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1. WE ARE AMERICA

Mythical Phoenix rose from the ashes to twitter,

Our Star-Spangled Banner rose to sky to flutter,
As she flutters on the Capitol Hills over the sky
We hold our head in the comity of nations high.

Our flag depicts each state as star on its temple,
It denotes with stripes thirteen colonies original,

We embody America, we are America.

We reunited the disorganized soldiers with guns,
We created an army of brave soldiers to overrun,

We humbled Imperialists and upheld our honor,

We gave lessons of liberty to people world over,
We cherished rosy dream of the United Nations,

And the world adored the people of our nation,

We embody America; we are America.

Our constitution upholds right, equality and liberty,

Our laws are based on great principles of morality,

Our Congress reflects power of popular sovereignty,

Our Courts administer justice through due process,

Our government enforces law and promotes peace,

Our country is ranked best for duty and discipline,

We embody America, we are America.

We have waged great wars to establish world peace,

We envisaged lasting peace to ensure total progress.

We glory in the thrilling expansion of our affluence,

We stretch our toiled legs on silky bed of opulence,

We lifted weak nations from abyss of utter poverty,

We rode a high wave in an air of pride and ecstasy,

We embody America, We are America.
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2. OH! MY MOTHERLAND

I hear chanting of the Vedas from your temple,

I listen to national anthem sung by your people,

I take note of the great epics from the preachers,

I have heard touching speeches of your teachers.

I hear the soothing sound of your flowing rivers,
That has provided food to people in abundance,
I hear the whistling wind across the green forests,

That has kept up spirits of your sons and soldiers.

You are blessed with the climate so wonderful,

You are an abode for varieties of kind animals,

You are replete with fruits and scented flowers,  
You are a home for many a god and goddess.

You gave birth on your soil to various religions,

You tolerated a number of faiths in your region,

You are an embodiment of compassion and pity,
You have been an abode of spiritual mentality.
You strive constantly for the good of humanity,

Millions of your sons show to the animals, pity,
You are richly endowed with a Nature’s bounty,

You are famous for showing aliens hospitality.

I wonder why I see endless tears in your eyes,

Is it that political masters are awfully egoistic?

That they place their interests above the nation?

Is it that they split nation on Caste foundation?

Is it that the regime doesn’t keep social order?

Is it that the people plunge society to disorder?

Is it because your officialdom is very corrupt?

Is it because the regime upholds Class interest?

Oh! My son, save me from total annihilation,

The politicians serve caste and class interests,

They use ignorant people to serve self-interest,

They set up my own people against my order.
People kill baby-girls in the mothers’ wombs,

They to extort wealth consign wives to tombs,
They massacre people to gain political power,
And shed blood to corner jobs to their people. 
My country is plagued with the disruptive cells,

And infected with heinous traitors and terrorists,

People wage civil wars daily to assert their might,
Political agents bless them for electoral benefits.

Save me from the evils that have encircled me!

Mother, I can save you from devils and demons,

I can save you from a worst holocaust of Nature,

I can protect you from dirty games of evil spirits.

But how I can save you from political monsters!

How can I protect you from rapacious officials!

How can I save you from orgy of law violators!

Even God can’t protect you from your traitors!
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3 DAWN OF WISDOM

I desired for love until I realized love is a sheer myth,

I craved for money until I found out money is mirage,

I longed for land until I reserved one to bury my urn,

I sought for name till it turned out a matter of shame,

I yearned for fame until I was fully engulfed in flame,
How could I impress God for a place in the heaven?
 I longed for friendship until dearest friend turned foe,

I looked for beauty until I sank under the marshy mire,

I sought for the truth until perfidy buried it in deep sea,

I yearned for morals until criminals erased them on earth,

I pursued God on earth until the Ghosts chased Him out,
Were they enough to find a rightful place in heaven?
  I suppressed avarice; reformed self at an early stage,

  I abandoned sensual desire; and became a great sage,

  I became an astute with subdued anger and arrogance, 
I discarded name and fame; retreated to a dingy cage,

I vowed to sacrifice my life for the sake of my land.
Am I not eligible to find a rightful place in heaven?
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4. INFATUATION

I stood in the dusk of life in great distress,

Awaiting my life to fade to dismal dimness,

My future looked bleak under starless sky,

I feared my future will roll into soggy mire.

I danced to the orchestra of the Lord divine.
Suddenly, a woman none too fair nor old,

With a shape none too beguiling appeared,

She gave a look that lit up in my dull eyes,

She spoke in a voice that was music to ear,

My soul elated to receive the guest of honor.

My mind became alert; and my wits shone;

Her heart fluttered; and she became agile,

My heart sang in elation; I saw her lips move,

My light heart danced to her heart’s pulse
Her sweet voice sang to my rhythmic tune.

Our elated heart became as light as feather,

We laughed until our voice rose in rapture,

We created so much of din and commotion,

That the passengers watched with concern,

Since our destination could alter our destiny.

Day broke and the time to depart chimed,

What would happen they wondered agog!

Our heart throb slowed and eyes dimmed,

Our hearts were plunging into gloominess

Our squeaking voice sank into the sadness,

As the plane descended from great height,
My induced spirit died and my heart broke,

She went past me woefully to a parking lot,

She turned behind and gave lingering look,

I stood there forlorn, gaping like a lame duck.     
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5. THIS WORLD IS FULL OF THUGS

All that’s white is not cow’s milk,

All that’s red is not bed of roses,

All that’s green is not a pasture,

All that’s bold is not so beautiful,

Beware this world is full of thugs.

Friends are not dear as you think,

Those who lend a hand can conk,

Valued peers may not be so frank,

Seemingly sincere may play prank,

Beware this world is full of thugs.

Some may befriend you for gain;

Some, to inflict on you severe pain,

Some, to snatch your pretty wife,

Some pal may stab you in the back.

Beware this world is full of thugs.

Some spellbind you with sweet talk,

Others charm you with great deeds,

Some allure you with platonic love,

Some lure you with wads of money,

Beware this world is full of thugs,

Don’t believe what you see at outset,

Check twice to confirm you are right,

Subject what you trust to a time test,

Before you give in to the enticement,
Beware this world is full of thugs.
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6. INTER-RACIAL MARRIAGE

I am Ron from the east; she is Rose from the west,

I am brown, she is white; I am Indian; she is British,

That made all the difference but still we did not care;

We made friendship; it blossomed into relationship,

Well, that did not deter us from binding into a union.

She speaks a language I can’t recognize or articulate,

She wears a dress that I can’t adore and appreciate,

She has a culture that brands me uncouth and rustic,

I have a culture that brands her egoistic, materialistic,

Well, that did not deter us from binding into a union.

Her looks were inviting; her form, sexy and sensual,

Her eyes was captivating; her soft touch did enthrall,

Our mind blew horn; our hearts throbbed in unison,
Our souls signaled disparity, rang alarm bell of peril,
But we did defy it and bounded ourselves in a union.

We talked for hours; for miles walked up and down,

With hand in hand; our head buried in other’s bosom,

Our body united, we raised voice of love in unison,

Our love overflowed; a little thing cried in our arm,

What a bliss I wondered to be with spouse and son!

Her skin color faded years later in my brown eyes,

Her cobalt blue eyes lost charm in my brown figure,

Hatred replaced love; violence preceded subtle peace,

We dived into war, accusing the other of disloyalty,

We parted our ways in anger, but in deep anguish,

Those talks of love; of human bondage and of union;

Talk of platitude that the marriage is made in heaven,

Looked absurd and silly as cosmopolitan look faded,

The difference exposed hollowness of our life jaded,

It let us in an ocean, we could neither swim nor shun.

Love is transient; as transient as words written in air,

Marriage is dull and boring; listless as mundane affair,

We realized it the hard way; reverted to former status,

We now lead life of joy and pride without prejudice,

We saved our lives from falling into a state of unease
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7. OUR DEAR SON!

The clock chimed twelve to signal our son’s birth,

We raised our voice for his mother’s good health,

As the shrill cry of a male child filled the fresh air,

Our voice rose in ecstasy, being blessed with heir.

My superb life was filled with his thoughts always,

My dear wife swore to make all sorts of sacrifices.

We admitted him to good school to earn good skills,

We excused him each time he played a nasty game.

His legs grew long; his brain, sharp; his face lovely,

We waited for years for him to stand on his own legs,

He succeeded well with the education we afforded,

To our utter dismay we were no more his beloved

He averred to support us in the evening of our life,

He painted rosy pictures; we built castle in the space,
We spent our money on his comforts and learning

He stood on firm foot, but he pulled our infirm leg.

He loved a naughty girl, neither beautiful, nor bold,

He joined a job full of life; he made our life unfilled,
He approved every word of his wife, cringed for love,

He scoffed at every word we taught him in early life.

He hardly spoke; when he did, didn’t set eyes on us,

His eyes hovered; his voice wavered as if in trance,
He gave us disdainful glances and showered curses,

He thought his status high; he left his parents to die.

He picked up a quarrel; and left our house in huff;

He slighted us so much we heaved a sigh of relief,

The day of departure came in the evening of our life,

We pleaded guilty before God for giving him birth. 
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8. MY GREAT MOTHER

When I was resting in your little womb,

With patience you bore all my kicking,

You spread silky bed in your tidy room,

When I came down to the earth sliding,

You taught me how to walk and groom,

And you watched me merrily growing.

I went to school weeping at the age four,

You waited for me anxiously at the door,

I cried and your eyes were burst into tear,

I smiled; you burst into frantic laughter,

You heard of my success with great bliss,

You wept overnight worried at my lapse.

I was hungry; you fed me sumptuously,

I was angry; you consoled me candidly,

I was happy; you cajoled me doggedly,

I turned evil; you trained me in sagacity,

I turned good; you taught me philosophy,

I turned divine; you taught me spirituality.

I proposed to a beautiful girl next door,

That my father did hurriedly dispose of,

You supported me; he could not oppose,

Before your stature, he bends and bows.

Under your banyan tree my stature grew,

You were friend, guide and philosopher.

I went jobless; you gave all your might,

I fell ill; you didn’t sleep the whole night,

You carried my spoiled brat to school,

Fetched pills from pharmacy in the mall,

You found acute joy in my happiness;

You suffered severe pain in my sadness.

My father died; you wiped your tear,

And gathered courage like valiant soldier,

To direct alone the operation funeral,

When he lay cold in coffin in the chapel,

You weathered snow to stand in chill,

Got his tomb built behind the cathedral.

In his honor and memory, you built

A tomb to spread his gospel on earth,

You wrote epitaph on him to eulogize,

‘Here lies hubby Rod, replica of God’,

O Mother, you are my God on earth!

I pray for your soul as you are no more.
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9. OH! MY DEAR WIFE

I was so young and energetic at four and twenty,

I roamed up and down seeking for love in plenty,

I had no money that could drive a woman crazy,

Nor a body that would deliver summons to a lady.

At last I found a girl of seventeen so charming,

Her face was so attractive, her looks so warming,

Her slender build so curvy; and her ideas so lofty,

That stirred my spirited heart and felled me flat.

Her elegant manners cast on me a spell of magic.

Her beguiling talk took me to the world of logic,

Her gait and giggle drove me crazy and romantic,

Her presence was so soothing, I go now nostalgic.

She consoled me when my luck turned very tough,
And endured pain and poverty with great courage,

She waited endlessly for clouds to clear in her sky

She established in her life so dry a status so high.
Still she held on to the fort like a valiant soldier,

She fought alone the battle like a wounded tiger,

Even when she discerned her hope was shattered,

Hopes lingered on her; that left me unbothered.
My wife had hard time keeping the oven burning,

She worked overtime to lift family from sinking,

Till wrinkles appeared on her otherwise soft face,

That took away her mirth from the baiting gaze.

When our cute little daughter to earth came down,

There was acute dearth for everything in our barn,

My wife lent great support to lift our life so barren,

We raised her up dancing to the tune of fortune.
She bloomed in our yard as a girl, smart and sweet,

She filled our cup of joy with an aroma of lavender,

She moved earth and heaven to spread bed of roses,

Until years later our sordid life shredded the thorn.

Our game of love gave birth to son, so good-looking,

With a lot of flesh and blood, but devoid of activity,

Dismay, disappointment encircled our life so sweet,

And we bemoaned and sighed in embittered agony,

We never did a wrong, nor did we commit any sin,

Wished everyone very well; and we never hurt a fly,

We turned to the sky and waited for our turn for joy,

But the God filled our future with a subdued silence.
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10. EARTH AND HEAVEN

There sat an old woman on a bench,

One summer eve thinking of the past,

Under the amber sky after her repast,
Beyond the Lake Eerie on the beach,
She recollected her vices and virtue,

How men around despised her vices,
And how they exalted all her virtues;

It was a blend of pain and pleasure.

She muttered to self as if in dream,

‘Earth is a mix of Hell and Heaven,

Happy moments make life blissful;

But sad events make it miserable.’

.

“Why do people talk," she thought,

“Of Hell or Heaven after the death,

When, in a short span of mortal life,

They can experience both on earth
She recalled her life in her youth,

As brazen guys staged march-past,

And fumbled for words to suggest,

As she laughed in utter contempt

As old men paid her rapt attention,

And wished they were young again,

Married wished they were unwed,

Unwed wished they were in her bed.

Many an arrogant did humbly kneel,

And cringed for her love but in vain,

Some unsuccessful guys did recoil,

Others threw up the hands in despair.
She served hubby with a lot of mirth,

Did her duty arising of conjugal right,

She enjoyed rearing up her children,

She rejoiced at serving the fellowmen.

Can heaven bestow anything better?

Will it offer her joy of earthly life?

Or will heaven let her serve family?

Can it allow her to serve the yeomen?

Tears rolled down from hazy eyes,

Overwhelmed by sorrows she bore,

Recalled days of hunger and squalor,

That had encircled her happy folks

Her poverty obligated her to work

For a monster devoid of any logic,

That ravaged and raped recklessly,

That marked her life with infidelity.

Jealous people never took kindly,

They maligned her so thoroughly,

That she attempted to end her life,

But survived to live a disgraced life,

Deserted by children in her old age,

When they stood firm on their legs,

Forsaken by hubby in the later age,

Parents discarded her to God’s mercy,
Her lonely life depressed her spirits,

Her old age disabled her physique,

Can anything worse happen in Hell?

She uttered as she walked to shelter.
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11. I LIVE IN THIS GREAT REALM

I am robbed of job by my State,

I am denied a ticket for election,

I am denied a seat for education,

Because I belong to upper caste,
I live in this great realm on earth!

They want to watch me suffering,

Swear to destroy me if they can,

‘Because my caste-men ill-treated

Their caste-men centuries before,

I live in this great realm on earth!

The people know it is quite unjust
Pretend innocence to pocket booty

God sees the truth but waits, I say,

But how can I sustain till that day?

I live in this great realm on earth!

This reminds me of famous fable,

Aesop’s: ‘The wolf and the lamb’

‘Someone suppressed our kinsmen;

Oppress his progeny now’ they cry.

I live in this great realm on earth!

They by-pass deserved and merited,

But they hoodwink the whole world,

They rout the ‘merited’ in the society,

To reserve seats for their community!

I live in this great realm on earth!

If you love me; they will hate you,

If you hate me, they will praise you,

Nobody fights for my upright cause,

And incur wrath of their caste-men.

 I live in this great realm on earth.
   R M
12. THEYARE PROUD OF THEIR NATION!

These people elect tainted politicians;

That appoints inept, corrupt officials,

They exonerate the perilous terrorists,

To seek the votes of the crime backers,

The people are proud of their nation!

State gives job on the basis of caste,

Distributes seats among the majority,

Swear to wipe out from soil, minority

And to perpetuate rule of mediocrity,

The people are proud of their nation!

They divide state on linguistic base,
Pave way for disintegration of State,

Feign to work for the unity of State
Dishonestly pledge for a strong nation.

The people are proud of their nation!

They vouch equality before the law,

And appoint their cahoots as Judges,

Affirm that Judiciary is free and fair,

And hoodwink people, deny Justice,

The people are proud of their nation!

If a celebrity is a suspected terrorist,

State pressurizes courts to exonerate,

Judges ignore the facts and evidence;

Rescue them from getting a sentence.

The people are proud of their nation.

Judges take eleven years to sentence,

Higher court let him free citing lapse,

The People insist he be let off charge,

The Police release him from custody,

The people are proud of their nation!

Jail officials conjure for his gentleness,

The politicians plead for his innocence,

Police shake his hands to congratulate,

The people rejoice at his grand release,

These people are proud of their nation!

The people flout the norms of civil law,

Politicians flout norms of criminal law,

Lawmakers break the constitutional law,

The criminals flout the international law.

These people are proud of their nation!
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13. A DYING DECLARATION

In the evening of my existence,

I can’t give you health or wealth,

I pledge to use my smart intellect,

That fetch you health and wealth;

I promise to guarantee you, joy,

And drive out the pains forever.

This is my promise in this birth.

We die to be born on earth again,

If that be true we will meet again,

I have single goal in my next birth:

To meet and greet you on the earth,

To get solace in your warm breath,

To seek a grand life full of mirth,

I promise this to you at my death.

I seek you out in my seven births,

You are the spirit behind my mirth,
You are the stimulus for my delight
You are the prescription for my health,

You are the bodyguard for my wealth,

You are a foundation for my strength,
That is what I want in my seven births.
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14. GOD IS GREAT

It is God that brushed firmament blue and clear;

It is He that created hills and forests verdant green,

It is the same God that created men and beast fair,

And raised the eye-brows of all, who see and care,

I find his presence everywhere and in everything,

His knowledge is limitless; his power, illimitable,

His benevolence lights man’s listless life so bright

His negligence casts the spell of doom or gloom?

Whoever misses His gracious presence will suffer

Whoever has His benign blessings shall flourish,

If His kindly light beams, you can swim in Ocean,

If His apathy persists you sink in a sea of emotion.

He gifts to his disciples happiness and eternal bliss,

He preaches the virtues to save them from the blitz,

He loves all who love him; be assured, he hates none,

Whoever raises voice in prayer, he blesses everyone.

You live a hundred years but half the time in bed,

You live a quarter as crying infant or doting old,

You spare the rest of life to learning and earning,

Have you kept enough time for God for praying?

You may spend your time in the foolish thought,

Or you waste away all your money in foolish act,

You may live like a saint or die like monster just,

The choice is yours, to be or not to be a wild beast.

You can reach the heaven by devotion and prayer

Or consign your vicious life to hell as non-believer,

You may make your life so fruitful and beautiful,

And repose unflinching faith in God so wonderful.            
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15. AT THE GOD’S COURT

I was so resolute to make money,

That I was uncaring to my Sony
,

I killed innocents with impunity,

I did not care for my community,

I had no time to think of divinity.

I was absorbed in my lustful life,

I built a palace for my lady love,

I spent a lot for my son’s nuptial;

I enjoyed the parties and carnival,

I didn’t realize how days pass by.

One evening death surrounded me,

I pleaded before God for His mercy,

“I love to live and enjoy my wealth,

I don’t want part with my life or wife.”
He swayed his rod of justice at me.

He charged me at the stand unkindly,

“When your victims pleaded mercy,

You didn’t stop killing, showing pity!
You didn’t return their goods in pity!”
I stood there mute and defenseless!
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16. THE WORLD AS I SEE IT

Would you be glad to see a haggard guy?

Would you like to watch a gloomy sky?

Would you appreciate the withered trees?

Would you to court a woman in distress?

One would seek a thing of beauty forever.

Will the thief welcome a full moon night?

Or will prostitute welcome broad daylight?

Will a delinquent ever appreciate divinity?

Or will people seek any beauty in a blind?

Will anyone expect the Demon with God?

Won’t you feel glad if a coquette winks?

Won’t you crave to dance with her once?

Wouldn’t you like to see her loin swing?

Wouldn’t you gaze at her bosom shake?

A thing of beauty brings you joy forever.
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17.   LEARNED
The authors dedicate their lives to write books,

While publishers vie to bring them out to read,

Masses read them sitting in the cozy libraries,

Did they really become the enlightened ones?

Knowledge is as vast as this enormous cosmos

You know fraction of what you ought to know,

But you can be deemed an enlightened entity,

If you know the meaning of the word, ‘love’,

For, world begins, grows and ends with love.

Ranganathan Magadi

18. AN APPARITION

My car passed by memorial park one night,

It was pulled to a halt in the moonlit night,

I saw a naked beauty in the full moon light,

I descended on the lawn to enjoy the sight.

Soon mob gathered to see this weird babe,

She sang dreamy songs to charm the horde

That roused their sparking sensual desire,

Some fused their voice in her sweet voice,

I danced to her sweet tune in great delight

I passionately tried to grab her to my chest,

She went afar in one move; left me stunned,

She gave a smile that lingered in my mind.

She suddenly vanished into the dark space,

Horrified crowd melted in haste to escape,

Some went berserk, there was commotion;

I wondered, was it an angel or apparition!
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19. TWO NICKELS NIPPED MY LIFE

The amber rays from the clouds high,

Streaking out of the overhanging sky,

Invited me for a stroll on a hill nearby,

Soon the sun hid under overcast sky.
Dark clouds burst into torrential rain,

Water wetted the soil, filled the drain,

I recoiled fast to avoid nature’s wrath,

In drenching rain, I was soaking wet,

I stood unsound amidst nature stark,

Until rain stopped and sky was clear,

By then the world was still and dark,

Faintest sound around, I could hear.

Suddenly I heard the tinkling sound,

I turned to see someone was around

I found none that could make sound

My heart sank in the wild surround.

I ran like a mad dog towards home,

The queer tinkling sound trailed me,

It became louder and I felt helpless,

I cried save me from haunting spirit.

I ran home; sheltered under a gable,

I squatted and felt my body tremble,

Two nickel coins in my pocket fell,

I kicked the coins that created hell.
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20. I CAUGHT A THIEF

I looked out of glass one night after dinner,

A shadowy figure watched a house nearby,

He looked around in stealth perhaps to lift,

Or to ensure none watched his movement,

I tracked him from behind a closed shutter.

He went round once, peeked here and there,

At last he walked in to reach postern door,

His face was half-covered in a big straw hat,

I leapt like a cat; caught him by the neck,

He swiftly moved and gave me a knock,

That sent me staggering on to the ground,

He gave me no chance to nurse my wound.

I made no attempt to challenge his might

I was writhing in mud needing a support,

He gave helping hand to get on my feet,

When I got up he served another knock.

He removed hat to show his grim face,

It was Capstan the owner of that place,

I told in brief, I was catching the thief,

He gave me a protest stare in disbelief.
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21. WIND

When the wind blows tenderly the people make merry,

When it ferociously uproot the trees, they fear its fury,

When it perilously blows off the roofs, they go tizzy,

When it swirls round and round, it capsizes the ferry,

Where does it start, where does it stop no one can tell,

It doesn’t have shape or size but casts its unseen spell.

Some worship the wind as the God in its mystic form,

Fishermen curse it as devil that snatches their income,

People welcome it in summer days with the open arm,

The people in the deserts dread it most as great storm,

Oh wind! You wear the mask of both Devil and God,

I wonder where you come from and off where you go.

Note: Wind is a basic element of the earth because it supports life.
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22. FIRE

You aid the millions to cook food,

And burn millions of people dead,

You spew volcanoes from the crest

Or reduce anything on earth to dust.

You can send rocket into the space,

You can set the enemies on bonfire,

You can emit light in the darkness,

You can create warmth in coldness.

World is dark and cold without fire,

People would eat raw flesh sans fire,

They would suffer in coldness, death,

You are a basic element on the earth.
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23. EARTH

You appear from the outer space round and blue.

You look green and flat from the bird’s eye view

You seem to be sand to the people in the desert,

You look verdant green to people in the forest.

You tender excellent abode for all living things,

You provide food to eat for all the living beings,

You deliver the air and water, the light and fire,

You grant splendid recreation for all living sire.

You are a heaven that God would love to tread,

You grant a pleasure that paradise can’t afford,

You create a hell that devils don’t dare to face,

You create miseries unknown to other cosmos.

Varieties of vegetations grow on your vast lap,

Oceans and high mountains adorn your body,

You give birth to myriad of creations on the soil,

You bear the weight of entire mass of people.
You bear the heavy loads of mud and stones,

You bear the pressure of the wind and oceans,

If you don’t deign to bear materials and lives,

Living and non-living things cease to survive.

You witness the love and lust of your people,

You witness the horror of their hateful battle,

You reap benefit of their love and cooperation,

You silently bear the burn of their confrontation.

You raze people by felling them from height,

You swallow their lives en mass in a holocaust.

You finish them by wiping them out in flood,

You end their lives by letting viruses into blood.
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24. WATER

You are a savior of all existing lives,

You quench thrusts of living beings,

You nurture the millions of vegetation,

You facilitate navigation of the ships,

You are home for varieties of fishes,

You are the basic constituent of life,

You are the God on the planet earth.

You may wear masks good or bad,

You take the form of rain or flood,

You can be people’s boon and bane,

You can cause havoc or bring riches,

You may float or sink the sailing ship,

You douse the fire and bury the lair,

You bless people with good harvest,

You save people from fire holocaust.

No wonder people worship you as god.       
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25. LIFE AND DEATH

Nature creates the living beings,

That can walk and talk at will,

That can swim or sink in water,

Or that can leap high in the air,

That can drink or dance to tune,

Its voice can rise and fill the air,

Its spirits can elevate its mood,

And its emotion may often flood,
Until it lies dead on the ground,
Man is no exception to this rule.
On the fateful day he lies dead,

Lips movements abruptly stop,

His body stretched motionless,

Neither can he stretch his legs,

Nor can he drink or dance to tune,

All his organs cease to perform,

His body is reduced to a spirit.

Soul departs from mortal remains,
Without any motion or emotion,

Body lies buried in the graveyard,
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26. MARRIAGE

It is said the marriages are made above in heaven

We are pre-ordained to marry a specific woman,

Our deeds, good and bad, in our past life decide,

What kind of a person we shall marry in this life,

Some say it is a contract between two associates,

It is a tradition that keeps order in social sphere,

It is a bondage that should be respected for life,

Marriage does not subsist beyond one’s demise.

Yet others say, marriage casts unwanted restraint,

It forces incompatible partners stay under a roof,

A kind of burden that should be refrained from,

Skeptics say this to prove marriage meaningless.

The marriage is union of their bodies and their mind,

It is an eternal bond whose memories linger in mind.

To live together in a place is the heartthrob of both,

It is a throb for mutual companionship with respect.

It is an oath that a conscious person refuses to break,

It is a strange experience some would treat as secret,

It is a singular obsession you can’t forget in lifetime,

It is a unique event that stands out in everyone’s life.

It binds in fact man and woman for next seven lives.
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27. MY VOICE

1

Visit God in his place; God visits you in your place,
Pray God in your mind; He appears in your mind,

Become one with God, God will be one with you,

Forget the existence of God; God forgets you too.

Law of Nature applies, ‘I for you and you for me’,

Surrender your tiny soul; your soul merges in His          

So raise voice in prayer; Raise hands to surrender,

Make your life sublime; Meet your God in heaven.        
 2   

  Toil your legs; soil your hands, fill your stomach.                   
  Cleanse your mind; Sweat body; sweeten mouth,
  Stop a stir for your bounty; start doing your duty, 

 Place duty before self; wait for God’s recompense.                     
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28. A FRIEND INDEED!

Tom and I were together at school.
To save our skin from bully O’ Tool,
And face the attack of spoiled brat;
We came together; became friends.
’ Tool pulled down our ragged attire,

Teachers termed it an act of satire,
They all branded us poor and broke,

Since poverty had marked our face.

We were told to sit on a backbench,

We obeyed them with a heavy heart,

They heaped on us much invective,

Still we made our progress obvious.
Dame luck smiled; I turned out rich,

Tom lived sans money in his wallet,

Struggled to quench hunger and thirst,

Until I provided him cash, food to eat,
Years later, Luck smiled on him too,

My trade sucked and I became poor,

I met and greeted him on a side-walk;

He muttered he had no time for a talk!
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29. GREAT ADVICE-1
A crow calls all its folks if it finds food somewhere,

A hen calls out all its folks if it finds water to drink,

Feed a hungry stomach before eating your daily bread,      
You are divine if you can feed one in need of food,

Make my body a musical devise, my head its support,
Make my nerves the strings, play through my fingers,

Compose a music prizing the God; sing it in my tunes.
That is the way you make your life meaningful, O’ God.
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30. GREAT ADVICE-2

If anyone invites you home with great reverence,

Don’t give to any of his women any amorous look,

And don’t seek to flirt with any of his womenfolk,
Else don't expect mercy from his upset men-folks.
If you cast your amorous eye on a neighbor’s wife,

His people chase you out as they chase a mad dog,

They strike you with jealous eyes or lethal weapons,

 For a momentary bliss, don’t suffer the rest of life.      
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31. WHAT A LIFE!

There stands a man devoid of intelligence

Suppressed being booed for his dullness

Living a life of recluse from mad crowd,

With no income of his own left to world

His parents were upset over his dullness,

His wife chose to ignore his inner feelings

His mother was busy at her day long toil,

No one cared to stay by him all the while

He went berserk unable to bear isolation,

He needed tender care to let his emotion,
Sent a lustful message to a girl for a fun
The shell-shocked eerie girl created a din.

The terrified girl informed some friends
That threatened him with cudgel in hands,

Their ugly muscle power they displayed
Like a wild fire the talking rumor spread.

Some passed vilifying remarks to slander,
They displayed libel of their brain caliber,
His wife threatened to end his married life,

His parents deprived him of his daily bread.
Doors of sympathy were shut on all sides,

Left alone in wild world to God’s mercy,
He wept for days until his eyes went dry,
Mortified to show his tainted face to world,
Driven away by wild world like a mad dog,
He tried to end his useless life in disgrace,

He tried to find in untimely death, solace,
If the world goes berserk will God forsake?

He lifts the fallen man; leads kindly light,

The wheel of life took one serious twist,
That is how he could flourish all his life,

Money poured in; he built a nursing home.

The vilifying neighbors started to praise

Divorced wife sought help in labor pain,

Parents convalesced in his Nursing Home

State honored; they hung head in shame.
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32. GENDER EQUALITY

As I sauntered along the empty road,

I found a throng across the boulevard,

One was standing, a tar tub on hand,

Another, with a sharp knife behind,

A hapless girl was lying on the sand,

As the onlookers stared from mound

Someone pulled down her fine attire,

She lay there naked buried in shame,

Someone tarred her half face black

Someone shaved her black fine hair,

Donkey was brought there for a ride

They tied that girl naked to its rear.

Crowd burst into hysterical laughter

The loud speakers blared to declare

In her flat last night, there was a man,

The people must assemble to defame

“Was she with a man there last night?”

I asked one of them in great distrust,

“That is what Tom prompted us to tell.”

Pat the reply came from a spoiled brat,

“Who paid for the expenses” I posed,

It was Som, the daring urchin replied,

“Who is Som?” I asked fuming in pang,

“Som is our Don, runs the mafia gang,

“Why did he do this” I asked with pain,

“She dared to ignore his overture for love”,

Why do you put her to shame like this?”

“Because he paid us well for this game”

“What favors does he shower on you?”

“He sets us free when the police arrest.

Don Som is at our beck, we are at his call.

He is our friend in need, a friend in deed”

Som appeared on the scene with the police,

“They have a great cultural background,” 

He praised and the mob cheered enraptured.

33. LIFE IS A CHALLEGE

Born on earth many a time, in many a place,

Nursed in various births by mothers diverse,

Living a wretched life egoistic and dreadful,

Filled with lustful life libidinous and ignoble,

Overpowered by Desire, anger and stinginess,

Belittled by dotting love, pride and arrogance,

Debased by instincts which make man brutish

I groped in the dark in this world too selfish.

Until at last in my dream, appeared the Lord,

Ordered me to dedicate my love to the God,

And devote my life to the cause of mankind.

‘Get rid of evil thought, purify body and mind,

You will be relieved of worries,’ he advised,

You are an actor; I dictate your mind, he said
I obeyed and found solace at the feet of God.
  R M

34. LIFE IS NOT A FUN

Life is not a fun but a challenge you must face,

Where you must stand like a rock in a deluge,

And face the odds without losing your courage,

Play cool; keep control over body and psyche.

You must learn to tackle cruel world to thrive

Be as sharp as an arrow amidst the smart guys,

And as sweet as sugar to all your acquaintances,

With both ‘good’ and ‘bad’, keep affinity live.

Stay away from the life of lust and lavishness,

And avoid the perilous pathway of showiness,

Give up hypocrisy that display your meanness

Become an angel driving out your devilishness.

Don’t give away expensive gifts in ostentation,

For, it drives you to distressed state of affliction,
When your creditors surround you to humiliate,
Neighbors gleefully watch you suffer disgrace.
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35. A TIME TO LIVE AND A TIME TO DIE

I was young and spirited in yesteryears,

On my lap played many teenage babes,

My virtues glittered in their starry sky,

They failed to see my vices in their eye.

I captivated girls with my beaming face,

I kept their faith till I capsized their boat.

I married none; grudge still they nourish,

They bestowed on me the choicest curse.

Years later they saw me roaming forlorn,

Raving mad, unmindful of the untidy hair;

With the head crouched and face creased,

They laughed mockingly that filled the air.

Dazed and helpless I stood there baffled,

Watched their derisive antics with unease,

I lingered there a while to give fitting reply,

But I hastily recoiled as I deserved the jeer.   R M
36. A CRY IN WILDERNESS

When I was young I wandered around the world,

And enjoyed all the earthly phenomena I sighted,
With my talent, the countless people I fascinated, 
With my magic rod the womenfolk I hypnotized. 
 In this old age, everything looks dry and lifeless,

 Hottest babes appear too cold to ruffle my senses,

 Saddest news fails to touch the inner of my heart,

 Happiest events too fail to invoke my usual spirit.

 Youngsters feel I should be removed to a shelter,

 Middle aged finds me unpleasant for get-together.

 Women feel wholly out of place in my presence,

 I feel ‘living dead’, as they gloat at my ‘carcass’.

 Loneliness haunts me day and night, in and out,

 Death stares in my face and scares me by night,

 As living ones run from me; dead come after me

I shrink into my cell; mulling over old memories.  R M
37. THEN AND NOW

I was young, the time was flying,

My legs were not tired of walking,

Hands had not stopped working,

Lips were always busy chatting.
My brain did not stop thinking,

I never felt my heart was heavy

The eyes were always watchful,

I was fast in thought and action.

Now, days seem long and boring,

My legs refuse to move an inch,

My hands are too heavy to work

Lips are tight and tongue is tied

My eyes are hazy needing sleep,

My brain aches to think a while,

My body is a dead log of wood

This vibrant world looks inane.

I am in the evening of existence

The flourishing days of my life,

Youthful days of fun and frolic

Have melted like morning dew.
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38. SAINTS’ ADVICE

Don’t ask about the Caste of a Saint,

Look to the depth of his knowledge,

Evaluate the sword, not the sheath,

Assess the content, not the container.
                      1         

Everything on earth is pre-ordained,

Water the plants all through the day,

It bears the fruit when season comes,

 It is waste of time to defy the nature.
                     2
God and Greed are antithetical terms,
No place for Greed where God rests,

As night and day will never co-exist

Demon and divinity will not get together
              3
Can you dupe same person twice?

Can you heat wooden cauldron twice?
Can anyone murder a person twice?
Can a person die twice in one’s life?
                    4

Sweet talks relieve pain from heart,

Cute talks will be soothing to the ear,

Mend your talk; bring to all delight,
Your treasure lies in their pleasure. 
                      5
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39. MAN AND THE BEASTS

You can fly, but can you fly like a bird,

You can dance, but not like a peacock,

You can sing but not like a nightingale,

You can creak shrill but not like a cricket.
Nature distinguishes man from a beast,

It has endowed man with unusual trait,

That will make him a unique living sort.
Distinguish yourself; be a man, not a beast.
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40. BLISS

A concert of melody and percussion is music,

Coordination of beat and foot-steps is dance,

Harmony of dance and music is a great fun,

Concert of man and woman is act of heaven.

Raising voices in unison is symbol of chorus,

A union of hearts and souls is a mark of love,

Union of eyes or lips is a mark of infatuation,

Union of body and mind is a mark of ecstasy.

Meeting of friends produces instant pleasure

Encounter of enemies makes a situation bitter

Union of separated ones calls for the carnival.

Meeting death creates occasion for mourning,

The world is an admixture of pain and pleasure,
It is based on conciliation of the irreconcilable,
This is a super-model of peaceful co-existence,

Uphold love; shed hatred and make progress.
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41. THE PEOPLE ARE CRAZY!

This State is as strange as its populace,

Odds match evens on their ethical scale,

People talk of morals for others more,

Exempt their self from the ethical rule.

If celebrities kiss in film the guys clap,

If they don’t kiss on the screen it flops,

If they kiss on stage they slap their face,

Drag them to court of law as obscene!

They expect chastity from their women,

If woman makes love to her boy-friend,

They parade her naked in the city street,

Police drag them to the criminality court.

Help terrorist to blast bomb in a building,

Let media show you talking to terrorists,

Judiciary will rule you are not a terrorist,

And sentence you just for minor offense.

Politicians make laws for the criminality,

But resort to criminal act with impunity,

Men romance with the neighbors’ wives,

But they expect chastity from their wives.

They boast their civilization is superior,

But display the barbarous acts on street,

They offend people under criminal law,

Rate their culture high on moral scale.
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42. HERE IS ANOTHER GREAT REALM

Become a great industrialist by your hard labors,

And provide jobs to thousands of capable men,

Make great offerings to the country’s progress,

But they brand you a traitor; have a law on you,

They say you are hurdle in their easy progress,

Cause you don’t fit into their scheme of things.

Become a teacher sans knowledge in literature,

Write trashy book of no value to world culture,

They name road after you; confer title of sorts,

Reward you with honorary degrees of choice,

Exalt you as a great author of the world class,

They hail you as hero if you fit into their class.

My country is same as theirs, my language too,

I eat the same food; wear their kind of dresses,

What if my blood or race is not same as theirs?

They feel I am barrier in their path of progress,

So they want me to surrender my right to live,
Will they ever shed hatred and live in harmony?

Will they realize I have right as much as they,

And they have duty to this land as much as I?

All have equal rights to share political berths,

I wait no matter if I have to take more births.
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43. POVERTY

Poverty is curse that huddles you into a shelter;

Depriving you of your basic needs and comfort;

It drives you to starvation; rob you of your spirit;

Sapping of your energy, it leaves you living dead.

It gives a chance to your rich beaus to boo at you,

That lets your peers to humble and humiliate you,

It inflicts injury to your heart that shrinks in woe,

Institutes of higher learning shut their door on you.

Poverty corrupts man as much as richness does,

In duress, honest turns dishonest; loyalty dithers,

It robs you of your prospects; belittles your status,

And it drives you down to a state of helplessness.
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44. GOD SEES THE TRUTH BUT WAITS

We are all children of the great God,

So the God takes birth on this world

Whenever the fiend take over man;

Or injustice holds sway over justice;

Or evil ones triumph over the Good;

Or the Demons mock at the Divinity.

Ram took birth on this planet earth

When the demons defied demigod,

And caused havoc on this great soil,

He slain demons; saved this world,

He freed the world from their wrath.

And preserved lasting peace on earth.

He hears cry of man, feels his pulse

Perceives pain, sees truth but waits,

There can be delay but no darkness,

His action is always slow but steady,

He destroys the evil, protects the Good,

He shows he is the supreme master.

He took the form of a human being,

He took birth on the Ayodhya soil,
He ruined Ravan; proved His presence,

Time is rife for his next visit to earth,

Since the people have turned fiends.

Is it not time for birth of a new epoch?
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45. WORLD IS A THEATER

This world is a great theater,

Where people are stage-actors,

God is the director of the play

We enter and exit in His play.

The world is a railway coach

Where people are passengers

That disembarks from coach

Sooner the destination arrives.

Life is transient as a bubble,

God directs our lives as well.

If man realizes his little role

He fits into earth for His call.

Ranganathan Magadi

46. GOOD VERSUS EVIL

Ram was a great king, so was Ravan,

What made difference between them?

Ram made name, Ravan played game

Ram became a hero, Ravan, a big zero

Ram was shot to fame for his bravery,

Ravan was set to flame on the contrary.

What matters most is not what you are,

Good deeds indeed are all that matters.
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47. MILK IS MILK, WATER IS WATER

Hanuman is a god of strength,

He flew to Himalaya like bird

Fetched mountain on his palm

I was tempted to fly like Hanuman,

Tried his game; broke my bone.

Milk is milk and water is water,

Don’t be an ass in a lion’s skin,

Don’t acquire what is not yours,

Don’t give up what is your own,

That is the key to your success.
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48. KEEP TRYING

I wrote my first poetry but it read like a prose,

I painted maiden picture, it became caricature,

I sketched a pretty lady, it appeared a monkey,

I tried to be orator, I felt like a dumb creature.

I gave up my writings; I did not become poet,

I shunned sketching; I couldn’t be cartoonist,

I stopped painting; I could not be visual artist

I avoided oratory; I didn’t become an orator.

Later on I took courage to pursue my hobbies;

Brushed aside despair; frustration of any kind;

Stood like rock to the dictate of my conscience,

I trounced all my diffidence and despondence.

I restarted writings; proved to be a great writer,

I took to paintings; could become a good painter,

I tried the art of speaking; became a great orator.

Try and try again, sure you, master it sometime.

49. LIFE PLAYS HIDE AND SEEK

Night follows morning,

Shadow follows object,

Man goes after mirage,

Death chases the birth,

That is an order of life.

We laugh for a moment,

We weep next moment

Poor may become rich,

Rich may become poor

Life is sweet and bitter.

Love may turn to hate,

A good may turn bad,

Bad may become good

Keep balance of mind,

Make living a pleasure.
                R M
50. BIRTHDAY

Child is crying; dry goes his throat,

The dear ones are busy to celebrate,

They wish to rejoice his grand birth.

Adorn the house to bear festive look.

Can one guess what he is crying for?
Is he remembering his previous life?

Is he pained to leave past possessions?
Is he anguished to leave his children?

Perhaps he had so beautiful a spouse
He had vast wealth to live happy life,

He had had a palatial house to reside,

He must have left a career he loved?

He may be crying over present birth,
He may be foreseeing trouble ahead,

Is he mourning his dear one’s death?

Is he repenting his sins in earlier birth?

Man comes to the earth crying at birth,

Cause unknown; but weeps sometime,

But he enjoys happy moments in life,

Till his mortal body is reduced to ash.

Ranganathan Magadi
51. DEATH

Here lies a huge body, dead and cold,

His head is smashed, face disfigured,

Body mangled and maimed into heap,

Lying in state uncared and unclaimed.

He did not care for a soul in all his life,

He murdered people and raped women,

Ravaged the land and looted the goods,

He relied on his muscle to earn wealth.

For him, no requiem mass will be held,

He deserves no mourning on this earth,

He had held society he lived to ransom,

The society must huddle him to dustbin.

Stand for society, society stands by you,

Help needy ones in the short span of life,

Use this chance to do a yeoman service,

Or rape and murder; reap what you sow!
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52. MAHABHARATA
This is the saga of a bygone epoch,

This is the great epic of a great era,

Two cousins fought with each other,

As Kaurav spewed venom in rancor.

Pandavas had no choice but to fight,

They had to fight back to get empire,

That the Kaurav had covertly wrested,

He had denied Pandavas their share.

It was the greatest war of their time,

Most princes joined it on either side,

The men at war shed all their blood,

Womenfolk embraced widowhood

That left world utterly devastated,

Life fully wrecked, an epoch ended;

New epoch of the Kaliyug dawned,

That heralded start of a new world.

The sage Vyas wrote the entire saga.

In the epic he wrote, Mahabharata,

There were two capitals of an empire.

Kaurav ruled one and Pandav another
Pandav governed from Indraprastha,

The Pandav were five sons of Pandu, 

Three, from Kunti, two, from Madri,
Krishna was Arjun’s favorite friend.

Dhamaraya was eldest, Bhima, next,
Arjun, Nakul and Sahadev followed,
Arjun mastered his skills in archery, 
Strong built Bhima, wielded Gadha

Dhrutarashtra governed Hastinapur,

He gave birth to one hundred sons,

All his sons were the wicked ones,

Dhrutarashtra had no sight in his eyes.

He was totally blind in his heart too,

Encircled by one hundred evil souls,

Doting for his one hundred evil sons,

He let Duryodhana wield his power.

Duryodhana, the ruthless, was eldest.

He was very selfish, proud and wild,

He was jealous of his cousins all time,

Plotted to rob Pandav of their realm,

Duryodhana went to Pandavas once,

Invited by the Pandav to their place,

Amazed at the affluent architecture,
Became jealous to see them prosper,
He slipped mistaking floor for water, 
Draupathi the wife of Pandav derided,

She hurt his pride; he fumed in shame,
He vowed to humiliate her to avenge.

His enraged heart longed for revenge,

He planned to wrest their tiny kingdom,

And to oust them to deep dense jungle,

To punish Panchali for ridiculing him,
He invited Pandav with malice in mind,
The gullible Pandavas visited their place,

Dharmaraya succumbed to his pressure,

And accepted to play the game of dice,

He engaged Dharmaraya in great bets,

He staked his brothers and wife in bets

He lost in bets his brothers and wife,

He staked his empire; lost everything.

Duryodhana ordered to bring Panchali,

Dragging her by her long beautiful plait,

To undress her naked in his open court,

He put her to shame before kin and kith.

As the vanquished Pandavas sat meekly,

Having lost the right to save her honor,

She prayed for Lord Krishna’s empathy,

He provided her limitless attire in pity

Dhusshasan could not undress her attire,

He fell down exhausted in utter fatigue,

Krishna saved Pandavas and Draupathi,

From the clutch of dishonor and disgrace,
The courtiers saluted Krishna in tribute,

Kauravas looked on dazed and amazed

Having failed to humble and humiliate,

Kaurav wrested their realm in hatred.

He asked them to leave their kingdom,

And ordered them to live in alien realm,

The world watched his antics in dismay

It was bewildered at his wicked display.

The Pandavas went to the dense wood

Countless difficulties they withstood,

Travelled with Draupathi in alien land,

Saved their skin from demons’ hand,

Twelve years in the jungle they did live,

Hid their identity for a year in disguise,

Without they being detected by anyone

Effectively fulfilled Kauravas stipulate,

They returned to demand their kingdom

Kauravas denied them their lawful claim

That forced Lord Krishna to fore-warn,

And defeat Kauravas by taking up arms.

Krishna took the side of the Pandavas

He stood tall as their savior in the crisis,

Mediated between for peace with honor

Nothing could quench Kauravas anger.

Thus Kaurav invited the wrath of God,

And he presided over his self destruction,

Krishna advised Pandavas to wage war,

Pandav declined to fight cousins for crown.

Krishna advised them to do their duty,

As the protectors of their sovereignty,

Lord Krishna drove the chariot of Arjun,

And guided him at every stretch of War,

He boosted Arjun’s morale in the war,

Until the Kaurav lost his last encounter,

But still the Kaurav refused to surrender,

Prompting Pandavas to call for fisticuff,

Bhīma equaled Duryodhana in every art,

With the Kaurav failing to win the battle,

The fight was poised for an endless draw,

Krishna laid strategy for Bhīma’s victory.
He revealed Bhima his enemy’s secret,

That his weakest point was above knees,

By signaling Bhīma to hit in his thigh

He brought the Kauravas to the knees.

The Pandavas won; the Kauravas lost,

But the millions of men lost their life,

That drew curtain of the epoch down,
It heralded the birth of the present era.

God comes down to earth sometimes,

When the cruelty overpowers kindness;
When the unjust wields rod of justice,

God sees truth but waits before he acts,

He does not deny justice to his devout

But he delays administration of justice,

Offers chance to sinner to mend his ways,

If he fails to mend, he would end his days.
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53. DASHARATH RAM

The Time and tide wait for none,

Wheel of time doesn’t stop to run,

Each epoch is a spoke of time-wheel,

Ramayana is an epic of an epoch,
Demons danced all over that place,

In great frolic they disturbed peace,

They did not let saints live in peace,
The Sages sought the God’s refuge.

They invoked the God by a recital,

God appeared to assess their ordeal.

He played the role of a king on earth,

As Dashratha's son, he took his birth.
God took birth in a family of crown

He was born to preserve his creation

To drive evils from earthly location,

And save this earth from dislocation,

He was born Ram to King Dashratha,

To kill demons that caused destruction,
He killed Ravan, the king of Sri Lanka,

He saved world from the devastation.

It was war of demons against divine

It was war of devout against demon,
It was battle of good against wicked,
It was fight between right and wrong.
It was clash between weak and strong.

It was tug between devout and atheist

It was a war between Ram and Ravan,

Ram killed Ravan; sent him to heaven.

Dashratha ruled kingdom of Ayodhya,

God took birth as Ram, his eldest son,
Vasista the great Sage adorned his court,

The subjects were contented in his fort.

He decorated his harem with his wives,
Kausalya was eldest; Kaika, his dearest,
Kaika had helped king Dashratha once,

He had promised her to grant her wishes.
She reserved her claims for the future,
When she claimed it was a tragic end,
She claimed throne to her son, Bharat,

As maid Mandara gave her vile advice.

King granted all her wishes in disdain,

He lay there dead unable to bear pain,

Exiled by decree, Ram went to wood.
In Ram’s name, Bharat ruled kingdom. 

Ram, with Sita and Lakhman, roamed,
Ram met Shurpanika a sister of Ravan,

That blindly fell in love with Sri Ram,

He spurned her offer being loyal to wife.
He asked her to propose to his brother,

Lakhman punished her cutting her nose,

She reported the affront to her brother.

Ravan fostered grudge against Sri Ram.
Ravan vouched in anger to take revenge,

He waited for a good chance to avenge,
Ram roamed in the forest of Panchavati

When Ravan cast his evil eye on his wife,

Evil Ravan hatched a plot to snatch Sita,

He sent Maricha as a deer to entice Sita.

That led to a Great War that Ravan lost;

Ravan defied God; dug his own grave.

Maricha wandered in the guise of a deer,

Beguiled Sita asked Ram to get her deer,

It was a ploy of demons cautioned Ram,

She was in mood to listen to Lord Ram.
Ram went to hunt after the mystic deer,
Asked Lakhman to protect his Sita dear,
She heard very painful muffled scream,

She ordered Laxman to search out Ram.

Lakhman pleaded for patience in vain,
Accused him of nurturing an evil design,

Laxman left Sita in search of Sri Ram, 
Drawing a line asking her not to cross,
Ravan got chance to abduct Sita Maithili
,
Ravan appeared as hermit, begging alms,

He refused alms till she crossed the line,
When she did, he pulled her to his plane
,

He flew at high speed towards his realm.

Giant eagle, Jatayu gave a chase to him,
Ravan severed its wings; left him in pain,

He reported to Sri Ram when he came.

Bemoaned Ram marched to the south,

Saw Vali and Sugreev wrestle for crown,

Sugreev was a devout; Vali was a demon,

Ram blessed Sugreev, and Sugreev won.

Sugreev helped Ram to attack Ravan

Ram found a great devout in Hanuman,

The Vanar army marched to the Lanka,

Hanuman flew to Lanka in search of Sita.

He found her captive in Ashok garden,

But Lankan soldiers caught Hanuman.

He showed an utter contempt for Ravan,

Soldiers set his tail on fire to get even.

He hopped, roof to roof, set city on fire,

He ruined Lanka town; returned home.

An army of Apes built Rama-Setu Bridge,

Vanars routed Ravan's men with ease.

Ram killed Ravan, brought Sita home,

His subjects greeted with three cheers,

City wore festive look; they fêted Ram,

God went back, thus the epoch ended.

Sri Ram was a great God in retrospect,

Even now the Hindus revere him god,

This is the saga, the sage Valmiki
 told.

The people even today chant Jai Sri Ram.
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54. KINDNESS TO ANIMALS

I was three when I wandered around free,

I saw a sturdy man running behind a fowl,

That ran helter-skelter to save its tiny soul,

His little son caught it tight round its neck.

My light heart turned heavy as I felt its grief,

When I saw him pouncing wielding his knife,

He killed poor little thing to fill his stomach,

He filled a glass of blood to quench his thirst.

Still the harrowing memory haunts my mind.

The pain that the fowl bore lingers in mind,

I asked myself often what right that he had,

To feed himself on the flesh of harmless bird,
Man loves to care for a biting dog or a sly cat,
He feeds variety of birds with love in the cage,

Man fights society for the protection of plants,

Should he kill a cock or a cow for his feasts?
When he can grow a lot of cereals and pulses;
When he can grow lots of fruits and vegetables;
When, from the cows he can extract lot of milk;
He shouldn’t kill the animals to fill his stomach?
We can’t be as divine as the God, on this earth,

We may kill someone to protect our own wealth,
We may kill to save our life, birds and mammals,

Is there need to kill for food harmless animals?
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55. MAYA! THY NAME IS WOMAN
Oh! Maya
, thy real name is woman,

Sway your magic wand, men swoon,
With your bait, they are in your net,

Shoot the arrows through your sight,

To your charming look, they fall flat,
Your single touch will do all the rest,

With your love, men anoint your feet,
Let them out from your magic terrain,
They will reduce you to mortal remain.
Woman, thy magic lays in your charm,

Lose charm; men bite you in the back,
As hooded cobra will bite its charmer,

Your very soft touch they start to hate,
Your beautiful face they begin despise,

Your sweetest voice they would detest,
They let your beautiful body roll in dust,
They tend to forget your outward beauty,
They would tramp on your withered body,
Note if you are a charmer they are snakes.
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56. MARTIN FINDS GOD
Poor Martin toiled hard through day and night,

Waited for the God to send him recompense,
God did appear in his dream one great night,
Promised to appear before him the next day,

Martin prepared the delicious dishes to offer,
He waited for the God to knock at his doors,

He told his folks that he had a date with God,
The people laughed away and mocked at him,
He waited for hours as folks keenly watched;
God did not appear; he closed his eyes to rest,

A dog from nowhere came and ate the food,

He madly drove away the dog down the lane,

Folks jeered and called him ‘stupid, old man’,

He went to bed hungry, deeply disappointed,
Next night, in dream God appeared and said,
“I visited your house but you turned me away,”

“I didn’t see you anywhere near,” he replied,
“I ate the dishes you kept for me, I bless you.”

Martin realized that God appeared as a dog,

He lamented that he could not serve the God.
God has no form, shape or size, he realized,

He is omniscient and omnipotent he preached.

The cheerful ignorant folks had a hearty laugh.

Martin knelt before God, prayed for their good.
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57. I WAS HONEST BUT NOT HONORABLE!
I mastered the moral code at twelve,
I read all the religious text to delve,

I seasoned my mind applying both,

I turned out to be honest to the core.

I applied honesty to succeed in life

Tried jobs, they declared me misfit,

Honesty does not pay they advised,

I didn’t heed to it; I was dismissed.
I wandered in streets like mad dog,

In search of food to quench hunger,

Folks jeered seeing me in the rags,

The relatives gloated at me in anger.
Murder or maim; you become leader,

Rob the state; you become Minister,

Mislead the people; they call you wise,

Win vote by foul means, they honor.
I heeded to their awful advice at last,

I joined a cheat and conned people,

I helped him get rich; I became rich,
I became honorable, but not honest.

The people honor the dishonest ones,

They do not honor the honest ones,

It is not always the person they honor,

It is the power and pelf they honor.
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58 CULTURAL IDENTITY

You have freedom to think or act,

You are free to do what you want,

You may forget your own identity,
 Or you may ignore your community.

Sport wig or dye hair to alter look, 
Wear tinted lens to look different,

The color of skin does not change.

Mind may change, but soul doesn’t.
You belong to same stock as folks,
You all live under the same gable 
You all eat food on the same table.
Don’t lose self in array of cultures.

From the deep sleep up you wake,

Identity of your own, you establish,
The people accept you as you are.

No need to fake what you are not.              R M 
                                THE END

AUTHOR’S VIEWS
ON RELIGION
Many great religions have been born and flourished from time to time on this earth and the people have accepted one faith or the other either on their own volition or at the point of sword or for materialistic gains. In some countries there is freedom of religion while in some other countries there is no freedom of religion. In the modern times the hold of religion on the followers are losing out in some countries while in other countries the hold of religion on its followers are tightening with the passage of times. In the modern times with the spread of knowledge and with the advancement of science and technology the world is becoming too small and superstitions are yielding place to reasoning. In the changing context I would enunciate my faith to my readers in the following terms.
1. There is only one God

2. God is the highest entity on this universe and beyond.

3. God is omniscient, Omnipotent, Omni-competent, all pervasive and immutable.

4. God has created this world so beautifully and systematically.
5. He makes no discrimination between man and man. He has no bias and prejudices towards anyone.

6. He upholds justice and does justice to all.

7. God is kind, generous and magnanimous.

8. God punishes the evil, unjust and destructive elements.
9. God protects the Good, Just and creative elements.

10. There is no hell or heaven. Earth is both hell and heaven.

11. Man is an improvised animal but he has an ability to rise above the animals by remaining selfless and driving out the enemy within himself such as anger, pride, desire, arrogance and jealousy. If he conquers these enemies he will be God on earth.

12. Man is born and reborn again and again until he finds salvation. He finds salvation when he becomes a God on earth.
13. God sees the truth but waits; there is delay but there is no darkness in his abode.

14. God does not bless you with everything you seek but he will bless you with what you deserve.

15. He will take into consideration what sins we have committed and what good deeds we have done while granting or withholding our wishes.

16. We are actors on this world stage and God is the director.

17. We have to play our role to satisfy the God. We must do our duty and leave the rest to God.

18. Crime against humanity is the greatest crime.

19. Surrender to God. Prayer is the best form of surrender.

20. God has no form and can take any form, anytime.

21. God has no gender, shape, size, sex or color.

22. All people, wherever they are, are his children and they must submit to his will.

If you accept half of these principles or most of these principles you belong to my religion-the universal religion.
ON POLITICS
The author subscribes to the view that democracy is a form of government as well as a way of life but democracy has degenerated to license; and it has become an instrument of exploitation of some sections of people by a certain majority to annihilate or at least suppress a certain classes of people for political mileage and economic gains in the developing countries. In the name of social welfare the state interference in all sorts of matters is an impediment in the path of social progress. Secularism which should be the foundation of any modern society, has lost its meaning because the politicians interpret it in a way that would suit their self interests and in the name of secularism, the security of the people and the state are compromised by certain political parties. The country’s security, prosperity, discipline and legal system cannot be compromised for party gains under any circumstances and they should be placed above the party politics and everything else.
ON SOCIETY
Man is dynamic and so is the society in which he lives. So the social laws need to change from time to time. The customs and conventions need to change with the changing society. The people must learn to accommodate their life to the changing pattern of life, as otherwise they become social misfits or they create chaos in society. Some societies are so backward because of their attachment to age old customs that it would not be easy for them to be abreast with the changing society. The caste system in India has divided the people to such an extent that the people and their government think in terms of caste, not in terms of national interest. The numerous societies of the world must strive to arrive at certain acceptable pattern of social life if they have to establish world peace. With so many societies holding their customs as superior to others and trying to impose their customs on others are adding to the already existing problems of the world.
ON MORALITY
The foundation for social, economic and political behavior of man is the ethical principles the people adopt in their relationship with each other. A morally corrupt society cannot build politically or economically sound society. The people have to strengthen their moral base to develop their personality and elevate the status of the society they live in. Bias and prejudices, narrow outlook, conflicting interests, social rigidity, superstition, hypocrisy, assumed racial superiority, etc., may cause irreparable to the individual and social progress. Throwing to the wind the moral precepts for material gains is the real weakness of man and a challenge to social progress and it should be curtailed through a strong legal system and an effective enforcement authority.   Where a society sets up moral standards which no one can follow, or willing to follow, the people will become hypocrites.
THE END


































� Notes: The United States of America is one of the youngest but the mightiest of the nations that has made a lot of progress in a span of little over two hundred years. The people have a great sense of discipline and good civic sense. I have written this poem to pay rich tribute to the United States.





� Notes; I have great respect for the country of my origin but she is stressed now under the wrong influence of the selfish politicians who have been encouraging indiscipline, corruption, separatism and casteism. The country has no respite from these stresses until the entire system is built on a new foundation. I have expressed by grief over the plight of certain sections of people living there.





� I have expressed my disappointment, dismay and disillusionment at different stage of my life and how I finally gave up.  I am wondering where and why things went wrong and why people behave like animals at times. The basic instincts of man and the conflicting interests between men often lead people to do desperate acts.





� Note: Infatuation is a basic instinct that transcends over all moral and legal principles that society has set up on itself. It is a kind of pleasure that man enjoys instantaneously and it forms the most memorable part of his life at times. It is a kind of experience that intoxicates man and mutes his reasoning power.





� Some people are really gullible and take people at their face value. They fail to look into the intentions and the strategies people adopt to get undue advantage of their friendship. The wicked feign they are someone who they really are not and exploit their friends for their selfish ends.





� God has created men all over the world with basic similarities. But on a closer examination we find the color, the physique, the ideas, ideals and the outlook, the bias and prejudices that play a great role in their life, are very different from people to people. The cultural differences add to the differences culminating each people they are totally different from others. Most of the marriages between the different races will not lost long on one or more of the grounds cited above and an inter-racial marriage might create chaos in personal and social life 





� The parents think that the children are a part of their life and make many sacrifices to bring them up and educate them: but the children either do not appreciate or they ignore it when they come of age and do not reciprocate as much as the parents expect. They parents rue finally they gave birth to their son.





� Notes: In this ungrateful world there are a few people who appreciate the love and affection bestowed upon them by their parents; and they have love and respect for them. They are more exceptional than usual sort as most of the people ignore the sacrifices made by their parents when they come of age. Mother is the nearest and the dearest. She makes all sacrifices to keep her children happy.





� A wife is a life partner of her husband and so she will take up the mantle of looking after the family in case of his disability. A husband expresses his gratitude for what sacrifices she does to the family.  Marriage is a basic institution which binds man and woman into a special life-long relationship but due to temperamental and other factors the bondage breaks up and the family and children suffer irreparable damage, mental and physical.





� The human beings are bundle of vices and virtues. The people around appreciate the virtues and detest vices. They are many wicked who blackmail women that they would expose their frailty of women and subjugate them. They force her to commit wrongs what she would not willingly commit. They create hell for them. They will be honored with bouquet sometimes and dishonored with brick-bat some other times. This world is thus a hell and heaven: you enjoy the bliss and suffer at the same time atrocities


Life is a blend of good and bad, vice and virtue, sorrow and happiness and pain and pleasure. We have hell and heaven on this earth but often knowing it, we think of hell and heaven after the death.





� Note: Many countries have been ruled by the sectarian leaders who are not fit to be the national leaders. They sacrifice the nation for the cause of a section of the people. Therefore many people have become aliens in their own land and there is no safety for life and property in the motherland.





� To some countries, Democracy is a new experience and the criminals take advantage of the situation and turn politicians playing against the psychology, gullibility and ignorance of the people and take the nation on the dangerous path.





� Some people love their spouse as much as some people hate. Love and hatred arise out of innate likes and dislikes, bias and prejudices and wide varieties of factors tangible and intangible will influence love or hatred.


� Sony was his wife


� In the prime of life people commit many sins and crimes disbelieving that there could be superior force watching them in their greed for wealth. When the Dooms day approaches they begin to feel guilty but then it would be too late.





� People think that by reading books they become enlightened but the real education is complete only when they understand the meaning of love and apply it in their dealings with other individuals in the society.





� Some people see what is real but some see what is unreal and suffer hallucination. It is very important that you should distinguish between the truth and hallucination


� All that appear true are not true. What appear true could be deceptive too.





� Many a time we want to play the role of a Samaritan but it may be misconceived and mistaken. There are a few who would not appreciate your good deeds but that should not deter you from moving ahead towards your goal.


� Fire is a basic element of life because it promotes better living.





� Marriage is an indispensable institution, but marriage between two incompatible individuals could lead to disaster.





� 


� Everyone will have friends but the true friends are hard to find. Only in times of need we will know who the good friend indeed is.





� If you are placed in good stead the people will appreciate you and even your worst misdeeds will be covered up by the people. If you are poor and helpless even the inanimate objects turn against you.





� Men create atrocities against women


� Desire, anger, stinginess, ego, pride and many other enemies within man will lead man to the wrong path. God shows man the right path, right thinking and right action.





� Life is not easy to deal with. You have to be very smart to get on well in life. You have to adopt many techniques such as advance and retreat. Stay from the path of hypocrisy and lavishness as it is easy to borrow money and spend them but when the creditors line up in front of your house you have no escape.


� Man will have a lively life in his young age but in his old age his body and mind will be worn out and feels that life is dull and boring. Man realizes this simple truth when he grows old.





� It is not important what caste, color or creed a saint belongs to. It is important we should know how enlightened he is.





� : Everything on this universe is guided by the law of nature or divinity. There is nothing that man could do to change it.








� God is selfless in his pure form. Greed is a base element motivated by selfishness. So it is no use trying to please God while nurturing greed within.





� You can’t kill or dupe a person twice.





� Talk sweetly so that it can be soothing to the ears.





� Man shall not try to imitate or emulate from a beast because he is better than the beast. He shall distinguish himself from an animal and prove himself that he is better than a beast.





� Some societies have set up some moral standards which are too high for an ordinary man to attain them. So most people become hypocrites and adopt double standards in their dealings.  Many societies have become victims of hypocrisy.





� The sectarian leaders capture power to promote their class interest and in consequence, millions of deserving people will suffer injustice in the society.





� : Poverty is a great curse that mutes your personality and deprives you of opportunities.





� When the evil forces take upper hand on this earth, God comes down to earth to cleanse the world of evil forces.





� World is a great stage and the people are actors under the direction of God; and so we must play our role on earth to acquit ourselves properly.





� There is a lot of difference between the Good and the Bad. Make your life sublime by your good deeds.





� Be original and don’t imitate others for otherwise you will be victim of your own makings.





� The World changes every moment, good follows bad as night follows day. Ranganathan Magadi





� Man is born and reborn again and again as long as he commits sins. The only way to find salvation is right thinking and right action.





� The life is too short; and during your short life, you do help others


� In Dwaparyug, about 3500 B.C., Mahabharata was written by the sage Vyas. It is a pathetic story of a doting blind king who for the sake of his one hundred evil sons pretended to be blind to the injustice done to his brother’s sons, which led to the greatest war of that time called the War of Kurukshetra in Haryana now. God took the form of Krishna and took birth as the eighth child of Davaki and Vasudev, the sister of Kansa, a demon who ruled Mathura, near Delhi. Kansa heard once a voice of an invisible entity which said that the eighth child of Davaki would kill him. He immediately imprisoned his sister and brother-in-law and put them in prison. He went on killing seven of their children as and when they were born. When the eighth child was born they keep it a secret and in the dead of night, Vasudev carried the child in a bamboo basket clandestinely across the river Jamuna to Nanda chieftain at Gokul and leaves the child by the side of Yashoda who had delivered a female child and with the consent of Nanda comes back with Durga, the female child. Next morning Kansa went there to kill the child. It goes up in the air saying that Devaki’s eighth child was growing safely elsewhere and disappeared. The child grows as Sri Krishna in Nanda Gokul until he lives with his brother Balaram to Gurukula, the private education center during those days. Then he comes back to Mathura, kills Kansa and many other demons of that era and takes the reign of Mathura Kingdom.





� In the contemporary period in Hastinapur, the king had two sons, Dhrutarashtra and Pandu. Dhrutarashtra ascended the throne as the elder of the two after the father’s death. He was blind by birth. His brother Pandu looked after the kingdom until his death after his death Dhrutarashtra came under the influence of his evil son Duryodhana, the eldest of his sons. Dhrutarashtra under the advice of his well-wishers divided the kingdom into two parts and gave a better half to his sons and the infertile part to his brother’s sons, Pandavas. They began to rule from Indraprastha and in a short while developed into a great land. Duryodhana, being jealous of their prosperity waited for a chance to humble them. To celebrate the prosperity of the land the Pandavas arranged a grand party and invited the Kauravas. Duryodhana could not distinguish between land and water in their court yard and fell down. The Panchali, the wife of the Pandavas giggled at his fall and Duryodhana stung by her giggles vowed to take revenge and returned.





� Gadha is a very heavy weapon used for fighting an enemy in those days.


� That was the period when the people were honest and peace-loving and the king ruled them according to the science of state which meant that the king was the highest ethical entity and he should be a role model for his subjects and he was the fountain of justice. The rights and duties of the king were well defined.





� There was a king by name Dashratha who ruled over a kingdom called Kosala in the north Indian region. He had three wives, namely, Kausalya, Sumitra and Kaika and Kausalya was the eldest of them and Kaika was the youngest and close to the king. Ram was born to Kausalya as the eldest son of Dashratha and hence he was the crown prince according to the law of primogenitor. Kaika had helped the king in times of need earlier when the king had promised to fulfill her wishes in gratitude for her help but she chose to in reserve for a future date. When the king became old and the question of his successor cropped up, Kaika asked him to fulfill her wishes which he had promised years ago by declaring her son Bharat as the crown prince and ask Ram to go to the forest for fourteen years. The king had no right to break the promise and so he granted her wish but he died heart-broken. Ram went the forest with his wife Sita and Lakshman who shunned the comfortable life when his elder brother was in trouble, and proceeded to the forest with his brother to be of use to him. Bharath did not know what to do and agreed after a lot of persuasion to rule the kingdom but as an agent of Ram.





� Ram, Sita and Lakhman wandered across the forest of Panchavati when they met Shurpanika a female demon. She proposed to Ram to marry him. He rejected the proposal as he was monogamous and suggested that she should approach his brother Lakhman. He advised Lakhman to cut off her nose and ears as she was a source of nuisance. Lakhman followed his orders and Shurpanika complained to her brother Ravan, the king of Lanka. Enraged Ravan vowed to punish Ram and plotted to abduct his wife Sita. He sent Maricha his uncle to entice Sita in the form of a deer. Sita not knowing his ruse asked Ram to fetch her deer. Ram advised her that it was the ploy of the demons but she did not listen. He left her to the custody of Lakhman and went behind the deer. The deer while dying called out Hey Lakhman with the voice of Ram. Sita thought that Ram was in danger and asked Lakhman to find out Ram.


� As soon as Lakhman left, Ravan appeared in the garb of a saint begging for alms. He refused to accept her alms until she came out of the safe line set by Lakhman and then he dragged her to his plane decorated with flowers and sped away. Jatayu, the giant eagle, a devout of Ram confronted Ravan and the latter cut off its wings. It informed Ram when he went there in search of Sita. Ram went southward in the direction of Lanka. There was fighting on between two brothers Vali and Sugreev two brothers for the crown and Ram supported the good natured Sugreev and won his heart. Sugreev won and sent his army to Lanka to bring back Sita in the custody of Ravan. Ram found an ardent disciple in Hanuman who worked for Ram. The Vanar brigade attacked Lanka, Ram killed Ravan and brought Sita home. The stipulated 14 years was lapsed and he came back to rule his kingdom. This is the long story of Ramayana in short.





� Ravan, the demon, owned an aero plane called Pushpak Viman which only the gods and goddesses owned during that period.


� Ramayana is a great epic written by Valmiki, a highway robber who turned a sage when he realized that he was committing a great sin. He wrote Ramayana which runs into several chapters, sitting under a tree for several years. This is the oldest literature available and it dates back to probably 5000 B.C.





� Lord Buddha and Vardhaman Mahavir taught us to show kindness to animals and preached non-violence as early as sixth century B.C., and since then it has been an accepted principle not to kill animals for food among many peoples of the East. Man killing beast for food was relevant when man did not know the art or science of agriculture. Now that man can live without killing we should spare the harmless animals.





� Maya is mystery behind a woman’s attraction
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