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Greetings Dear Readers,

Welcome to the very first issue of the bi-monthly journal  
Literature Studio Review, the LSR for us behind the curtains  
and I am sure for you too in a while, if not yet.   

A journal published by Literature Studio was long time coming. 
Discussions were on and many plans were made and then  
discarded. From my experience I have seen that if you really 
want to do something, you should just declare it to the world 
and things will all fall in place, provided you were sincere in 
your declaration. This is how things happened for the Literature 
Studio Review as well. We announced the journal and the wheel 

started turning. In no time, the editorial team was on board and the philosophy was agreed 
upon. Entries started trickling in almost as soon as we announced the dates. The god of  
literary journals obviously wanted the Literature Studio Review to exist.  

Releasing the first issue has been a tremendous team effort, and I am glad all our team  
members are such fantastic people. I am not joking. You should meet them over drinks some 
time. No doubt there were differences in opinion and occasional distress calls, but it never  
got unpleasant. Such is the joy of working with passionate people. We argued, we fought, 
and, at times, we refused to budge, but in the end everyone knew that it is all for the best  
of the journal and, therefore, resolution was never really out of sight. It was a common  
goal after all. 

The timing is perfect too. It is my personal opinion that there is no better season for  
reading and writing than winter. As I write this, I can imagine you all tucked up in your 
duvet, flipping through the pages of this journal on your tablets or e-readers, while sipping 
your coffee. And since this is my fantasy, I will also throw in a fireplace to keep you warm.  
A setting as romantic as this demands one.

I have just one request to make of you. As you read the journal, do keep in mind that  
it has been created with a lot of love. And when you love something, you tend to be  
blind to its faults. So, despite all the rounds of reviews and proofreading, some errors  
may have crept in. If you do come across an error (or even if you don't), do write to us at 
journal@literaturestudio.in because we really want to hear from you. Your appreciation  
will show us your love, and your criticism will show us that you care. 

Happy reading!

Editor-in-chief,  
Literature Studio Review
December 21, 2015

Vibha Malhotra

mailto:journal@literaturestudio.in


Preeti Singh is a double postgraduate in English Literature and Advertising 
& Public Relations. Having worked in the publishing industry for almost five 
years now, she has keen interest in the what, where, and why of literature 
and art. Her previously published works include pieces on travel writing, 
lifestyle, home decor, contemporary fashion, and socio-cultural issues to 
name a few.  She is enthusiastic about learning new languages, traveling, 
and discovering brilliant pieces of literature from now and before.  Her 
favorite genre is historical fiction.

B.K. Crawford attended college in Syracuse, New York, and currently 
resides on the East Coast, USA.  She has published several Young  
Adult novels including Devil’s Edge, The Future Queen, and  J.J. Houston: 
Murder on Moon Street.  She has also published a collection of short 
stories in numerous genres.  Her published works are available  
at Amazon.com.  She is currently working on a sequel for the  
J.J. Houston series.  She enjoys oil painting, photography, graphic  
design, and tending to a family of gnomes who have taken up  
residence between the cabbage and broccoli in her garden.

Fiction

Non-Fiction

Dustin Pickering is the founder of Transcendent Zero Press, a poetry publishing 
company based in Houston, Texas. He is published in many journals including  
Lost Coast Review, Seltzer, and Artistic Muse. He featured for Houston’s most  
popular poetry reading series Public Poetry in 2013. In his spare time, he acts  
as a provocateur on social media.

Don Martin is a best-selling author and editor who lives in Tucson, Arizona. His 
novels are usually classified as ‘high-tech contemporary science fiction,’ which  
he doesn't necessarily agree with, but he takes what he gets. He also writes the 
widely-read column The View From The Streets, about issues homeless people 
face. Don is also a music writer and critic (concert and CD reviews, and band inter-
views) and a book reviewer. When not writing or editing he can be found reading, 
mostly politics and history. But not science fiction! He doesn’t much  
enjoy reading what he writes. 

A literary dilettante, U Atreya Sarma from Hyderabad has  
published about 700 pieces of writings – poetry, book-reviews, 
translations, articles, editorials, forewords. A core editor of museindia.com, and  
a freelancer for two decades, he also presents contemporary poets in the The Hans 
India daily on Sundays. The works edited, (co)translated, or collaborated on by him 
are – Marapuraani Maanikyaalu (2010), Lung Care and Long Life (2012), Memoirs  
& Musings of an IAS Officer (2013), Turquoise Tulips (in press), a revised fictional  
autobiography by Gian Singh Shatir (in pre-publication stage), Salt of the Earth 
(2013), and Thousand Hoods (2015).



Sudeep Sen's prize-winning books include Postmarked India: New & 
Selected Poems (HarperCollins), Rain, Aria (A. K. Ramanujan Translation 
Award), The HarperCollins Book of English Poetry (editor), and Fractals: 
New & Selected Poems | Translations 1980-2015. Blue Nude: New Poems & 
Ekphrasis (Jorge Zalamea International Poetry Prize) and EroText (Pen-
guin Random House) are forthcoming, the latter in January 2016. He is  
the editorial director of AARK ARTS and the editor of Atlas. Sen is the  
first Asian honoured to be invited to speak and read at the Nobel Laureate 
Week. The Government of India has awarded him the senior fellowship  
for “outstanding persons in the field of culture/literature.”

A Hyderabadi at heart, Nivedita N dwells in nostalgia. When 
not reading, writing or editing, she daydreams and watches the 
squirrels from the balcony of her house in Wisconsin and hopes 
to meet the rabbit imprisoned in the moon, someday. She  
archives her rambling at: nnivedita.com.

Poetry

Visual Arts

Katie Leigh Hutt is an artist from Denver, Colorado. She  
has a passion for telling stories whether through painting 
or photography Katie is always looking for ways to show 
the world from a different point of view. Creativity has always 
been engrained in her soul even if the mediums are continuing 
to change. If you would like to know more about Katie check 
out her blog BehindTheLenses.com. 

Divya Adusumilli is a contributing illustrator for Northeast Review and her works have 
been published in Warscapes, Cha - Asian Literary Journal, Minetta Review, The Four 
Quarters Magazine, Anti-Serious, and Prairie Schooner. She lives in New Jersey, USA. 
Alongside art work, she enjoys writing, photography, blogging, music, and trekking.

Born in 1978 in Dehradun (Uttarakhand), Priyabrata Roy Chowdhury joined the  
St. Xaviers College in Kolkata (West Bengal) in 1996 to pursue a Bachelor’s degree in 
Commerce. It is here in this city of vibrant creative energy and a rich cultural heritage 
that he discovered his interest in visual arts. He experimented with various media 
before finding his forte in the unique combination of pen and ink coupled with digital 
design. He went on to study digital media at Institute of Multimedia Arts and Graphic 
Effects in 1999, Chennai. Being very new to the art scene, he has managed to make his 
mark by gaining the patronage of many art lovers. He has recently been featured by 
Casa Viva magazine as an upcoming artist of the decade.

http://nnivedita.com
http://BehindTheLenses.com


Winter
By Sudeep Sen

Couched on crimson cushions,
pink bleeds gold

and red spills into one’s heart.
Broad leather keeps time,

calibrating different hours
in different zones

unaware of the grammar 
that makes sense.

Only random woofs and snores
of two distant dogs 

on a very cold night
clears fog that is unresolved.

New plants wait for new heat —
to grow, to mature.

An old cane recliner contains
poetry for peace — woven 

text keeping comfort in place.
But it is the impatience of want

that keeps equations unsolved.
Heavy, translucent, vaporous,

split red by mother tongues —
winter’s breath is pink

From Fractals: New & Selected Poems | Translations 1980–2015
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Chhimi Tenduf-La’s Panther
By Vibha Malhotra

How often do you come across a book that  
appeals to you at several levels? Not too  
often, I assume. When I picked up Panther by 
Chhimi Tenduf-La from Harper Collins’ office  
I definitely expected to read a good book, but 
not one that would leave me spellbound for 
days and one that I would think about over  
and over again.

The book is set in a war-torn Srilanka,  
recovering from a long conflict between a  
Tamil terrorist group called the Panthers and 
the Sinhalese. It is a story about the challenges 
of rehabilitation, about postwar trauma, about 
the conflicts that exist even after the war has 
ended. Prabu, a young Tamil who has spent  
several years training at a Panther camp, is  
now trying to get his life back. Having lost his 
family, he seeks a sense of belonging with  
his friend Indika’s family. A gifted cricketer,  
Prabhu manages to find a place in one of the 
best schools possible. But has he really been 
accepted? By everyone? And has he really left 
his past behind? These questions will haunt  
you till the very end. And perhaps even beyond.

Two separate narratives run in parallel, and the 
author expertly uses different voices and different narrators to set the two narratives  
apart. While the story of Prabhu in the terrorist camp is told using a strong second person  
narrator, that of his attempts at reintegrating with the society is told using a guileless, naive 
third person limited narrator. And the fact that the author manages to give each character a 
unique voice speaks volumes about his skills. Consider the following dialogue, for example:

Indika extended his arms out by his side. ‘How’d you know I’d be here?’ 

‘You told.’

‘Did I? Honestly can’t remember.’

‘I think maybe you have been take the many alcohols. You told to me also and Gayan, Rajiv, and 
Gish.’ 
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‘Yeah I told them, but…’ Indika closed his eyes. ‘Okay, okay, now you’re here, 
sit, sit.’

A girl with wet hair, tan highlighted by a white bikini top, skipped up to Indi-
ka. ‘Oh. My. God.’ She grabbed his wrists. ‘It’s been too long.’

Laughing, Indika pointed at Prabu. ‘Fiona, meet my new, what would I call him, friend?’

Prabu offered his hand. ‘Pleased to be meeting you.’

Resting her hands on Prabu’s shoulders, Fiona leaned forward to kiss him on either cheek.

Prabu froze, feet stuck in the grass, jaw locked. He’d heard foreign girls were forward, but kissing 
him before she knew his name? Wow. He straightened his back, combed his hair down into a side 
parting, deepened his voice. ‘My name is called the Prabu.’

‘Pleasure,’ she said.

Even without the speech tags you can easily make out who is speaking what. 

With his wide-eyed observations of his new life, Prabu comes across as a very convincing  
unreliable narrator – we look at the world through his eyes and are able to make out that  
his friends are making fun of him, even though he himself remains blissfully unaware of it.  
The characters, with their positive traits and flaws, are delightfully round and realistic. For 
someone who teaches creative writing, this book is pure delight.

The storyline is full of unexpected twists and turns and you can never be sure of what is  
going to happen next. At times you may feel that you have deciphered the book, but rest  
assured that you will be proven wrong. And in keeping with the plot, the storytelling itself  
is surprising – you will find humour where you least expect and profound wisdom when  
you are least prepared for it.

It is very clear that this is an intelligent book written with the intent to keep you hooked till 
the very end. But will the book let you go even at the end? Well, you will need to read the book 
to find out.
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As the clock's hands 
spread its arms wide across 

like Jesus' arms across the cross, 
he wakes up

and 
washes his eyes, 
fills the bucket 

with the imagery of the dreams 
and bathes in it.

He wipes himself
of yesterday’s sin

before riding the cycle of life called 
everyday.

Munday-ne
By Nivedita N

  The Third Eye
ink on paper
by Priyabrata Roy Chowdhury 



Saffron Bindy — The Forgotten Poet
By Don Martin

Saffron Bindy was an enigma (and a pseudonym). Trained as an electrical engineer, and  
holding a Master's degree, he made a career working as a radio and radar designer for Battelle 
Labs and the Hughes Aircraft Company. If you spoke to him you’d likely come away with the 
impression of a man who was very technical, very practical, and very much grounded in  
reality. But there was a softer side of himself he never let many people see until very late  
in his life. His one true love was poetry, both reading it and writing it.

He came to writing poetry when he was about 45 years old (he died young, at age 52). He only 
published his work in perhaps the last two years of his life. While he was alive he published 
three books, The First Person of Saffron Bindy, The Second Coming of Saffron Bindy, and  
The Third Wave of Saffron Bindy. When he died he left behind two other nearly complete  
manuscripts, The Forth Dimension of Saffron Bindy and An Infinite Range of Trivia.

This was back in the days (early 1980s) when self-publishing a book was just that. There was 
no Amazon to self-publish to, or any of the other outlets authors and poets today take for 
granted. When he published a book he went to a local copy shop and they ran off thousands of 
pages. Then Saffron laboriously assembled and bound each copy by hand. Most of the books he 
gave away to family and friends, or whoever asked for one. Each Saffron Bindy book was truly 
an act of love, and he often included little personal touches and notes for the recipient as he 
put the book together.

Saffron loved words, in all their forms and variants. He adored puns and word-play and all  
the different ways he could bend the language to suit his mood. He often pitied his “poor  
reader” and he was always quick with an apology when he snuck a particularly tricky pun  
or bit of tomfoolery sideways into one of his poems. While his first four books were mostly  
serious (although each did have one section for fun and games), An Infinite Range of Trivia  
was almost exclusively Saffron just playing with words. We’ll never know if that was his  
favorite book, but I suspect it was.

In keeping with his public image Saffron would tell you that he was not a religious man, but 
he was a whole lot more religious than he’d ever let on. His work primarily focused on love 
(his favorite topic!), nature, people, and just ordinary life experiences he found interesting or 
amusing. He had a wonderful dry sense of humor, which he was not shy about revealing. But 
much of his serious work was very spiritual in tone, even if he never got around to defining 
which god he was talking about. He was a particular admirer of Zen Buddhism, and although 
not an active practitioner he was well-studied and well-versed in the tenets of the faith, and  
it often shows up in his poetry.

Most of Saffron’s work would have gone undiscovered were it not for a serendipitous  
happening. About 20 years after his death I bought the family home from my mother. And 
there I discovered, shoved behind a bench in his workshop, a steamer trunk containing his 
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life’s literary work. And he was prolific! He always said he liked to write  
two complete poems a night, and he apparently did at least that. One of  
my fondest memories of him as a child was seeing him sitting in his recliner, 
most often a tumbler of scotch at hand, writing in his journal. In the trunk I found over 2,600 
finished poems (he had only published about 250 of them) and nearly 4,500 more in various 
stages of completion. Saffron was a harsh critic of himself, and he was always worried about 
his word and syllable counts, so if there was even one word that was “wrong” or something  
he thought was out of place he’d never publish that poem.

The most valuable of the items in the trunk were 13 of his notebooks, which I call journals. 
Each roughly corresponded to a book he had written or planned to write (he had already 
decided on the titles of his first 20 books). The poetry in the journals was complete, or it was 
in progress, or sometimes it was only a stanza or two. But he had included copious notes. He 
could have three or four pages of notes for a 20-line poem. He pretty much laid out exactly how 
he was going to write his poems, even if he had never gotten around to finishing many of them.

With that to work from I finished Forth and Trivia. That was a very strange experience, as 
a son looking at his dad’s work years later. I really feel like I got into his head, so to speak, 
through his working notes. Even where I was sticking in a missing word here and there, or  
finishing one of his incomplete lines, I very much think he was guiding me. That’s why I don’t 
take any credit for those books. They’re Saffron’s work, even though some of it came long after 
he was gone. Like Saffron I gave those books away to family and friends, although I did it on 
CDs, not bound photocopies.

After those two books I started deconstructing his poems. He was comfortable writing two 
levels deep. In other words, he could mix two completely different meanings in a single poem. 
He sometimes wrote three levels deep, and there are a few examples where he went four levels 
down. And he took advantage of every literary device he could, including metaphors, similes, 
allusions, idioms, and others. Needless to say some of his poetry is complex!

Taking one example, I deconstructed one of his longer poems, "The Beltane Fire". It was a  
retelling of the ancient Celtic fertility festival of Beltane, and it was told mostly through  
allusions and metaphors. I spent three solid weeks unraveling that one, and in the end I  
was impressed! His history was impeccable, and the story he told was accurate. Ultimately I 
published the deconstructions as Saffron Bindy Unplugged, the only book of his I’ve ever sold.

I think Saffron’s story provides a good lesson for those, even older folks, who might be  
thinking about writing some poetry but just aren’t quite sure. To them I’d say go for it!  
Poetry is a literary form which really is immortal. I still enjoy reading dad’s words, 43 years 
later, and I am thankful and blessed that he spent the time to write them. So don’t be afraid, 
and see what you can do! I will guarantee that someone, somewhere, will honor your  
memory by cherishing your words!

[Note: Saffron Bindy was Robert Eugene Martin, b. 1929, d. 1982]
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It was coming. No doubt, it would arrive soon. I had no measure to stop it; the certainty glared. 
I could prepare, and hope for the best, knowing the cards lay heaped against me. I trembled 
like a small boy standing before the village bully, convinced I would not survive the onslaught. 

Carra left me to this. Carra and her kiss-my-ass attitude. Without the blink of a concerned eye, 
she slammed the door, abandoning me to an apocalyptic fate. 

It would attack, to be sure. It would surround and engulf me as if I were a cowering mouse 
caught with its nose plunged in a sea of mucilage, struggling to free itself from the clutches  
of a glue trap, clambering to breathe. 

With the passing of that vision, I raced to open the windows; damn the southern gale that 
threatened to invade, I would require an escape route. 

I’d heard tales of other men imperiled by the same demon; men who’d swiftly fallen to the atroc-
ities bestowed upon them. I scuffled into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. As I pulled the 
ring on an icy Bud, I made a firm resolution. I would not succumb to this opponent. I could not 
allow it to crush me as it had so many others. There had to be a solution I’d over-looked. I prayed 
for the time required to make my discovery and to attend to the proper preparations. 

The beer went down, cold enough to numb my throat. It provided the quarter-buzz I needed to 
begin my quest. 

*** 

I fumbled in the darkness, searching for the string Carra had affixed to the basement bulb. 
Illumination was imperative; she made it a point to rearrange the boxes and furniture in the 
basement at least once a week. Women do that sort of thing just to keep a man on his feet—or 
off them— whatever their true motives might be. 

Feeling the cord of string slide across the tip of my index finger, I swiped at the sensation and 
yanked. The light came on. If I’d taken one more step ahead, I would have tripped over my 
barbell. Tempted to get lost in a train of thought focused on the cruelties of women, I reminded 
myself that time had sided with the enemy. 

My father pulled a stint in Vietnam and had given me a gasmask as a token of his experience. I 
began to rummage through some of the boxes on the floor, most of them overflowing with Carra’s 
size sixes; clothing she’d packed away last year. I got lost for a few moments, attempting to decipher 
Victoria’s secret from a pair of red-lace thongs; remnants from cooler days and hotter nights. 
Pushing the boxes aside, I created a path to my workbench. The gasmask should have been 
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ink on paper 
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hanging from a hook on the wall. It wasn’t there, but I found a dusty  
painter’s mask and a pair of goggles. Hopefully, the inferior items would  
be sufficient to ward off the greater part of the attack. I snatched them up 

and scanned for anything else that might prove helpful. Duct tape, always a must. A pair of 
leather construction gloves. I would need rain gear and my fishing boots, and it would be a 
plus to locate the Black and Decker ™ power-washer, or a garden hose. I came across a snorkel 
and pushed it into my back pocket, just in case. 

I climbed the stairs and made my way out of the basement with a load of survival equipment  
cradled in my arms. Rushing into the garage, I located a tarp. Part of its blue plastic had 
cracked and there were small rips and tears, but it would have to do. I dragged it up the stairs, 
into the bedroom, and placed it, strategically, over the carpet. With that finished, I made my 
way to the bathroom, flung open the medicine cabinet and reached for a bottle of cologne . I 
poured the contents of the bottle over my shirt until the last drop of it had expired. Spying a 
box of cotton balls, I stuffed two of the little saviors deep into my nostrils. 

It wouldn’t be long before the siren went off. I could feel it; an urge, an instinct, a sudden row 
of goose bumps crawling over my flesh, raising the hair on my arms to full attention. 

I donned the rain gear, slipped the boots on, and agonized over choosing between the painter’s 
mask and the snorkel. Placing the goggles over the mask, I went to the kitchen and loaded the 
power-washer with ammo. 

Realizing I might need more than a quarter-buzz, I lowered the mask and made my way to  
the refrigerator. The metallic fart a can of beer emits when I pull the pop-top always incites  
a chuckle, even under the pressure of dire circumstance. I stole a moment to muse at the  
simplicities of life, and gulped the golden liquid. I sat at the table and stared at the roll of  
duct tape, wondering how I might incorporate its aid. 

None of this would have been necessary if Carra hadn’t been in such a foul mood when she 
awoke that morning. I had to resent her for that. There can be no justifiable reason for a  
woman to place her man in such peril, and certainly, not on a whim. She’d never shown signs 
of betrayal before; what detour in the road of our relationship had she taken? More importantly, 
would things ever return to the way they were before? One thing seemed sure, nothing would 
be the same again if I couldn’t manage to survive. 

The siren blared, more ominous than the orders of an executioner. For a brief moment, I 
thought to ignore it. My hands trembled, and my heart began to beat against my chest. I 
squashed the beer can by applying quick pressure between my palm and my forehead.  
Standing to my feet, I placed the painter’s mask over my face. The moment of truth had  
come, as I knew it would. The assailant beckoned. 

*** 

I don’t know who was more surprised to find that I was still standing when Carra returned. 
The toxic attack had induced a nauseous reaction that prompted me to pay homage to the por-
celain-queen for nearly half an hour. Thank God I had the presence of mind to drink a couple 
beers, or the dry heaves would have dominated the field of play, and I abhor those, most of all.
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When Carra came through the door, I had just finished removing my gear. I  
sat on the sofa, looking—and feeling—like a man who had barely endured  
the greater tortures of Hell. 

“I see you survived,” she said with the faintest indication of a smile playing at the corners of 
her lips. 

 All I had to offer was a weak nod. 

“It wasn’t so bad, was it?” She asked, and dropped her car keys on the coffee table. 

I gaped at the keys, thinking I should grab them and run, never to return again. She’d put 
me through this course once, who could say she wouldn’t do it again? I would not succeed a 
second time. I could barely abide the thought of it. My stomach twisted. I could still taste the 
bitter acid of the vomit lingering in my mouth, and I might have retched, once more, if I had 
anything left to retch. 

As her gaze fell upon the gear I’d left straggled about the room, she asked, “Are you planning 
on painting the living room?” 

I struggled to clear my throat and answered with a weak, “No.” 

“What’s all this, then?” 

She seemed to have contemplated an answer, as her head sharply twisted toward the ceiling. 
She turned away from me and bolted up the stairs. 

Tense moments passed. I heard her feet thumping against the floor. An occasional squeal  
of discontent made its way to my ears; notes of exasperation, and sighs of frustration. 

When she came back to the living room, she returned with the wriggling assailant clasped  
in her arms. 

“What the hell?” She screamed, her voice carrying a specific tone I’ve come to recognize as 
meaning I wouldn’t be invited to partake in her delicacies for quite some time, “You duct-taped 
the diaper on the baby?”
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Ears turn red: 
that Syrian accent
on the public radio

inside the boom box
in the streets of Turkey

and Europe.

Thousands of them 
walk everyday 

pulling the suitcases
of yesterday,
pushing the 

doors of hope,
walk past flea markets 

on sale:
childhood and security.

Déjà vu?
1947:

Tryst with destiny
the bogies of wails in
the train to Pakistan 

Aren’t we all the refugees of time?
Where the mind is the capitalist

And the heart, the investor 

The Refugee
By Nivedita N

  Rags and Riches 
artwork by Divya Adusumilli
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Ophelia floats
 buoyant in sub-aqua blue —
her heartbeat 
 like the waning and waxing of the moon 
or the appearance and disappearance of the sun —

She is the queen of penumbra —

She is not a mother, daughter, sister, or a friend —
  she is a lover, a lover of all 
 who can unveil 
the beautiful bacterial colours
  without a microscope or lens.

Blue-green Lethe — looping lines —
  wondrous incandescent
“river of regret”.
Kelp keeps herself elastic and moist and ready
  breathing virus —
vacuum-bubbles whispering:
  “Does Ophelia have cold feet?”
Blue-green veins leave imprints 
 insoluble in water, in air, on skin.

“The person you are calling is waiting,
is waiting, ... not waiting.”
  Two moon-beams 
 like tiny talismanic  oval stones 
move in an arc — an elliptical orbit —
 the lumen alterations
calibrate 
 her breath of death,
  breath of love,  a lover —
lost in history in a man-made myth —
waiting for a call —  waiting. 

Ophelia: Bacterial Fragments
By Sudeep Sen

From Fractals: New & Selected Poems | Translations 1980–2015



Rendezvous with Casey Dorman
By Kiriti Sengupta

Casey Dorman grew up in Vancouver, Washington, 
He was educated at the University of Washington 
in Seattle, Washington, USA, where he majored in 
psychology and obtained a BS (1965), MS (1967), 
and Ph.D. (1970). His specialty was neuropsychology, 
specifically brain injury and learning disabilities 
in children. As a clinician he worked in a children’s 
clinic affiliated with Stanford University, and for 
the Massachusetts Department of Public Health.  
In 1988, he began teaching at United States  
International University in San Diego, California. 
He published over two dozen research articles on 
child neuropsychology and co-authored a book, 
Cognitive Effects of Early Brain Injury, a volume  
in the Johns Hopkins Series on Psychiatry and 
Neuroscience. After becoming Dean of the School 
of Human Behavior, he left teaching to direct the 
mental health training programs for the County  
of Orange, California, a position from which he 
retired in 2010. Casey’s literary career began in 
2004 with the publication of his thriller novel,  
I, Carlos (Seven Locks Press), followed by anoth-
er thriller, Pink Carnation (Publish  America) and 
then four more novels, Chasing Tales, Where Have All the Young Men Gone? Unquity, Prisoner’s  
Dilemma: The Deadliest Game, and Appointment in Mykonos, published by his own imprint,  
Avignon Press. In 2009 he began publishing Lost Coast Review, a quarterly literary review, 
which is now in its seventh year. The Peacemaker, published by Avignon Press is his seventh 
novel and first attempt at science fiction. He has also published, Fermentation, a book of  
poems and short stories, and Is God Really Necessary? an extended essay on atheism. His  
new thriller, Murder in Nirvana, will be released by Black Rose Writing in December of  
2015. He has two children and five grandchildren and is married to Lai, with whom he  
lives in Newport Beach, California.

Kiriti Sengupta: I have read and written a review of  The Peacemaker, your latest release.  
It is a science fiction novel that primarily aims to establish “empathy,” a lost humane trait  
in modern civilization. Can you please elaborate on your stand? 
Casey Dorman: I chose empathy as the trait most valuable to a peacemaker because it seems 
to me that in our current world there are many factions—religious, national, ethnic, racial—
which  do not understand each other. Many of the conflicts that arise between such factions 
arise because lack of understanding leads to perceiving differences as threats. Once people feel 
threatened, they are even more reluctant to view things from the point of view of those who 
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are the source of their feeling of threat. Thus, to promote understanding  
requires an outside facilitator to help both parties overcome their own  
biases. The first step in resolving conflicts is to help each side understand 
the other’s point of view. Empathy, as I see it, and as it is defined within The Peacemaker, is a 
trait that involves both cognition (understanding another’s point of view) and emotion (feeling 
what another person feels).  A peacemaker, as Jason is, must be able to understand why each 
side in a dispute feels the way he or she feels. That means empathizing with each side—being 
able to view an issue from each of their viewpoints. Neuroscientific and psychological research 
have shown that people vary on the trait of empathy and that this variation may reflect biological 
differences related to the brain. Jason was selected to be a peacemaker because he had a great 
deal of empathy. Because empathy also probably requires a suitable environment to help it 
develop, Jason was raised by two surrogate parents, who themselves were very empathic.

Kiriti: The word “peacemaker” is quite similar to “pacemaker.” Did you have a target in your 
mind as you conceptualized the theme and title of your novel?
Casey: The similarity between peacemaker and pacemaker is coincidental and I did not see 

any conceptual relationship between the two.  
I chose The Peacemaker as a title because I  
wanted to focus on the message of nonviolence 
and peace and to have a central character who 
embodied these characteristics so that he could 
be both a role model and a spokesperson for 
peace. The philosophy of Deep Ecology, which  
is also a basis of the environmental concern  
expressed in the book, was originated by a  
Norwegian, Arne Naess, who, in addition to  
being a proponent of ecology, was a follower  
of Gandhi and believed that if one’s concern 
about the environment was based on believing  
in the value of all living things, then one must  
believe also in nonviolence between human  
beings. Jason, in The Peacemaker, espouses  
the same viewpoint.

Kiriti: You have been the editor-in-chief of the  
Lost Coast Review, a literary journal published  
by Avignon Press. The journal has been pretty 
successful to fetch readers for more than six 
years now, and it available on Amazon as well. 
There were plenty journals around, but why  
did you want to publish one?

Casey: I began publishing Lost Coast Review in 
2009, not because I felt that the world needed  

one more literary magazine, but because I wanted to become more involved with the literary 
world and it seemed to me as if publishing a literary magazine was a way to do that. At first I 
published almost exclusively my own and my friends’ works, but by placing requests for sub-
missions on various Facebook poetry and literature sites, then having Lost Coast Review list-
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ed on Duotrope and Poets and Writers online sites, I was able to increase 
submissions, in terms of both their number and quality. In 2011 I added a 
number of co-editors who also provided book and film reviews as well as 

screened and edited submissions. Everyone works for free and our median age is 72 years old, 
but we all possess Ph.Ds., which may or may not be an advantage.  We are looking for some 
new, younger editors (not necessarily Ph.Ds.’) and a university or college affiliation would be 
advantageous in terms of providing interns and possibly other editors. We are funded solely 
from my own funds at this point and some outside funding, possibly from a university, would 
be helpful, but not necessary.

Kiriti: In an earlier conversation  you claimed to be an atheist. However, in my review of The 
Peacemaker I have mentioned, “The book  is an out-and-out spiritual novel that has no strings 
of religions or prophecies attached to it.” Do you find my view contradictory to your stand of 
being an atheist ?
Casey: I am an atheist. In fact I have written a small book with the title Is God Really Necessary?, 
which describes my materialistic point of view and how I arrived at it. Part of the reason for 
writing that book was to demonstrate that one could harbor values, such as nonviolence, 
respect for other races and ethnicities, and valuing all human life, and could believe that life 
has meaning (even if meaning is something provided to life by each of us), without harboring 
any beliefs which would usually be termed “spiritual.” I felt that I and many of my friends who 
called themselves “spiritual” felt the same way about many things and I wanted to show that 
I could arrive at such feelings without adopting spiritual beliefs. I have been pleased that you 
and others have said that The Peacemaker provokes feelings that are akin to spiritual feelings, 
because by that I think you mean that it brings out values that you associate with spiritualism. 
I deliberately inserted elements into the story that I thought would evoke associations to the 
story of Jesus among Christians, but I have been delighted to find that the novel has evoked 
associations to spiritual and even religious ideas among Hindus, Muslims, Jews, Buddhists, and 
even Pagans. Readers seem to find their own meanings within the pages of The Peacemaker.

Kiriti: How would you like to inspire the emerging writers and novelists?
Casey: In writing The Peacemaker my aim was to inspire those who are interested in preserving 
earth’s environment. By using the frameworks of Deep Ecology and Biomimicry I hoped to 
provide a blueprint for such environmental preservation. My model was a novel called Ecotopia, 
written many years ago and which inspired many of our present day environmentalists. In 
publishing Lost Coast Review I am always pleased when new writers submit material to the 
journal. Even when I am unable to accept their submissions, I try to write a rejection letter 
that is supportive and encouraging. I also must admit that I sometimes will be more lenient 
in applying my acceptance criteria when I know that the author or poet is new or young and 
just starting out. One of my goals for Lost Coast Review is to facilitate new voices and voices 
from many cultures other than just my own. One of the most hopeful signs, to me, of the world 
continuing to progress along the right path is that so many young people are still pursuing 
creative, artistic activities and I want to encourage that.
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Look, the trees have streaked their leaves yellow.
They are gluttonous during summers

like well-fed cats
which when abandoned 

feed on instincts and grey eyes.

The trees ape the spirit of this feline
till the midwestern winters strip them bare

and they become ascetics.

Warming ourselves and saving our skin
We wait for summer…

Then O! dear tree,
we will embrace and pamper you

till you blush green and
streak your leaves, yellow and red, again.

The Fall
By Nivedita N

  Unnamed artwork  
by Katie Leigh Hutt



Again! She was at it again. I’ve been warning Maa about it but for some reason she refuses to 
acknowledge the gravity of the situation. I can see Ummaji, our house help, slowly circulating 
her petite self around the house, waiting for that perfect moment. Her slim waist always gives 
her a lot of advantage. The loose sari wrapped around her body makes room for a lot more 
than her flesh and bones. I had realized some time back that this old lady who cleaned my 
house daily in my presence was up to something. 

The day before yesterday I’d almost caught her red handed. She had folded a couple of old 
newspapers and was about to hide them under the folds of her thin pink sari. “Ummaji? What 
are you doing?” I had entered the living room just in time. She’d quivered, turned quickly, 
threw the newspapers down and grinned. It was easy to guess from her quick movements  
that I’d almost caught her at it. Still, she did not give away her secret but simply skid past me 
into the bathroom, all this while smiling her usual smile. I stood there with a feeling of having 
finally achieved something. But there was a lot left to do. I was yet to catch her when she  
actually tucked the old newspapers away. 

I distinctly remember the first time I met Ummaji. She was as frail as a nubile creeper swaying 
calmly in the direction of the breeze. Though she was timid in her behavior, her eyes sparkled 
knowingly. I recall feeling a certain sense of warmth towards her almost instantly. I don’t  
really know if it was born out of tender respect that old age commands or pity. Ummaji came  
to our house daily just before the evening tea time. My mother had always instilled within my 
sister and me the mannerism to respect anyone and everyone irrespective of any stereotypes 
that plague society. I dutifully prepared tea for Ummaji every evening and served it along with 
her daily treat of two biscuits. She relished this break from her work and sat smiling to herself 
while sipping her chai. Gradually, I got accustomed to her asking me a question or two about 
my studies and what I wanted to become when I grew up. At 15, I found this query to be a little 
disrespectful to my self-acclaimed adult self. I told her I was already a grown up but this never 
once stopped her from calling me a child. Eventually, I gave up. 

One day she told me about her son who had died two years back. She said that the harsh  
winter cold had taken him away. Her daughter-in-law had already passed away during  
childbirth. Ever since her son’s demise Ummaji has been the sole caretaker of her 4-year-old 
grandson. She loved him a lot but she once confided in me – making me promise never to tell 
anyone – that she took care of her grandson to ensure that he will take care of her when he 
grew up. My child-adult self knew that the grandson would most probably desert her the  
moment he could. Every time I thought this I made a silent promise to myself to take care  
of Ummaji on my own. I would convince my parents and everyone around that I would take 
this old lady under my care. I would definitely be able to provide for her. I made these claims 
assuring myself that she deserved to be cared for. Unfortunately, life teaches you other things 
as you grow up – all about innocent plans, all about uncharted destinies, and all about rude 
shocks that dismantle your nascent beliefs without a warning. 

The Criminal
By Preeti Singh
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Eagerly awaiting the evening when my mother usually returned from work, 
I was basking in the glory of having almost caught a criminal attempting 
a crime. To my 15-year-old eyes it was a crime beyond forgiveness. “How 
could she do it?” I thought to myself. “After all those afternoons I had made tea for her and 
listened to her stories.” Sitting and sipping her afternoon tea she told me about her life. Those 
were the times when I saw and heard of another lifestyle; so different, so appalling at times. 

Rekha, whom we respectfully addressed as Ummaji, was 52 years old when she came to work 
for us. Her husband died when she was 27. Not to mention him being 64 at the time of his 
death. The age difference between the two shocked me. I was disgusted to even think of the 
times when poor Ummaji would have been forced to share a bed with a man 37 years her 
senior. Married to him when she was just eleven, she was his second wife and had borne him 
nine children in all, of which only two survived. She narrated to me of the times when she  
had just entered her husband’s house. Not yet having hit puberty she was “no good” to her 
husband. So all she did the whole day was clean and cook in between trying to catch a wink  
or two. I often wondered how at that age I dreamt about my prince charming and the woman 
that I would want to grow up to be. Dreams are egalitarian but they are dreams after all. 

Poor Ummaji must have had dreams too, of love and of life… and a happily ever after. But  
destiny had other plans for her. The part of her story that haunted me most was the way she 
was treated during her monthly period each time. Not once but several times she would tell 
me with misty eyes how it was a bane to finally become a woman. She was washing clothes 
when she bled for the first time. Along with the running water ran a long thread of scarlet.  
At first, she presumed that the colour from some cloth was bleeding, but a sharp cramp in  
her stomach told her otherwise. Her own mother had died long back. No one had prepared her 
for this. She eventually told her mother-in-law who seemed oddly happy. She cried, “Finally… 
she’ll give me a grandson.” Poor Rekha kept wondering what had come upon the old lady. In 
the evening when her husband got home from work, he was told about Rekha’s “condition”.  
For the first time ever he set his eyes upon Rekha and a small smile appeared on his heavily 
bearded face. For four days she was made to sleep on the barren, stone floor. She was not  
allowed to touch anything, nor share food with anyone. It was as if she was ostracized from  
the house. All this while she kept wondering how and why did it make her mother-in-law 
so happy. Once she was 
“clean” she was sent to 
sleep with her husband. 
Though she closely guards 
the details, poor Ummaji 
is almost always in tears 
thinking about what  
happened with her once 
she became a “woman”. 

Often during our afternoon 
chats she advised me 
against getting married 
before I was financially 

  Motorcycle Dreamer  
artwork by Katie Leigh Hutt  



independent. She also strictly forbade me to elope and get married. I found 
this absolutely amusing as I had no intention whatsoever of being a runaway 
bride. But the day I realized she was smuggling old newspapers out of my 

territory I lost all respect or rather the feeling of a subtle innocent friendship for her. I felt  
betrayed and hurt due to her actions. I was unable to understand that how could Ummaji  
cheat us in this manner. 

Finally at 6pm the doorbell rang. “Maa, I almost caught her today.” I spoke the moment I saw 
my mother at the doorstep. 

“Caught whom? What are you talking about?” This dampened my spirits; hadn’t I told her 
about Ummaji? Maybe she was tired. But she ought to have remembered. 

“Okay. Never mind. You relax and freshen up. I will get something for you.” I waited for an hour 
before broaching on the topic again. Maa was completely at ease now, so I decided to tell her 
again. With a smile on my face I went up to her. 

“Maa, Ummaji almost stole some old newspapers again.” I said with an extra decibel in my voice. 
She refused to react in the desired fashion. The lack of reaction was beginning to irritate me. 

“Why doesn’t she get angry or at least a little upset?” I wondered. I tried persuading her into a 
dialogue again. But she was relentless with her silence on the subject. Finally, I lost my cool. It 
was then that Maa finally parted her lips. 

“You know, it is just raddi. What do we have to do with it anyway?” I was furious. The issue was 
not the object but the act. Didn’t she understand it? I gave up.

Next afternoon, I decided to take matters in my own hand. I had a good mind of catching  
Ummaji red-handed. But when it was time for the criminal in my house to act again, I found 
myself paralyzed, not just physically but also emotionally. My mother’s words resounded in  
my head, “You know, it is just raddi.” It suddenly occurred to me that after all it was indeed  
just raddi! She had not stolen anything of any real value or importance. She would not do that, 
perhaps. To think that the petty thief in my house was also a poor grandmother taking care 
of an orphaned grandchild left me feeling ashamed of myself. The insignificance of her crime 
made me realize how her poverty had rendered her so helpless that she probably needed her 
daily quota of old unused newspapers to clog the innumerable cracks in her slum to escape  
the ruthless cold. Shivering in a single blanket daily, she just wanted to feel cozy. 

The doorbell rang. I walked to the door letting Ummaji in and paced back to my room almost 
immediately. She questioned me about my silence, I responded with more silence. She came, 
she went. I did not move an inch. With these thoughts clouding my mind, I shed a silent tear, 
smiled to myself, and crouched under my quilt, in order to give her time to take her daily quota 
of old newspapers. 

Glossary:
Maa: Affectionate manner of addressing one’s mother in India
Ummaji: Respectful manner of addressing an old lady in India
Raddi: Scrap or old useless things; here old newspapers
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Grammar
By Sudeep Sen

she has no english; 
her lips round / in a moan ....
calligraphy of veins ....
— MERLINDA BOBIS, ‘First Night’

My syntax, tightly-wrought —
I struggle to let go,
to let go of its formality,
of my wishbone
desiring juice — its deep marrow,
muscle, and skin.

The sentence finally pronounced —
I am greedy for long drawn-
out vowels, for consonants that 
desire lust, tissue, grey-cells.
I am hungry for love,
for pleasure, for flight,

for a story essaying endlessly — words. 
A comma decides to pr[e]oposition
a full-stop ... ellipses pause, to reflect —
a phrase decides not to reveal 
her thoughts after all — ellipses and
semi-colons are strange bed-fellows. 

Calligraphy of veins and words
require ink, the ink of breath,
of blood — corpuscles speeding
faster than the loop of serifs ...
the unresolved story of our lives
in a fast train without terminals.

I long only for italicised ellipses ...
my english is the other, the other 
is really english — she has no english;
her lips round / in a moan — 
oval, rich, nuanced, grammar-
drenched, etched letters of glass.

From Fractals: New & Selected Poems | Translations 1980–2015
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Present Scenario of American Poetry 

By Dustin Pickering

Was there a time in American letters when truth and not ideology or partisanship ruled?  
Today, poets the world round feel ignored and isolated. Selling poetry is a lost cause, and  
the American view is market-centered. Everything must be marketable, must fit the shelf,  
and must have a tagline to draw interest. Our lives are just too busy to scour shelves for  
novelty collections. Companies that have the resources sell poetry by authors well- 
established, usually dead.

For instance, it is said that bestselling American poet Billy Collins generates about 45,000  
US dollars in royalties every year. This is the money made by a living author who is extremely 
active in poetry. There are a few others like John Ashbury, Garrison Keillor, and Sharon Olds  
or perhaps Louise Gluck. I bring the market aspect into this discussion because everything  
in America costs money. All endeavors seek profit so lives can be made richer and resources 
are better employed. The literacy rate in America is said to be at 99 percent. We are doing 
something right. Yet people take this bold gift for granted. It has been with us a long time.  
My uncle, a rocket scientist for the Department of Defense, often tells me the only people  
he knows who read are more interested in Grisham-style formula novels. 

Why are Americans scornful of passionate works in letters? There seems to be almost an 
“elite” of those interested in poetry and its contemporary efforts. Writers write to other  
writers. There is a burst of small presses, literary journals, and popular magazines that feature 
poetry. Does anyone read it? I know one publisher at Penny Ante Feud, a respected journal, 
shut down his efforts. He told his readers he couldn’t go into debt and there was no support for 
his work in the literary community. This is a terrible misfortune. Why are other writers letting 
this happen? Awaken support, please. Let’s go out into the world and support the poets who 
give voice to those who care about social justice, those who celebrate nature and diversity,  
and those who love language. 

My friend Troy Camplin, a Ph.D. in humanities, refers to the arts as “gift economies”. This 
means there simply isn’t money in being an independent artist, and we must labor freely.  
Language is a labor of love, but it is the only art receiving so little notice… it is almost like  
poets are frowned on as amateur artists who failed to be rock stars. Anyone who can  
complete subject-verb agreement is a “poet.” This is where Americans make a huge mistake in 
accepting and encouraging mediocrity. The arts serve a social purpose. They elucidate values, 
forge beautiful ideas, engage in discussion and challenge corruption, and ultimately they are a 
sign of who we are. The future will see us in our exhibitions of artistic achievement, as we see 
Old World Indians in their unique pottery or Ancient Egyptians in hieroglyphics. 

An American master is hard to find for this reason. I am fairly well read in contemporary  
letters and I can say with pride that I enjoyed completing Joyce’s Ulysses and the complete 
poems of Lorca, among other brave readings. There are a few great American poets, among 
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whom I class Emily Dickinson, Whitman, and Emerson. Dickinson was  
admired by Thomas Wentworth Higginson, a publisher, but he would not 
publish her because he felt her writing was too experimental. The same  
publisher rejected Whitman, who was thought by Ralph Waldo Emerson to be the best  
American poet of the day and a voice of Transcendentalism. 

It is not a well-known fact that Dickinson admired Christina Rossetti, the English pre-Raphaelite 
whose brother was the famous painter Dante Gabriel Rossetti. This may be akin to the hypothesis 
that poets are writers writing to those like themselves. Perhaps nothing has changed.
Back to American masters in the contemporary world. I might suggest Louise Gluck, Ravi 
Shankar (yes, I mean it), and Elaine Equi for a variety of reasons. Let me list them.

Louise Gluck is rooted in myth, using it to explore human nature. She expresses herself in the 
voice of grief so common in today’s poetic works, but she is wise in her presentations. I love 
her use of language. I love her short lyricism and symbolic depth. On the surface her poetry is 
the typical academic mish-mesh, but she is expert at expressing grief without an abundance 
of self-pity. She employs natural imagery, and distances herself from the subject. Her words 
sometimes signify her family. Why do so many American poets grieve? Americans themselves 
are grieving about the breaking-down of the nuclear family. All of us share in this legacy of  
failure in our humble society. Our years of late have been tremendously difficult. More victims 
are created daily and put on TV. Americans feel the winds of fate imprisoning and crushing 
them—we hardly blame ourselves for our failures anymore. It’s the political system, it’s the 
other party, it’s the authorities, and it’s the Hollywood scene. No. Gluck doesn’t mention those 
things in her poems. Instead they express love, and not blame. She admits, implicitly, that  
we have failed ourselves. That the cookie is crumbling, and that this once precious nation  
of humane chances and hard labor is crushing its own spirit. Her poems are singular, they  
only speak of the immediate subject. Anis Shivani in Against the Workshop speaks boldly on 
Gluck’s poetry, and the grief-stricken poet of the academy who will not admit freedom’s ethic 
and decries that we are all victims in some capacity.

Shivani is a bold and masterful critic—however, I think he knows the truth of circumstance. 
We have voted ourselves into this political mad spell. Americans fear freedom and its bearing 
on them. Shivani critiques academic poets as if to say they are somehow emotionally flat, and 
not sincere. Is the Muse also lamenting? Perhaps even academics hear her voice?

Enough of this political discussion. I now turn to Ravi Shankar of Drunken Boat. I met this  
poet recently and have so far devoured only one collection by him. However, I can certainly  
say that he is a beacon to new poets. He doesn’t deconstruct language, he explores it. The book, 
Deepening Groove, left a remarkable impression on me. There are difficult plays on words, 
linguistic gymnastics, and feats of the imagination. I felt the courage of the poet and his joy in 
exploration. The poetry he composes is startlingly original, provocative, and surreal. There is 
thought on Nature, and his phrasing stands out. He is often called a model poet for the young.

Elaine Equi, who hails from poetry-friendly Chicago, is author of many books, including  
Sentences and Rain. The book makes apt use of the discovery of stream-of-consciousness by 
psychologist William James. In my opinion, Sentences and Rain explores the gaps between  
language and verbal play. The title suggests that there is full understanding in the mind and 
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there is also haze. Language, we know as poets, contains paradoxes and 
limitations—yet, there is some recognition of fact and elucidation of vision. 
Poetry plays between these two realms. Equi’s poetry, published in The New 

Yorker and many other prestigious publications, loves the power of suggestion and hiding 
potentials in broken thoughts. She is master of the art of original writing as is Shankar. I admit 
I did not understand her appeal at first, but gradually became enthralled at her ability to say 
something powerful in a direct and an implied manner. She reveals, conceals, and this is a feat 
of a master of the art.

Poetry is taking a backseat it seems with the inventions of radio and television, and the  
emergence of film, private recording, and photography; also, computers and the Internet. Yet 
we know that van Gogh, the splendid painter from Amsterdam, was the savior of painting. He 
simply knew the world differently, and was the best measurer of his own worth. As photography 
became more accessible, painters had to present a new form of vision that photographers 
could not capture. Into new worlds ran the eyes of painters as the popularity of new technologies 
grew. Poets have always reached for the eternal, as their personal mythos states, yet do we know 
what is eternal? Is eternity something graspable or does it also change feet, balance on new 
hinges, and grow out as we grow inward? I can’t answer because poetry to me is mystery. 
Demystified, poetry is a poet’s foothold on love and language. Poets love concepts and playful 
mastery of language—poets are children of the heart, seekers of the lost, and a culture’s historians. 
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As if in a dream, you disappeared 
   unnanounced — untimely and unprepared.

The handwritten diary you left behind 
   weepingly revealed your sordid, searing pain. 

Grief-struck, I run around city’s municipal offices
   rummaging through bureaucratic files,

seeking your death certificate for validation —
   as if losing you, wasn’t loss enough.

Ma | Mother

By Sudeep Sen

[Ratna Sen 18.12.1940 - 27.01. 2013]

  Her Song 
artwork by Divya Adusumilli
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Prospects and Challenges  

By U Atreya Sarma

The art and process of translation has been an essential part of communication since time 
immemorial. Translation is a multi-dimensional process – translating an idea or observation 
into a specific language; polishing up that lingual expression to a desired level of satisfaction 
or near perfection; and rendering from one language into another. The thirst for knowledge 
beyond one’s moorings together with the urge to share one’s wisdom with the readers of a  
different tongue, especially in an environment of increasing human concourse across the 
globe, has augmented the scope and need of translation across a wide range – academic,  
scientific, technological, socio-political, literary, and artistic. Continual exchange of ideas, 
comparisons, and contrasts expands one’s horizons. Man basically desires to benefit  
from this borrowing, lending, amalgamation, and cross-fertilisation of ideas – as part  
of human evolution. 

The translation of each field of activity has its own peculiarities and desiderata, and so  
does that of the realm of poetry, but with a difference that poetry is accepted as the finest 
expression of a language by virtue of its subjectivity, emotional intensity, aesthetic suffusion, 
diction refinement, unordinary syntax, collocational ornateness, beauty of imagery, and verbal 
euphony. So much so, poetic expressions by virtue of the potency of their creativity tend to 
enrich the language. 

To underline the poetic potency, let me quote Cardinal Newman, from his lecture in the  
School of Philosophy and Letters,: “Literature,” of which poetry is a part, “is the personal  
use of exercise of language”. The way the poetic language is used is markedly different, and 
Newman delineates the difference: “And while the many use language as they find it, the man 
of genius uses it indeed, but subjects it withal to his own purposes, and moulds it according 
to his own peculiarities. The throng and succession of ideas, thoughts, feelings, imaginations, 
aspirations, which pass within him, the abstractions, the juxtapositions, the comparisons, the 
discriminations, the conceptions, which are so original in him, his views of external things, his 
judgments upon life, manners, and history, the exercises of his wit, of his humour, of his depth, of 
his sagacity, all these innumerable and incessant creations, the very pulsation and throbbing 
of his intellect, does he image forth, to all does he give utterance, in a corresponding language, 
which is as multiform as this inward mental action itself and analogous to it, the faithful ex-
pression of his intense personality, attending on his own inward world of thought as its very 
shadow: so that we might as well say that one man’s shadow is another’s as that the style of a 
really gifted mind can belong to any but himself. It follows him about as a shadow. His thought 
and feeling are personal, and so his language is personal.”

This entire spirit of a poet, as above, has to be comprehended by the translator in all its  
distinctiveness in order to do justice to the translation in a “corresponding language.” It is  
not just a word to word conveyance that is meant by poetic translation,; it has to bear in mind 
“not the words alone, but even the rhythm, the metre, the verse,” because they are the  
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“contemporaneous offspring of the emotion or imagination which possesses” 
the poet. Even the concomitant “delicacy and beauty of style” has to reflect  
in the translation. The demands of the aforementioned peculiarities,  
intricacies, and nuances behove a translator to enter the soul of the poet whose work he/she 
undertakes to translate, in order to be able to grasp the spirit of the work.

The translation may not always be as effective as the original, as is commonly observed; there 
is no substitute to it unless every reader wants to, and can, learn and master each and every 
language. While a commendable command of both the source and the target language is a  
sine qua non for a translator, he can be successful only with a painstakingly analytical study 
of various translations and continued practice. A translation may have to go through several 
phases of improvement from the angle of fidelity to the original, even as a certain amount of 
leeway is inevitable while rendering idiomatic or proverbial expressions. So also to ensure  
a natural flow in the target language, a translator may have to combine or divide the lines  
or sentences or change the order of the phrases, clauses, lines, or sentences. The title of  
the poem also may sometimes necessitate a change. This is all according to the personal  
experience of this writer. 

The type of the language as used in the original – whether classical or plebeian; erudite or  
colloquial; argotic, dialectal, or slangy – should retain its flavour in the target language as  
well, to the maximum extent possible. Likewise, the verbal euphony in the original resulting  
from employment of different devices such as rhyme, rhythm, assonance, consonance,  
alliteration, and onomatopoeia should, as far as possible, be echoed in the translation.  
Wherever culture-specific terms are there, it is better to retain them as they are, by duly  
explaining them by way of notes. Depending upon one’s choice or demand, a poem in the 
source language can be rendered into a metrical poem or free verse or even prose. Again,  
while translation within the Indian languages – like from Tamil to Telugu or from Bengali  
to Hindi – is relatively easy in view of the larger cultural similarity; translation between  
an Indian language and a foreign language (such as English, Spanish, or Chinese) would  
pose more difficulties.

The exercise involves more of practice and extensive study than of theory, even as courses  
in translation techniques (like the one this writer went through) would certainly be of some 
conceptual help. 

(To be continued in the next issue)
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