: You have authored more than 50 books. What has kept you going on, sir? What 
motivates you to write? 
 
George Swede:  What keeps me going—still having something to say (perhaps I’m delusional) 
and a habitual routine. The latter is essential for good productivity. 
 
Alok Mishra: Please tell our readers if you have any book coming in near future. 
 
George Swede: I am in the final stages of preparing a manuscript that combines haiku, tanka and 
haibun. All the pieces have been previously published over the past six-years. Once it is finished, 
I will look for a publisher. 
 
Alok Mishra: At last, what is your message to the next generation of poets? 
 
George Swede: My advice is simple: keep going until you find your voice and then let it take you 
where it will. 
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