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BY BD KHANNA‘ PREMI ’


PREFACE

For offering this book to the readers I have no apology to make, for I claim my right to do so; and if anyone finds imperfections in it, please remember that I lay no claim to perfection. I can offer severe criticism myself.

    I will, however, submit that this is my first collection of poems. I consider the aim of writing is to convey thoughts to the masses, and I have tried to use the simplest words in the poems. The contents of the poems are so clear that even people with a basic educational background can understand them easily. As I am a religious type of man most of my poems are religious; I think that for the upliftment of morale one should be religious. Religion is the only means through which we may lead a happy and meaningful life.

Finally, I desire that in every poem there is something useful for somebody, and if in any part of this book/work I have given expression to anything wrong, I hereby declare once for all my entire willingness to be forgiven.

I am grateful to my colleagues viz Shri JR Kapoor, Mrs V Subramanian, Shri RP Nirula and Shri KR Khullar who encouraged me a lot for my writings at the initial stage. I am also extremely grateful to respected Dr. Mukherjee, Lecturer in Moti Lal Nehru College for editing and proper guidance in completion of this book. 

                                                       Yours

                                     


 B D KHANNA ‘ PREMI’
In this world of mortality the most dreadful thing is ‘Death ’. Nobody is able to face her. But it is the Law of Providence that she is to come someday or the other. Death is guest to some house every day. When she is to come, why should we be afraid of her? She is a means through which we embrace the lap of God, the ultimate aim of a soul. ‘ God and Death ’ both should be remembered to  relieved of the vices.

DEATH

Everybody is afraid of her, 






  But she is my dearest Lover,

I remember her all the time,  






 She gives peace to the soul,

and the mind,






 Nobody want to see her face,

But everybody is within Her chase, 






 She absolves one from all the miseries,

Her name is at the top in History,






 You will ask me : ‘ Who is She ’?

She is Death, who loves you and me.

This is a religious poem.  The ‘House’ mentioned in the poem is nothing but our own body.  Without self-realization this House is full of darkness.  The Members of this House are KAM (Sex), KRODH (ANGER), MADH (PRIDE), LOBH (GREEDINESS) And AHENKAR (CONCEIT).  The Head of the family is MAN (Mind) which controls all the system.  They are posing their pressure on us without practical knowledge of that ‘ Divine Light’ which is the real shape of every creature . The ‘Electrician’ referred to is ‘SAT GURU’ (Religious Teacher) who can give us practical knowledge to see our self and can switch on the` Divine Eye’. The ocean of light in us will be visible. If there is light automatically darkness will be no more.

THE DARKNESS
The House was well maintained and furnished,

But there was total darkness inside, 

The darkness for which even the sun was unable to overcome,

Because this was a strange house of strange members,

All of them were unaware of the darkness,

Because they had not seen the Light,

There were all the fittings and switches,

But nobody was aware how to switch it on,

One day an ‘Electrician’ was passing by,

He spoke in a loud voice,

Electrician ! Electrician ! Electrician !

The head of the family heard the voice,

He came out of the House and asked what his business was,

The Electrician told him in detail,

About the light,

At first he was furious,

That you are telling a lie       

As there was no such thing named ‘Light’,

But when the Electrician told him,

To see it practically,

He was delighted and,  

Asked him to come into the house,

As soon as the Electrician entered,

He told, Fool ! The Main Switch ( Divine Eye) is off,

When he switched it on and asked him to do practically, 

The House was full of white bright light,

The light of the sun was like a candle before it.

And everything of the House was visible in that light,

The darkness of the House was no more.

This poem describes the relations and attachment of children of this modern age to their parents. The children are not sincere to their parents and never think of their critical condition of old age. Instead of giving some help they want to get rid of them, and this leads the parents to spend a miserable life. This is the case which most commonly happens in India. But you know God is Great. We have to face our Karma and will get the same from our children as we have done to our parents.

UNGRATEFUL
Ten years ago, I used to think,

About their gratitude,

But now-a-days I never think of them,

I am so ungrateful, unfaithful, merciless,

I don’t think they are well-to-do,

There are no means to get two square meals,

They are helpless now, completely detached,

From whom they had spend a miserable life,

For whom? For Me! For Me!

Is this the result of their goodness?

No! I have to pay the account,

This is the Law of God under which,

Everybody get the results of their deeds,

This is the mirror before which the reflection comes,

In the position one stands. 

This poem is on a real incident which I had seen in 1975 near Sena Bhavan (New Delhi). Both the woman and her husband were working as labourers as this building was under  construction. Her husband was lying unconscious due to high  fever and the contractor of the building was not willing to take him to any hospital. The woman was sitting beside him and weeping bitterly, as nobody was prepared to help her out. Some of the employees working in the vicinity gathered around them. They showed outward sympathy but no one was ready to help, as they belonged to the so called Modern Society . Our Modern Society lacks love for mankind and feelings of brotherhood to stand by in the sorrows and pains of others. 

SPECTATORS
A crowd of people asking her what was the matter?

But after getting reply all were deaf and dumb,

They were Spectators having no sympathy,

And going carelessly,

Having  no  attachment    to  humanity,

woman     was    crying  bitterly,

The poor fellow was wrapped in rags,

And was lying unconscious due to high fever,

On the foot path of the road,

Helpless in this selfish world,

Suddenly he opened his eyes,

In the hope of getting some sympathy from the gathering,

But covered his face with a sigh,

As they were Spectators, not contributors,

Stone-hearted, 

Having no love for mankind.

This is the rule of this ‘Selfish’ world that in difficult days nobody is going to standby if you are well-to-do, they are all relatives dear and near ones. The past always gives us pleasure whether it was good or bad.   If it was miserable and no9w we are having a better time, it will give pleasure and satisfaction. If we want to lead a happy life, we must not forget our past.

SELFISH

It gives me more happiness, 

When I recall the days of my past,

Those who used to hate me,

Now give me respect,

Lover who had forgotten me,

Has renewed her memories,

She is coming nearer and nearer to me,

But it is too late for her,

Love given by give her doesn’t give pleasure,

They are selfish, not my dear,

When I needed they were away,

Now they are relatives and near.

This poem was written after the death of my mother. When she was alive I was not sincere to her. All of her gratitude and good deeds were out of mind. But after her death my conscience doesn’t allowed to forget her. It always used to knock at my heart and to say something about that great soul who scarified a lot for me . In her last days when I used to go to my home town to see her, she never complained about my ungratefulness and carelessness. A mother’s heart always showers blessings. Alas! this is the rule of this world to  worship one after death.

SHE IS NO MORE
I am feeling her absence now,

But she is no more.

It’s human nature to forget everyone,

But I will remember her throughout my life,

For her gratitude and good deeds,

Done to me, and her showers of blessings,

Are still with me to water my life’s field.

She would be pleased to see her dreams fulfilled,

By her ungrateful darling,

And would still extend her more wishes,

For my prosperity in life.

She had scarified a lot,

for whom?

For Me! For Me ! For Me !

I think she had to pay my debt of previous births,

Which she has totally cleared,

Before leaving this “ World Counter”

And she is no more.

This is the rule of this selfish world,

We hate when they are alive,

But worship when they are dead.

This is a religious poem. It describes that if  we  have  all  worldly  things there  is something more  without  that  all  these  things are meaningless. Even if we have accumulated the wealth of the whole world still we are broke, without `RAM NAAM DHAN’  (Wealth of Holy Name) which is in our heart. We are not satisfied with these worldly things and the thirst increases more and more.  This thirst can only quenched, if we taste  “Amrit” which is also in our heart.  If we have listened to all the music of this world we are still deaf without listening to ‘King of all Music’ i.e. “ANAHAD” which is being continuously played in our heart. In spite of having eyes we are blind if we have not seen that `Divine Light’ through `Divine Eye’. All these things are in us, but we are not aware of them. Who can be blindest than us?

I AM TOTALLY BROKE
There’s wealth of wealth’s in my heart,

Which is the Holy Name,

But I am not aware of it.

There is Amrit in my heart,

But I am still thirsty.

And drinking poison in lieu.

There is Master of all musics in my heart,

But I am still deaf and not listening to it.

There is Light of all Lights in me,

But I am still in darkness,
There is Eye of all Eyes in me,

But I am still blind and can’t see the Truth.

Having all these `Super Things’ in me,

I am totally broke.

This is a religious poem.  It describes human blindness. In spite of having two physical eyes we are blind because our ‘Divine Eye’ is closed without that we can’t see the ‘Divine Light’ Which is the only food for our soul. Our bad  karmas  have  ruined  that  Eye  which  can  only  be  operated by 

`Sat Guru’ (The Religious Teacher).  In  this  world  we have  come to  buy  that ‘ Holy Name’ to get salvation, the ultimate aim of a soul , but we have been sold by Moha, Mamta and worldly affairs and we are going away, far away from that goal.  It is up to Him (God) whether forgives or punishes us for our blindness.

BLINDNESS

There is a source of Light in me,

But I am still in darkness,

The deep darkness which is increased day by day,

And I am totally lost, having no sense of reality,

My soul is trembling for Her food,

Which is Truth, Holy Name and Amrit,

But She is helpless to overcome,

Because of the interference of the wall of my Karmas,

In the market of this world,

I have lost everything of my own,

I had come to purchase something from here,

But instead of purchasing I have been sold,

By Moha, Mamta and worldly affairs,

And going away far away from that source of light,  
Which is aim of my life, 

To realise the Truth , and to lost myself in it,

‘O’ my God, the King of my heart,

I am a criminal, will you be kind enough to favour me,

At the time of ‘Judgement’,

And forgive me for my blindness?

This poem was written on the occasion of my deceased elder brother’s daughter’s marriage in March, 1980. He died in 1976. At every step to perform marriage ceremony, his absence was felt. Few months before his death he was planning to get his daughter married, which was fulfilled by his faithful, virtuous wife after four years of his departure from this world.

ON HIS DAUGHTER’S MARRIAGE

Four years have passed,

I have not seen has face,

Oh! I am a fool,

He is already in the lap of death,

She (death) loved him,

And taken him to the Peaceful Garden,

Where all Souls are resting,

But I think he is just near to me,

Sometime in the dreams he comes,

To make me to  weep nonstop,

And sometime to warn,

To look after his family,

But I am selfish!

Not only I, the whole world,

Which forgets near and dear ones soon,

Tomorrow is the day for which,

He was desirous to see,

`The Wedding’ of his daughter,

His soul is free in Heaven,

To see the ceremony,

He will be happy,

To see his dreams fulfilled,

By his faithful and virtuous wife.

This poem was written about one month before my mother’s death. One of my friend came to me who visited her during her last days.  She was totally bed-ridden due to some stomach disease . At that time my conscience uttered these words to which I have given shape in a poem. Ultimately she died and I could see her face before her death.

DEATH IS COMING
I have heard that Dark Clouds of Death,

Are roaring on Her,

She’s a mere Skelton,

The body which had served all, 

Was lying in bed for want of care,

This is the Law of this Selfish World,

In which everyone loves,

To get their work done,

But after that, they are away far away like strangers,

Having no attachment,

No Sympathy with the pitiable condition of their own,

All these worldly relations are false,

But we are still lost,

Knowing the reality of this world,

And going in the darkness of worldly attachment,

Our condition is like a disillusioned man,

Who is searching `Oasis’ in the desert?

The poems “When Death Comes” and “You are Blind to me” were written when I met a road accident on 17 July, 1980 in New Delhi by a CD Car bearing No. 53 CD 5, probably belonging to the Korean Embassy . I was coming from office on a bicycle and the car knocked me down.  I was not injured by the accident but pained by the behavior of the foreigner lady who was driving that car.   Instead of showing some sympathy, she was abusing me like anything.  The people gathered there, and were surprised to see me survived.  Really it was a miracle.  I will say it was ‘God’ or my good deeds which saved me. Out of that I got inspiration to write these poems.

WHEN DEATH COMES
It’s a fact, when accidental/untimely death comes,

It makes a man blind, mindless,

In spite of all care and precautions,

One can’t survive,

The moment it would come,

Can’t be altered ,

But there are certain exemptions,

Our soul is surrounded by our Karmas,

Forming a special type of sphere,

Divided into two parts,

Good Conductor of Death and Bad Conductor of Death,

The medium of our Good Deeds is,

Bad Conductor of Death,

And the medium of our Bad Deeds is Good Conductor of Death,

If the particles in the region of  Bad Conductor of Death,

Overcomes the particles in the region of Good Conductor of Death,

Death can’t enter that region, to switch off the light of our life

And we are survived,

But if the particles in the region of Good Conductor of Death,

Overcome the particles of Bad Conductor of Death,

Our soul will immediately leave this body,

To merge with her counterpart in the heaven,

And we are dead.

This is a religious poem. It describes that if  we  have  all  worldly  things there  is  something   left  more  without  that  all  these  things are meaningless. Even if we have accumulated the wealth of the whole world still we are broke, without `RAM NAM DHAN’  (Wealth of Holy Name) which is in our heart. We are not satisfied with these worldly things and the thirst increases more and more.  This thirst can only quenched, if we taste  “Amrit” which is also in our heart.  If we have listened to all the music of this world we are still deaf without listening to ‘King of all Music’ i.e. “ANAHAD” which is being continuously played in our heart. In spite of having eyes we are blind if we have not seen that `Divine Light’ through `Divine Eye’. All these things are in us, but we are not aware of them. Who can be blinder than us?

YOU ARE BLIND TO ME

You are blind to me,

‘O’ my God, the king of my heart,

Your greatness is infinity,

You know what types of Karmas I am doing,

My sins are much more and increasing day by day,

But you are the Great Father,

To forgive by considering me,

An innocent child having no sense of Good or Bad,

And you are blind to me,

You absolve me from all sins and pains,

I have not fulfilled the promise,

I had made before you,

To devote myself to you,

After having a human body,

But you always shower blessings,

On sinner like me,

Who have known your existence,

Practically by your Representative( Religious Teacher),

Every particle of my body is full of sins,

Still you are blind to me,

You have blessed me life and saved me from untimely death,

To make me to write about your Greatness, almightiness 

and blindness.

This poem was written on 23rd June, 1980 when the Nation  (India) was drowned in the Ocean of grief due to untimely death of Shri Sanjay Gandhi. He was a ‘Rising Sun’ to give a new light to the Nation . He was a ‘Guide’ to the Youths, a good social worker having an aim to change the condition of lower class people.  The cruel death took away that ‘Source of Light’ and the youth of the country were running in search of proper directions without that ‘Pole Star’. These are my words to pay homage to that departed soul.

THE RISING SUN-SET

The Rising Sun has set,

Our beloved leader,

The ‘Guide’  The ‘Pole Star’ to the youths,

Has passed away,

A ray of hope for the country ,

Has eliminated , and left grief,

To make to weep for his followers, Nation,

and aggrieved family,

The cruel death loved him,

and took him to the Peaceful Garden,

Where all souls are resting,

A man of high will power,

And a good ‘Social Worker’

Having an aim to change,

The condition of poor, lower class people,

The youth of the country were eyeless,

And were running in the darkness aimlessly,

Without that `Source of Light’,

Which was no more, 

He will be ever remembered for his,

Good Deeds done to the nation, backward classes,

We pray God to give him birth again in India,

To fulfill the aim left incomplete. 

This poem describes the condition of the child in the womb of the mother. It is described in our religious books that the womb is the `KUNBHI NARAK’ ( The  Dirtiest Place ) in which we all spend nine months before coming to this beautiful world. There is totally dark and it is heated to an unbearable condition, but we have to face all the difficulties.  At that time we only pray to ‘God’ to absolve us from all miseries and pains, and promise to devote and worship him.  But Alas! We forget after coming to this world.

THE WOMB

It was burning like a blacksmith’s furnace,

I was crying like anything,

And trembling like a fish,

Taken out of water,

And put on a hot sandy plot,

Where there were no rains for a long time,

I was feeling myself in a room,

Which was closed from all sides,

And there was no ventilation at all,

It was difficult to breath,

Every coming minutes were increasing my sufferings,

The owner of that room was too careless,

To realise my miseries,

And giving me more and more trouble,

Day by day this room was overheated,

To an unbearable condition,

There was no light also,

Darkness and Darkness every where,

Like the night of ‘Krishna Paksha’,

This room was like a big drainage of municipality,

In which all the dirt of the city was running,

The smell coming out was striking my mind,

And I was losing all senses,

Sometimes I used to run here and there,

In that deep darkened room,

But I was helpless to overcome,

And weeping bitterly,

But nobody was to listen to me,

I prayed again and again,

But all in vain,

After some months of time,

I heard some voices near me in that room,

And saw a light revolving there,

 These voices were coming out of that light,

I was surprised to see that light,

Because I had never seen it before,

Being a tenant of that deep darkened room,

 After some moments a strange figure originated,

Out of that bright light,

And told me, “my son I will absolve you of all miseries and 

pains, you will be soon in my beautiful garden”,
That supernatural shape blessed me,

And after some time I found myself in a beautiful garden,

Different types of flowers were blossoming,

Three or four women were sitting beside,

And I was in the lap of an unknown lady,

But She was giving me true Love,

Her happiness was no bound,

You know who was she?

She was my mother.

The poem describes the journey of the soul from the world to the heaven and from the heaven to the world. The shape of our soul is a spot of light in comparison with that ‘Divine Light’ (PARAM JYOTI/BHARGO JYOTI). After death our soul has to enter in a body according to our karmas. Our ‘Man’ (mind) acts as an automatic camera and is loaded with the reel of our karmas (actions). Each and every karmas is printed on it and at the time of judgement this reel is exposed and all images come before us which we can’t deny.

THE SOUL’S JOURNEY

This was the night of winter,

I saw through the window,

That all neighbours had shut their doors,

And no one could be seen outside,

I was not keeping well and went to bed,

In no time I fell asleep,

After sometime, a Supernatural Yellow Shadow,

Entered my house and awakened me,

As soon as it touched me,

I felt that I was nothing but a spot of light,

Having all senses of a human being,

A voice came from that shadow,

“My son I will take you to my world 
which is beyond this worldly suffering and pains”,

As son as it finished,

I was out of my room and felt that,

I was going into space,

With that Yellow shadow,

The speed at which we were going up,

Can’t be measured by any worldly scales,

As there was supernatural force behind,

I was going far very far,

From this world,

After sometime when I peeped down,

The grassy plots, mountains, rivers, villages and cities,

Were visible and attracting me,

But I was helpless to resist,

In no time all worldly things were out of sight,

And I was in a strange world,

Where people can’t be seen physically,

But there were small spots of light,

Spread all over,

When I entered through a huge gate,

Made of bright light,

All those light spots came towards me,

To greet me to join their world,

Soon after that yellow shadow stopped,

Near a plant which was like sun-flower,

Having two full blooms,

A voice came from that shadow,

My son these two flowers are life and death,

When I send a soul to the world,

It enters in this flower it pointed out towards one,

And the journey of the soul started towards the world,

The soul enters in the body of a creature according to one’s karmas,

But when I like to recall it,

I send a message to that light,

Which is the real shape of every creature and,

 It starts journey towards my world,

As soon as it comes,

I always used to be near this plant to receive it,

And that light enters in this flower; it pointed towards the other,

After judgement which is secret, I can’t disclose,

I have to send the soul again to the world in the body of 

a creature,

As soon as it finished,

I was again in this world of sorrows and pains,

It was morning six `o’ clock my wife awakened me to take bed tea,

But I was totally lost.

This poem is the voice of my soul . My mother sacrificed a lot  for me but in her last days I couldn’t give her proper attention and sympathy .  When I think about her gratitude, I feel myself  a criminal and drown in the ocean of agony. This poem was written when I visited her two or three months before her departure from this world, which was full of miseries and pains and  she never heaved a sign of relief.

TO WHOM I COULDN’T GIVE ANY THING
Her sacrifices and true love to me,

I will never forget in my life,

But I am so ungrateful, I couldn’t give,

Even a little  bit of love and sympathy to her,

In spite of this, her attachment to me,

And good wishes for my prosperity, happy life,

Having no desire to get any thing in lieu,

It is too much I am unable to bear this weight,

But circumstances have compelled me,

I am selfish,

She is a ‘Goddess’ on the earth,

And I have no right to worship her.

This poem describes the greatness of that ‘Pram Pita’ (God) who is very kind and forgives us for our mistakes like a father to his child.  He is blind to our mistakes and showers love. This is human nature we claim that good results are our efforts and bad are his (God) actions.
YOUR KINDNESS
The day I was born,

And came to this world,

I am doing all sorts of sins,

But before your kindness,

The heap of my sins is like a dust particle,

And you forgive considering me an innocent child,

For whom there is no difference,

Between a string and a snake,

I am so ungrateful to claim,

That good results are my efforts,

And the Bad are your blessings,

But still there is a room,

In your heart for me,

And you always bless,

Being a Great Father,

Who is blind to his child’s mistakes,

And showers love,

May I hope that my boat which has developed,

A numberless holes of bad karmas,

And in the middle of deep stormy ocean,

Will be somewhere near the beach.

This is a religious poem and describes supernatural things which are in our body but we are not aware of them. When our ‘Divine Eye’ is switched on we can see all these things and can go in the world of `Eternity’ which is out of reach of all suffering and pains of this world.  Through Divine Eye we can see that ‘Divine Light’. There is no beginning and  end to this ‘Ocean of Light’.  The whole world lies within that light. In that light we can also see a little spot moving which is our soul and eager to merge itself in it, being a part of that, but five thieves i.e. Kama(sex), Krodh(anger), Madh(pride), Lobh(greediness) and Ahenkaar(conceit) are continuously dragging us to depart from that `World of Eternity’.

BEYOND THE WORLD
As soon as it switched on,

I used to be in the world which is out of reach of all
suffering and pains,

Light and Light every where,

The Kingdom of peace,

There are rivers , Mountains, Waterfalls,

A fort built up of bright light spots,

Seven colors flame burning continuously,

There are two small peaks,

Looking bright white and dark black,

They are heaps of my Karmas,

The Black Peak shows the heap of my bad karmas,

And bright white of good deeds,

I used to see variation in their size,

A Sweet  Music continuously being played,

For the souls those are in the Eternity Zone,

I am lost in it having no sense of my physical body,

I feel myself as a spot of light,

Which is always eager to,

Merge itself in that Ocean of Light,

Being a part of that,

But in the meantime,

Five thieves which are always clinging to me,

Drag me back,

To depart from that World of Eternity,

And I am again in this world,

To link the chain of sorrows and pains,

Which was just broken.

Before coming to this world we were in the womb of our mother hanging legs up. We cried for help to release from that deep darkened room and promised to realise and worship him  (God). But after coming to this world we have forgotten it. We are too much entangled in the worldly affairs and never think that we have to leave this beautiful world. The voice of our soul is suppressed by our bad karmas. She is trembling to meet her counterpart which is God. We are sleeping under the poisonous influence of Kama, Krodh,Madh, Lobh and Moh. One day this sleep will be broken by death but that will be too late to awake.

FORGETFUL

Forgetful ! yes I am,

In the womb of my mother,

When I was hanging with legs up,

In the deep darkened room,

I prayed to be relieved,

And promised to realise and worship you,

But after coming to this world,

I have forget every thing knowingly,

I know that I have to leave this beautiful world forever,

But I am so forgetful,

I am thinking that this is my permanent residence,

In which I will be for ever,

But I am only a tenant,

And at any time I can be shunted out,

By death which is certain,

I will be no more but my deeds, 

Will be forever to give me existence,

I am totally lost in the Worldly Affairs,

And going nearer and nearer to the grave,

But under the influence of the poisonous Liquor of,

Moh, Mamta and Kama I have become senseless,

I can’t see where I am going,

The path which is full of sufferings and pains,

Is looking me sweet, and I am eager,         

To follow it very quickly,

The voice of my soul is alarming,

From time to time to awake me,

But for a moment I used to awake,

And again get lost in that senseless sleep,

Being forgetful.

The attraction towards worldly things leads us to miserable end.  But this is not our fault.  She (Nature) has created things to attract so that the word ‘Perfection’ is not used for human beings . We are enslaved by the worldly affairs. The poem through the story of a Saint describes that ‘Lust’ can’t be overpowered. What to talk of simple human beings.

LUST
Perfection can’t be achieved,

By human beings,

This is Law of Nature,

She has created things,

To attract and we are totally lost,

The goal to attain perfection is disturbed,

Our condition is like that “BHRAMAR”(large black bee)
Who is attracted by the fragrance of the Lotus,

But ignorant about his death,

Just after some hours in the evening,

When the lotus closes its petals,

He is imprisoned in that,

And ultimately dies,

In the Lust of fragrance,

The attraction towards worldly things leads to sorrows and pains,

And we are enslaved, causing a wall,

Between God and us even being a part of him.

X                               X                                X  

Young saint totally cut off,

From all worldly affairs,

Because of realisation of truth,

All the time meditating and lost within,

Came to a city where one of his disciples lived,

He was warmly welcomed and a “Kirtan” programme was arranged in the evening,

All family members of the disciple and his neighbours,

Came to listen to the “Kirtan” to add some of good

deed to their lives,

The “ Kirtan” was going on,

The young beautiful girl of the disciple having a religious 

heart was also sitting,

The Saint was sitting on an `Asana’,

His eyes were closed as he was meditating,

After some time, the disciple asked him,

To say some words about his experience of yoga,

And realisation of God,

He opened the eyes, spoke for sometime,

And stopped, saying that he was getting a supernatural

pleasure in the ‘Kirtan’,

The Kirtan was continued but he was feeling distress,

As he was attracted and totally lost,

On seeing the beauty of the teenage girl of his disciple,

The Kirten was over at about mid night,

The disciple asked the saint to sleep in a room nearby,

All the members of the disciple’s family went to bed,

The saint also, but lost his sleep,

He was trying to divert but all in vain,

As stormy winds of ‘ Lust’ were on the extreme,

Even his ‘Yoga’ power was unable to overpower it,

When all the family members had fallen asleep,

He entered the room quietly in which the young girl was sleeping,

He was very much passionate,

As soon as she saw the girl,

He embraced her,

But immediately departed,

And went to his room in a state of agony,

He was repenting on the action done,

For the moment She closed her eyes,

As She was praying to God,

After some laps of years, the girl was now a grown up woman and married,

She was passing by with her husband and saw,

A man totally blind, suffering from leprosy and lying under pool of flies,

When she closely looked at him,

All her past memories were renewed,

She stopped for a while as she was saying “ These are the 

results of Karmas”, He (God) never spares anybody and give appropriate punishment,

She was totally lost.

This poem is a prayer to God accepting all shortcomings in me. All our sins will be renewed at the time of ‘Judgement’. Our Man (Mind) is an automatic camera and loaded with the reel of  Karmas. At the time of judgement this reel is exposed and all images come before us which we can’t deny.  The rust of bad deeds has suppressed the voice of our soul which warns us not to do any bad deed.  This rust can only be removed by the soap of `Holy Name’. When ‘Divine Eye’ will be opened by ‘Sat Guru’,  the darkness of our heart will be no more.

THE BEGGAR
I am a Beggar,

Standing at your door,

Afraid of and trembling,

As my sins are now renewed,

And my soul is eager to,

Cut the ropes of the curtain of my karmas,

Every word on my tongue,

Is full of poison,

Without using it for your ‘Holy Name’,

I am like that coin,

Which is lying in the mud,

For years together,

And many layers of rust,

Have totally changed the shape and shining ,

Nobody in this world is accepting it,

Its shape and shining can only return,

By your ‘Holy Name’,

Which is a soap to wash out,

The sins of my heart,

I have heard about your kindness,

You have sailed many sinners like me,

From the deep stormy ocean of this world,

From your door no one returns without your blessings,

My sins are like that deep dark night of ‘Krishna Paksha’,

But after having a look,

By rising sun in the morning,

Disappears without leaving any sign of its existence,

In the same way at your one sight,

All of my sins will be no more,

And I will be among those flowers,

Which can be put at your ‘Lotus Feets’.

This is a true story of a Butcher who used to come to my home town to purchase sheeps and goats. He had a meat shop in the nearby town. All the events/words in the poem are real as I had an opportunity to see all this.  This world is ‘ Karma Bhumi’. We have to face our karmas and nobody is going to share it.

THE BUTCHER’S END
In the evening the herd of ,

Sheeps and goats had come from the jungle,

After grazing grass throughout the day,

He can be seen picking them up,

To have an idea about the weight of meat,

Having long beard and moustaches,

With red eyes, and stout,

All the sheep and goats used to make,

Strange noises,

As they were begging for their lives,

They were aware of their death,

After some hours early in the morning,

They used to look with helpless eyes,

Towards their owners,

But Alas! they were stone-hearted,

After some time, 

They were  handed over to the butcher,

Saying that this was their business,

There used to be some bargaining,

Between both the parties, 

Butcher as well as owners, 

Used to be firm on their prices,

Then some mediator from the owner’s caste,

Used to whisper in the ears of both,

And they were sold at the price,

Acceptable to both,

After making payments,

The strings around their necks,

Were handed over to the butcher,

He used to drag them,

But they always resist to move even an inch,

And cried for help from their owners,

As the butcher was practically ‘Yama’ for them,

But the owners were deaf and dumb,

Having no attachment with them,

The butcher used to say” I am a servant of non-vegetarians,

as they also share some of my sins”

Years were passing,

And the pot of his sins was filling gradually,

After some twenty years,

I was going to attend some ceremony,

In my home town,

And passing through the town,

Where the butcher was residing,

To my surprise an old man totally blind,

Was lying on the foot path,

One of his acquainted called him by name,

And told me that he is the same butcher who used to come 

to my home town,

All his redness of face and health were nowhere,

He was a mere skeleton,

I was told that his children shunted him out,

And he used to beg to fill his stomach,

When he heard his name,

For a moment he turned his face towards the voice,

And murmured,

As he was saying” I am facing my karmas and no one is ready to share it”

After some months,

My father came to see me,

In the city I was residing,

He was also acquainted with the butcher,

Told me that the ‘Butcher’ Named……..,

Died a miserable death a month ago.

It is a fact that when we are well-to-do we never remember God or perform worship, but in sufferings and miseries we become religious and devotees of God. In the pride of wealth, health and other worldly luxuries we even don’t believe in the existence of God, knowing the fact that we are deceiving ourselves. These worldly things can’t give us permanent happiness and come to a miserable end.

IN THE DAY’S OF SUFFERINGS AND PAINS
When I was leading a miserable life,

I used to worship and remember you,

At every moment,

Every day I used to join ‘Satsang’,

And my soul was going nearer and nearer to you,

But now-a-days I am running well,

I never even think of you,

Sometimes I doubt your existence,

And this is leading me towards darkness,

In that  deep darkness I am totally lost,

My good deeds have now accepted defeat,

From the bad,

Knowing reality that my bad deeds 

Are giving me temporary happiness,

I am doing all sorts of bad karmas,

And now I fully depend upon them,

My condition is like that dog,

Who is chewing a bone having no flesh,

But enjoying the taste of blood,

Coming out of his own gums.

This is the voice of hearts of the people which are toys at the hands of selfish politicians.  Their false promises to give them all sorts of equality i.e. Economic, social and Legal , is a fraud. They don’t implement it practically and deception rule every time.  Ultimately frustration arises, and the people develop revolutionary thoughtsviews.  The trust and attraction towards these selfish politicians are erased from the hearts of the masses.

A LETTER TO THEM

This is an open letter to you,

And you have to listen to us,

You have neglected us for years,

On our little mistake,

But this is not the time,

To enjoy yourself,

You have to see our interest also,

Hearts which were suppressed for years,

Have now regained their original shapes,

Blood in their tissues is running speedily,

Now all your efforts will be ended,

To over power us again,

Our senseless sleep has been broken,

By our sufferings and pains,

We have also desires which were earlier sacrificed on you,

Considering a worship statue,

Now you are no longer affectionate to us,

Our hearts are burning ,

This fire will be put out by an appropriate revenge.
This is a real story of a cat which used to roam in the area where I was residing in a government quarter . Moha (attachment) is the creator of this world and this is going on. This is an unbreakable chain by which every creature of this world is connected.  In human being this is full of selfishness.  But in case of birds and animals is selfless. Even then, they are attached with each other and sacrifices for their children.

WHEN HER DREAMS WENT INTO DRAINAGE
`Moha’ has the top place in the world,

It is an unbreakable chain,

By which this beautiful world is going on,

If for a moment, Moha is taken out of this world,

It will vanish in no time,

‘Moha’  in  human beings is full of selfishness,

But in the Birds and Animals it is totally selfless, 

Even then they are attached to each other,

Having no selfish feelings,

And they sacrifice every thing for their children.

X_______________________X________________________X

A cat gave birth to four kittens,

About a month ago,

And put them on a raised piece of land,

Near a sewerage gutter considering it the safest place,

As this was surrounded by small bushes,

The Sewerage was totally dry,

As it runs in the rainy seasons only,

In the morning and evening,

One by one she used to take them out,

Catching them in her jaws,

To give them food, taken from some house,

Having so sharp teeth she used to pick them up,

The sharp teeth were causing no harm,

Because there was motherly affection in them,

All the four kittens having,

Brown and White linings on deep dark,

And round white patches,

Look like cubs,

The sun of the morning when it fell on delicate hair,

These patches looked like stars,

In the sky partly covered by black clouds,

She used to distribute the food equally,

And if some thing was left, used to take herself,

If some day the food was not sufficient

Then she used to take her mouth near their ears,

As if she was saying  “Today there is only this much”

And they used to eat peacefully.

In this way this family of five members,

Were passing their days in this world,

But were not aware of their departure.

It was arrival of the `monsoon’,

The black clouds had covered,

The face of sky-like bride,

Thundering and lightening having intervals,

Were increasing the beauty of this bride,

After too much unbearable heat,

People were happy and expecting rains to get some relief,

But there was total restlessness in her heart as she was

away in search of food,

She wanted to take her kittens to some safe place,

But soon black clouds poured down,

And the sewerage lying dry for months,

Began to run,

At first there was little flow,

But when rain water had fallen 
On street roads and buildings of the city,

It came into the drain, 

And it was overflowing,

The kittens were shivering due to cold winds,

But God in heaven was planning some thing else,

The raised portion of land on which,

They were sitting was totally surrounded by heavy current,

From all sides, and it was looking like an Island,

Water passing with high speed was like a stormy ocean,

The kittens were trapped,

And ultimately washed away,

Sewerage water took them far away,

Her world full of beautiful dreams vanished in no time,

The little ones, unable to swim were drowned.

When she came with some food in her mouth,

She was totally mad on seeing kittens missing, 

Throughout the night she was crying,

But there was none to console her,

In the morning the rays of the sun had overcome the

darkness of the night,

But her world was totally in darkness,

In which she has to lead an aimless life,

She was roaming from one side to the other,

Near that sewerage like a ‘Mad Cat’,

And sometimes used to peep in the water,

As if she was looking at the reflection of her kittens,

Playing nearby,

Her condition was pitiable and she was unable to overcome 

this grief,

There was nobody to listen to her miserable story,

So that some of her burden is  decreased.

Painful evening came,

And without taking anything she was sitting,

Near the sewerage like a statue

This whole night also she was crying,

As her ‘Motherly Heart’ broken into pieces.

Next morning came and I went with some food,

And put it before her,

But she didn’t even have a look at that,

As she was sitting on a fast unto death,

And that evening also she was sitting and crying,

I was about to weep to see her grief and feelings,

But  could not  do any thing.

The third day she began to move here and there,

But her face showed that there was still ocean of grief  having 

stormy winds,

And her aimless life boat  was facing

these winds.

The days were passing and water level 
In the ocean of grief was decreasing gradually,

This is rule of nature,

So that we can survive, 

To spend  the days and years when cruel death snatches, 

Our near and dear from  us,

And we have to forget all past memories,

Nature also creates a screen of forgetfulness,

So that we can continue.

This is a reality that we never think of our old age, when we are young.  This poem describes the condition of old age parents in India. In India no government provision exists for their welfare. They have to lead a miserable life.  They are felt obstacle by everybody, even by their own children.  The children feel it a burden to feed and look after their old parents.

NOBODY ACCEPT ME
 I am a stone lying in the way, 

An obstacle felt by everybody,

To be removed for ever,

I was part of a beautiful building,

But the winds of time have broken,

That building into pieces,

And there is no sign of its existence,

But I am still feeling,

Very near to that repudiated building,

As I am a ‘Key-stone’,

I have faced all good and bad weathers,

And my hardness has almost diminished,

In comparison to my early years,

At that time my hardness was a virtue,

Now my softness is a curse,

And I have been thrown far very far,

By everybody in a state of hatred,

And I am going  away from that repudiated building,

I have no attachment with this world,

As nobody accept me,

I pray to ‘God’ to recall me in his garden,
In which I will be away from all sufferings and pains.

This is true picture of an Indian Mother-in-Law . She always acts against the wishes of her daughter-in-law.  She feels proud to be proved as a  dictator, and this makes the daughter -in-law to lead a miserable life.  She keeps a close eye on every activity of her daughter-in-law and if there is something  against her wishes, she takes the quarrel to the streets.  She always tries to gain the favour of  neighbour’s wives, and the daughter-in-law has to face the words by women living in the vicinity. An Indian Mother-in-law never gives love to her daughter-in-law as to her own daughter and peace, Love and unity of the family is totally shattered.

INDIAN MOTHER-IN-LAW
In the morning and evening,

Whispering to neighbour’s wives,

Talking the shortcomings of her daughter-in-law,

This is all duty of an Indian Mother-in-Law,

She is very much concerned,

About the movements, dresses and expenses of her 

daughter-in-law,

When  there is even a small quarrel,

Between son and daughter-in-law,

She work as air for the flames of quarrel-fire,

And always takes the side of her son,

The daughter-in-law is always suppressed,

Even if she is not at fault,

Mother-in-law is a means to spread the news,

Of quarrel in the neighborhood,

She tells the story of her,

Domestic quarrel in such a way that everybody takes her side,

And the helpless daughter-in-law,

Has to face the words and phrases,

Of neighbours wives,

And ultimately the daughter-in-law is held guilty of everything,

And the dictatorship of Mother-in-law,

On daughter-in- law, increases day-by -day,

She is very cautious about,

The dresses worn by the daughter-in-law,

In kitchen ,house, and out of house,

When there is something against her likings,

There is again a chance for her to take the matter

to the streets,

The Indian Mother-in-law never thinks,

Positive about her daughter -in-law,

And this leads to a miserable life,

For the family,

The peace, Love and unity of the family is totally disturbed,

There are many cases where daughter-in-law,

Commit suicide and the mother-in-law is responsible for it,

Indian Mother-in-law never consider their daughter-in-law,

As there own daughter,

They are obstacles in the way at every step,

And feel agony when it happens to their own daughters.

This world is like a Train.  The ticket less passenger mentioned is he who has not taken` Ram Naam Ticket’ (Ticket of Holy Name).  We do not know when we have to get down from this train ( not aware of death). We are too much involved in the worldly affairs and going away from God.  The Ticket Checker referred to is ‘Yama’ (Messenger of Death God). He will take us to the Judge (Yamraj) where we have to give all the account of our deeds. We will get a body according to our karmas. The Station Master referred under is `Sat Guru’ (Religious Teacher) who always advises us to purchase the ticket but we always ignore him.

THE TICKET LESS PASSENGER

This world is a Train,

And I am a ticket less passenger sitting in it,

But  don’t know the station,

Where I have to get down,

This train is running with so high speed,

That I am totally cut off ,

From all sides,

The noise caused by this train. i.e. worldly

affairs,

Is making me deaf,

And can’t listen to the voice of the Ticket Checker,

Who is standing besides me,

He is asking for the ticket,

But I don’t have it,

I am trembling with fear,

Because I have ignored the advice of the Station Master,

Who was  announcing at the mike,

Not to travel without ticket,

Ultimately the Ticket Checker will catch hold of me,

And I will be punished,

I can’t make excuse,

Before him, not having a ticket,

I am a fool! I have committed this mistake knowingly,

Not only I, many like me,

Are committing this mistake,

Even knowing the truth, 
And the results of a Ticket less Passenger.
Our Mind (Man) is like an ocean and every moment different types of tides are coming. Sometimes we are religious, this is called  the ‘Satogun’period .  When we are engaged in Kama this is called  ‘Rajogun’ and when in  angry mood, this is called ‘Tamogun’ period.  These states are happening to every creature of this world.  These states are coming in such a way that nobody can feel them. Most of our life time is spent in the last two states.

THE TIDES
My mind is like an ocean,

In which all the time,

Different types of Tides are coming,

Sometimes I am afraid of my karmas,

And want to devote myself to God,

But soon another tide comes,

And I am totally changed,

My goal to realise myself is disturbed,

I again come in this world,

To do all types of Karmas,

Soon stormy winds come in this ocean,

And I am overpowered by kama,

I indulge myself in it,

And feel that this is the only happiness,

All other happiness, joys and pleasures,

Are nothing before it,

Then again some more stronger tide comes,

And I am too much angry,

I want to teach a lesson to everybody,

The water in this ocean begins to boil,

I am totally blind and can’t see,

What is wrong or right,

Sometimes I think about old age,

When I will be helpless,

Everybody will be feeling me a burden,

And dark clouds of death will be roaring at me,

I have to leave this beautiful world for ever,

When this scene comes to my mind,

I feel totally trembling,

This world looks to me like a dream,

And I want to cut myself off from all worldly affairs,

But again the next tide comes,

And the reality left by the preceding tide on the shore,

Is again swept away to mix it with the same ocean,

And I am again in the same state.

The labour class of our country is leading a miserable life, but selfish politician claiming to provide all facilities equality and opportunity are knowingly ignoring them.  The gap between the rules and the rulers is widening day by day and the country is going towards a decline .  The landlords are exploiting these poor-class people who are the foundation of our country.  One day this foundation will be unable to bear the weight and they will revolt.

IN THE CHILLING COLD
It was mid of January,

Everybody could be seen,

Wrapping themselves in woolen clothes,

Cold winds were blowing,

And making everyone to shiver,

When someone spoke out,

The exhalation was coming out,

Like from a narrow-necked pot,

Having water at boiling point,

The above- lords of the country,

Were enjoying themselves,

In their air-conditioned bungalows,

Heat blowers were on,

To make their rooms heated and comfortable, 

But little children having a single shirt on the body,

That also not washed for months together,

Were shivering bitterly and lying on the roadside,

The owners of air-conditioned cars,

And people of this ‘Modern Society’ 
Feeling uncomfortable due to the chilling cold,

Were passing by without taking any care of them,

As if they were not human beings,

The parents were busy at their work,

As repair work of the road was on,

These labourers working,

Could be seen half-naked,

As chilling cold has been defeated by them,

Their body was heated like a ‘Volcano’,

By their suffering and pains,

They are no longer ignorant now,

And know how to get their rights,

When this ‘Volcano’ will burst,

The owners of beautiful air-conditioned bungalows,

Will be burnt to death,

In that ‘Ocean of Fire’,

And the ultimate rulers of the country,

Will take over command which is presently with these 

above-lords.
This is a real story of a young girl who was residing in the vicinity where I was living.  Her parents shifted to some other colony.  One day I was going to some place and was waiting for a bus at a bus stop.  Incidentally I saw that girl after some nine or ten years.  I was surprised to see that all her beauty and reddishness of face were nowhere. After coming home in the evening, all my past memories were renewed and I wrote these lines.

THE FADED BEAUTY
The beauty and beautiful things,

Are not permanent in this world,

And come to an end one day or the other,

The attractive things of today,

May be the hatred of tomorrow,

This is reality,

‘Man’ (Mind) is the only judge,

And the decision given today,

May be altered tomorrow,

But beautiful things of the past,

Even being not attractive today,

Give something to us,

And that is realisation of temporary existence of every state

X _____________________X__________________X_________________X

Ten years ago she was in her,

Full youth,

And was not left unnoticed by anybody,

The shining face like a full moon,

On the night of ‘Purnima’,

The cheeks were like red-rose,

And lips like petals,

Of the red lotus blossomed in the morning,

The eyes were full of grace and telling,

The secret story of her youth,

The bosom tightly fenced,

In the sleeveless blouse,

Was like stormy winds of ocean,

Trying to spread themselves beyond the shore,

Movement of each part of the body,

And measured steps were also centre of attraction,

I also used to be lucky,

Having a look at her,

I would say she was a Super Creation of `Brahma’,

X                           X                                 X                          

But all these were for a short period,

When I saw her standing near me,

I couldn’t believe my eyes,

Alas! all her beauty was no where,

The face which was printed on my heart,

Was totally changed by the tides of time,

The cruel time had snatched away,

Her beauty and graceful youth-face,

The face on seeing,

The heart palpitation used to increase,

Was like that Garden,

For which ‘spring’ was never to come,

She was like that bundle of cloth,

Seen by every body on the shop,

But disliked due to its faded colour,

THE PEOPLE OF INDIAN RESETTLEMENT COLONIES
Men and women going to their work,

Half-naked and dirty clothes,

Probably not washed for months together,

Singing songs in their different languages,

As if they are going to some temple,

In fact the factories, buildings  and roads 

under construction,.

Are their temples,

To which they perform worship by their own blood,

But not aware of their sacrifice,

Getting nothing in lieu of their hard work,

But  still continuing their lives,

They never think of their children,

Who will never see the doors of school,

And will lead the same lives as their parents,

They are ignorant,

What is politics?

What is happening in the country,

But only worried about two-times bread,

For which they are fighting the whole of the day,

And in the evening happily coming to their home,

Singing songs as if they have won the war,

Their children anxiously waiting arrival,

Receive them warmly,

As if they were not met for years,

After coming to home the smoke of ‘Ageethees,

And ‘Chulas’ spread in the atmosphere may be seen,

As all their sufferings and pains,

Have gone in that smoke,

The woman who worked the whole day,

Now prepares  ‘ Subzi-Roti’ for the family,

Having no sense of tiredness,

And after taking meals,

They go to bed which is nothing but a heap of rags,

Again early in the morning the same routine starts,
Alas! Nobody thinks about their miserable condition,

And the gap of master and servant is widening day by day,

To exploit them by giving false promises,

Of their upliftment , equality and rights,

But this ‘Modern Society’ itself is interested,

To continue this tradition for ever.
This poem consists of the words of my conscience. In India generally the old parents are not looked after properly by their children. The children become careless about them. They demand respect, love and company from their children but they don’t give. In spite of this, their parental affection never fades. We realize their gratitude but forget.  Our debt to them can’t be paid.

DEBT

When her face comes to my mind,

I feel unrest, sleepless, trembling,

I am a criminal; I have punched her heart,

But she is a Goddess having still true love for me,

There is a lot of change in my heart for her,

But She still always gives me good wishes,

She has suffered a lot for me,

Her life is now miserable, the darkness of death is coming,

One day She will be lost in that deep darkness,

And Her memories, good deeds, will be with me for ever,

To make me to weep non-stop,

I pray God to relate Her to me in the `Next Birth’,

To pay some of the account of my `Debt’ to Her.  

This poem describes the critical condition of the Indian Labourers. The world of beautiful multistoried buildings is the result of their hard work. The creators of these beautiful buildings are leading miserable lives in the dirty `Jhuggis’ 

( Huts). Alas ! their hard work can’t save them from starvation.  But one day the result of their sigh will be a blow on the `Landlords’.  However, owners of the air-conditioned bungalows can’t sleep peacefully. Peace only is the wealth of the poor.

SUPPRESSED SOUL

In the morning they can be seen,

Going to their work,

The wrinkles on their faces,

Dirty cloths covering half the body,

In winters and summers the same dress,

Probably they have become accustomed to that,

Men and women both work equally,

Even then they suffer from starvation,

Are they not human beings ?

They are, but having `Suppressed Soul’,

Perhaps at the hands of those who are living,

In the air-conditioned bungalows,

In which drops of their blood exists,

But these above-lords are away from real peace,

They are happy from outside,

But leading a miserable life. 

This poem was written when Sushmita Sen got Miss Universe Award in 1994.  She was riding a ‘ Buggy’ (Victoria) and was in Delhi for a road show. No doubt she is very beautiful and I praise her but she is also having another invisible beauty which is inside her that is real beauty. That invisible beauty never fade in spell of time. That is beyond reach of tides of time.      






THE INVISIBLE BEAUTY

In this world of intellectuals,

Beauty Contests are held,

The people assess beauty,

By mortal things,

The things which attract today,

Tomorrow will be in the same state,

But nobody will have any,

Attraction towards them,

Then where that number one beauty vanished?

The Person, The body and the Face will be the same,

But one day the judges will repent on their decision,

on realization that they have done some mistake,

In assessment of beauty,

But their repentance and doubt will not be clear,

Unless they realize,

That `Invisible Beauty’,

That never fade in spell of time,

With body or in any other state,

That is constant, stable since birth to death,

That invisible beauty always showers happiness,

And never become cause of repentance,

The decision given about that is,

Always true, Unchangeable and beyond the reach of tides of time,

That invisible beauty is inside us,

That is not to see but to realize,

That is `SACHIDANAND’ ( SATYA, CHIT, ANAND),

Before assessing the beauty of others,

Let us first realize which is inside us,

Then only we can experience,

what is `Real Beauty’,

That is beyond expression,

Let us think over it,

How it is justified,

To become a judge,

Without knowing that real beauty?  
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