The Second Genesis
An Anthology of
Contemporary World Poetry

i

ISBN No.

: 978-81-7711-419-5

Year of Publication : 2014
© of contributions remain with their respective poets.

The editors/compilers bear no responsibility for the views/opinions expressed by the contributors.

Patron

: Satish Verma

Editor & Compiler

: Anuraag Sharma (President, ARAWLII)

Associate Editor & Project Manger

: Moizur Rehman Khan (Secretary, ARAWLII)

Assistant Project Manager

: Anumeha Bagri

Advisory Board

: Jayanta Mahapatra, Ni'mah Isma'il Nawwab,
Kevin Hart, Nathanael O'Reilly, Sheela
Upadhyaya, S. Asnani, Stephanos Stephanides,
Zhang Zhi, Anatoly Kudryavitsky, Satendra
Nandan, Katherine Gallagher, Athanase
Vantchev De Thracy, Musa Hawamdeh,
Krystyna Lenkowska, James Ragan.
(Special Thanks to Vineet Bansal for his technical assistance)

It is wisdom to believe the heart.
- George Santayana

Unfazed you stand inA drizzle, to locate the
Moon nestling in clouds.
The speed of bite was fatal
Showing the movement
Of incompleteness.
I searched the identityOf one anonymous, who
Had fathered an illegitimate eunuch.
I wanted to make a Confession, looking at the
Blue sky, about my waywardness.
The crazy thing of mixing
The flowers, winds, and birds
With serious chores of life.

Publisher

:

A.R.A.W.LII...

Unmistakingly a poem.

5-A(II), Mayoor Colony, Alwar Gate, Ajmer-305008
(INDIA)
Sole Distributors

:

- Satish Verma

Sahityagar
958, Dhamani Market,
Chaura Rasta
Jaipur - 302003
INDIA

Printer

USD
Indian
ii

:

Vikas Printing Press, Ajmer-305008 (INDIA)

$ 50
Rs. 1000.00
iii

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Preface

xxv

Acknowledgments

xxxi

A.R.A.W.LII. - A Vision
Albania

1

AGRON SHELE
White Light
Poetry

3
3

KUJTIM MORINA
The Moon
Lost Chances

4
5

RAIMONDA MOISIU
At The Year's Turning Night
…And Love Each Other...

5
6

Argentina
LUIS RAÚL CALVO
The Empty Chair
Credulity

Armenia
HRANT ALEXANIAN
Inside Mild Ribs of June

Australia

iv

xxxiii

9
11
11

12
14

17

ALAN GOULD
Late Sun in February
Climate Change, 1422 A.D.

19
20

GEOFF PAGE
A Short History of Immigration
Some Nights
Dancing by the Sea

20
22
23

JAMES CHARLTON
At St Kilda Beach
Susannah

24
25

KATHERINE GALLAGHER
Firstborn

25

v

For Julien at Six Weeks
Distances
Homecoming
KAYE LEE
Going to Tibooburra with John Denver
Touching a Kiss
Westminster Kiss

28
28
29

KEVIN HART
Nights
Father
Grief
Old Crow
From Little Songbook

30
30
31
32
32

LES MURRAY
An Absolutely Ordinary Rainbow
The Gum Forest
Poetry and Religion
The Cows on Killing Day
The Meaning of Existence

33
34
35
36
37

MARK O'CONNOR
Wild Horses
Camp Fire
The New World
IOS Beach
The Viscosity of Water

37
38
38
39
40

NATHANAEL O'REILLY
Burning Patiently
Contact
Melbourne Scenes

42
42
43

NEIL CREIGHTON
Earth Music
Wilpena Pound

44
45

Belgium
ALBERT RUSSO
For You, Mamica Mia, Mother Beloved

vi

26
26
27

47
49

Bosnia and Herzegovina

53

LIDIJA PAVLOVIĆ-GRGIĆ
Here
A Wanderer
Life

55
55
56

ZARKO MILENIC
The Time of the Great Fast

56

Brazil

57
TERESINKA PEREIRA
The First Kiss

Bulgaria

59

61

BOZHIDAR PANGELOV
Time Is an Idea
I Hear

63
63

MIRA DUSHKOVA
Beyond
Sozopolis
The Girl

64
64
64

Canada

67

APRIL BULMER
O Holy Night
Speaking in Tongues

69
69

CATHERINE SHI (QING YANG)
Fallen Leaves
Chinatown Blues
Tea

70
70
72

FLAVIA COSMA
Solitude
Eventually
Beyond

72
73
74

HAN MU
Brass Bamboo Pipe
Beehive

75
75

JIM WONG CHU
Recipe for Tea

76
vii

LAIFONG LEUNG
Bird of My Heart
In My Hands
At the Coffee Shop

78
79
79

WILLIAM CHAN
Maple Grove Arias
Drifting Dreams

80
81

Chile

Croatia

83
JUAN GARRIDO- SALGADO
Monday 12 July at 2 pm
A Dialogue with myself

China

85
86

87
AERDINFU YIREN
Image: Pomegranate of May

89

JIDI MAJIA
The Buried Words
Time

89
90

LO FU
Death of a Stone Cell
The Wound of Time

viii

91
93

NAN OU
Yearning For the Last Modification of Time

95

SONG LIN
My Father's Migration
Au Bois de Boulogne
Landscape Seen through an Eagle's Eye
Climbing a Mountain with My Son on My Shoulders
Chrysanthemums on the Sea

95
96
97
98
99

ZHANG ZHI (DIABLO)
The Doomsday
A Poem of Fourteen Lines: To the 16-year-old A Wen

99
100

ZHU LIKUN
A Song for Parting
Change

101
101

PERO PAVLOVIĆ
The Cross
A Wall
Scales
Firefly

Cuba

103
105
105
105
105

107
ENRIQUE SACERIO-GARÍ
Without
Changing Shoes
Words without a Song
Surroundings

109
110
110
111

MIREYA ROBLES
Beyond The Distance
I Cannot Stand
I Had Become Accustomed

112
112
113

Cyprus

115

GÜNSEL DJEMAL
I Am
My Love-II
My Love-III
I Missed You

117
117
118
118

STEPHANOS STEPHANIDES
Blue Moon in Rajasthan
Sentience

119
121

Czech Republic
LUDMILA VOLNÁ
Rusalka
Illusion
Flowers
Harmony
Sorry Herstory

Denmark
MARIANNE LARSEN
Impression

123
125
125
126
127
128

131
133
ix

Ordinary Human Arms
Light
MILENA RUDEŽ
Poetry
Meeting Between Two Continents

134
135

NIELS HAV
Visit from My Father
In Defense of Poets
My Father's Wristwatch

135
136
138

Egypt

Germany

139
PAULINE KALDAS
Morning
In The Park
Mediterranean Beach

Estonia
JÜRI TALVET
At a Pub Called 'Blond Lives Here"
The Way, the Way!

Fiji

141
142
143

145
147
147

Finland
SILVANA BERKI
Like A Butterfly

France

151

155
157

159
ANDREW PARKIN
Years
At The Sea's Edge
The Songs Remain
ATHANASE VANTCHEV DE THRACY
Supplication
Akribeia (Precision)
There Are Days
De Dubiis Nominibus (On the Uncertain Meanings of Names)

161
161
162
164
165
166
167

169

FRANK JOUSSEN
The End of the Warriors
Air-Raided Night
The Best of Both Worlds
Autumn in Germany

171
171
172
172

MANFRED MALZAHN
On the Road
Autumn Leaves (And Winter Comes)
Unmasked
The Beast
Certainty

173
174
174
175
176

Greece

149
SATENDRA NANDAN
The Twice Bombed, the Twice-Blessed?

x

133
134

179
EFTICHIA KAPARDELI
Ruling Day
First Verse

181
181

YANNIS PHILLIS
Island
Always Alone
Synonyms
Words
Landscape
How Hard

182
183
184
184
185
185

India

187
ANJANA BASU
Lost In Translation
Kites
Dragonflies
The Verandah’s Song
Puri October

189
189
189
190
190

ANURAAG SHARMA
Papa in O.T.
My Mother's Comb
A Widow's Marriage Anniversary
A Split Tree
For Simran

191
192
192
194
195

xi

JAYANTA MAHAPATRA
Genesis
Freedom
Of Storytelling
Farewell
Mask of Longing
KARAN SINGH
Sonnet Written on Shivratri
Hymn to Shiva

200
201

NIRMAL GUPT
Words, White-winged Birds & Yellow Butterflies
My Dreams
Sleep
A Dream Encoded

202
203
204
204

RINKOO WADHERA
Gangtok 2012

205

SATISH VERMA
Taking the odds
For the Heritage
The Dumps
Before the Sunset
Interlacing to catch a theme

206
206
207
208
208

Iran

209
NASRIN POURHAMRANG
Exploration of Yalda
Felicitations on Abangan
Creation

Iraq

Ireland
ANATOLY KUDRYAVITSKY
Pseudoaluminium and the Big Plans
The Golem of Arbour Hill
Practical Absenteeism
Open Book

NOEL KING
Afghan Boy
Capped Teeth
Lettuce

Israel

229
229
230

MARTIN HERSKOVITZ
Berries
Ergo Sum

231
231

MICHAEL DICKEL
Overlook
The Apple You Left On My Bedside Table
Faster Than the Speed of Light

232
232
233

STEVEN SHER
Back To the Atlantic
Days of Wonder
Rainy Season
At Dusk

234
235
236
236

237

Japan

239
239

241
KAE MORII
White Rose
Lighthouse
Alpinia Zerumbet
Raven at the Bronze Basin

219
221
221
222
223

EZRA BEN-MEIR
Jerusalem
Thistles
The Sabbath

MARIO RIGLI
The Silence of the Rustle of the Ink
Once a Sculptor

217
217

224
224
225

227

Italy

211
212
213

215
FADHIL AL AZZAWI
How to write a magical Poem
The Lion and the Apostle

xii

196
197
198
199
200

Jordan

243
243
244
244

245
NIZAR SARTAWI
Between Two Moments
Containment

247
247
xiii

Kosovo
SHEFQETE GOSALCI
I Bestride the Dream
The Medallion

Macau

251
251

253
CHRISTOPHER KELEN
The Sociology of Paradise
Manila
Blokes

Macedonia
SHAIP EMËRLLAHU
Life's Rags
Dead End

Montenegro
ANTON GOJÇAJ
The Irony of Times
Waterless River

Netherlands

255
256
257

261
263
263

265
267
267

269

MILLA VAN DER HAVE
Bathroom (Actaeon and Diana)
The Study
The Burial Chamber

271
271
272

SINÉAD DALY
Chaktira La Bekariya
Clytemnestra
Mephisto and Medea at Piano
The Siberian Poets

272
274
275
276

Nigeria
IKEOGU OKE
Being Black
A "Savage" Writes Back
The Tree
A Gandhian Prayer
OBARI GOMBA
The Ghost of a Country
xiv

249

UZOR MAXIM UZOATU
Bonding
Tropical Lore
Regenerating Lines

284
285
285

WOLE SOYINKA
A Vision of Peace

286

Norway
ADAM DONALDSON POWELL
Whore

Pakistan

289
291

295

FARAZ MAQSOOD HAMIDI
First Word War
On The Rocks
This

297
297
297

ILONA YUSUF
Not Having a Picture to Show You the Desert Sunset

298

MAVRA RANA TANVEER
Loving a Nearsighted Fantast

299

SADIQULLAH KHAN
To Contemplate
This would be a Mirror

300
300

SHADAB ZEEST HASHMI
Lahore

302

Palestine

303

LISA SUHAIR MAJAJ
Provenance
Doorway
What She Said
The Past

305
305
306
308

281
281
282
283

MUSA HAWAMDEH
My Enemy
Prayer
The Wind is My Lineage, The Rain is My Address

308
310
310

283

NATHALIE HANDAL
Listen, Tonight

313

279

xv

History by Candlelight
Winter Phantoms

Philippines

Saudi Arabia
NI'MAH ISMA'IL NAWWAB
Lost and Found?
Let's Not Forget
Gentleness Stirred
Exile
Freedom Writers

315

JOSE WENDELL P. CAPILI
Cronulla Beach
Migrancy

317
318

MARK ANGELES
My Heart Is Filled With Birds
Poetry Is Mutable
Third World

319
319
320

Poland

Scotland
BASHABI FRASER
Earthrise
The Eagle's Epic Journey

323
JERZY CZECH
We're Home
KRYSTYNA LENKOWSKA
Charles Bukowski, C'estMoi
Gift
The Scent of Love
Cracow-Warsaw West
Epiphany

Puerto Rico
ETNAIRIS RIBERA
From Night to Dawn
Springtime by the Hudson River
The Inner and the Outbound Dance

Romania
NICULINA OPREA
Dance
Lullaby
My Sister Breaks the Silence

Russia

Serbia
325
325
326
326
327
327

329
331
331
332

333
335
335
335

337
MARIA ALEKHINA
Pushkin Square
Prescience

xvi

313
313

339
339

341
343
343
344
345
346

347
349
349

351
ASMIR KUJOVIC
Return from Guard Duty
Journal
A Note
A Dream of a Ruler
Innisfree
The Mist

353
353
354
354
355
356

OBREN RISTIC
The Lord Is a Great Bard
Scarecrow

357
357

VIDA NENADIC
At The Exhibition of Umbrellas

358

Singapore
SHI YING
Firefly Light When Lampless
Old Age Expectation

South Africa
KEORAPETSE KGOSITSILE
Anguish Longer Than Sorrow
Of Shadows and Chameleons
When Things Fall Apart

359
361
361

363
365
366
367

xvii

Spain

369
GUSTAVO VEGA
We Need to Know
Without Signs
TÒNIA PASSOLA(Catalonia)
Tiananmen Square
Offer Thrice
Swastika

Sweden
TOMAS TRANSTRÖMER
Eagle Rock
Facades
November
Falling Snow
Signatures

Switzerland
FELIX PHILIPP INGOLD
Animal Life
Drawing Near

Syria

372
372
373

375
377
377
377
378
378

379
381
381

383
MOHJA KAHF
The Nape of Every Morning
Leaf
After Ramadan Comes Thanksgiving

Taiwan
HSU CHICHENG
The Footmarks in the Sandy Beach
Birthmark

Tunisia
FATMA TRABELSI
Apology to the Barmaid of the Tavern
Distance

Turkey

385
386
386

389
391
391

393
395
396

399
AFŞAR TIMUÇIN
Always Together

xviii

371
371

ATTILA ELÜSTÜN
Us
There Isn't a Centre of Love

401
402

GÜLSÜM CENGİZ
Blue Is the Color of the Mediterranean

403

LEVENT ÖZBEK
Life

404

OSMAN BOZKURT
Mute Days
No Need

405
406

ŞENER AKSU
The Color of Life Pure Grief
Color of Silence

406
407

U. K.

409
ANTHONY FISHER
Mango
The New Inn

411
412

DENNIS EVANS
Parallel Universes
Song for a City
Bubbles for Peace

412
413
414

ELIZABETH ADAMS
Night Walk
Memory
Old House

415
416
416

JOAN MICHELSON
Song of Sleep
Commuters
Bosnian Girl
Bosnian Widow

417
417
418
418

LINDA ROSE PARKES
The Gatekeeper
An Intimate Seam
A Night Pee

419
419
420

MAGGIE BUTT
Lipstick

421

401
xix

Fathering
The Patron Saint of Missed Connections
The Patron Saint of Ugly Towns
List
NORTON HODGES
The Final Curtain

423

PAUL TRISTRAM
A Pensioner's Poverty Poem

424

RUTH FAINLIGHT
Insomniac's Moon
Before the Fall
Midland Contemporary

425
425
426

SHANTA ACHARYA
Cupid Complaining To Venus
Not One of the Myths
The Hour Glass
SHARON-ELIZABETH WALKER
You're Always There for Me
The Forest
My Mother's Love!
Gift of Love

U.S.A.

xx

421
422
422
423

427
428
429
430
430
431
431

433

El Calaboz: Fences and Neighbors
Rescuing Strangers from the Dead

441
442

ELISAVIETTA RITCHIE
The Gypsy Is Summoned Before the Commandment
Pablo Picasso: The Tragedy
Additional Advice for a Young Poet

442
443
444

ELIZABETH S. JOHNSON
Bone House
My Mother Never Traveled to India
Measles, Age 8
Indian Camps Prior to 1845

445
446
446
447

ERIC GREINKE
Flood Tide
The Mist
My Father's Job

447
448
449

FRANK RINCK
Ruthie
The Party up The Hill

449
450

GAYL TELLER
Bike Ride
Sight behind Sight

451
453

GLENNA LUSCHEI
Every Bookcase Can Invent
Elephant Butte
Bookcase Blog
Watermelons

454
455
455
456
457
458
459
460
461

ANDREW ROONEY
Colloquy from the Inland Sea

435

BARRY WALLENSTEIN
Euphoria Ripens
Mortality

435
436

BILL WOLAK
It’s Dangerous Not to Love
Love Opens the Hands
Song Without Warning

436
437
437

JAMES RAGAN
A Good Sky
Moving Everest
The River Monongahela
Reflections
Dropping Fuel over China

CHARLES FISHMAN
A Summer Night
Snow is the Poem without Flags

438
440

JENNIFER A. HUDSON
Voices from the Battery
Foreign Tongue

461
462

CHIP DAMERON
Inside A Yak Butter Dream

441

JOSEPH A. SOLDATI
The Dragonfly

462
xxi

Winter Triptych

463

KEVIN PATRICK SULLIVAN
Blue Trees

463

LANCE LEE
The Quaker Graveyard in Nantucket
Old Flame

464
466

LINDA VARSELL SMITH
How Many Children Do You Have?
The Only Ones

467
468

MAI LON GITTELSOHN
Chinese Opera
My Mother on Film
The Writing on the Fan

469
470
470

MARTIN TUCKER
The Mountain before Us
Sarasota Saturday
The Mid-Life Pool

471
472
472

NAOMI SHIHAB NYE
Legacy
Knowing
Tiny Cucumbers
Endure

Shibu
473
473
474
475

Index of Poets

479

Index of Poems

484

Index of First Lines

496

Bio-notes

509

xxii

For
(The fluffy black gossamer, all glossy
floating, wagging its tail in the street
how soon his race was run…)

xxiii

The Second Genesis
Preface
Many years ago, I taught my little daughter one of the Chinese short stories prescribed
in her school course. Unfortunately I fail to recollect the title and the author’s name of that
particular story. However, at the back of my memory wall, there flickers a dusty cobweb and
a dim reminiscence of the story. It was something about a painter who made a landscape and
made it so dexterously that before the emperor who had commissioned it, the painter
himself entered in it and disappeared along with the painting itself.
Something similar happens during poetic composition. If taken metaphorically or
symbolically, the commissioning self, the creator and the creation are oned in a synthetic and
spiritual whole. And then and thereafter the readers are invited to follow the course and
enjoy the bliss. In order to cover and hide, the poet reveals more. The painter in the Chinese
story hides himself not behind the canvas but in the landscape itself and by doing so reveals
and paves the way for the emperor and onlookers as well. Art is to hide art – but it is more to
reveal heart as well. And the little ‘more’ it reveals is just like a revelation – like the one which
Buddha had had under the Bodhi tree – which had come to him through evolution, plus
grace. Grace is bestowed only upon the one who has lived through intense experience and
gained in wisdom. And it was George Santayana who said – “It is wisdom to believe the
heart.”
The heart, biologically a pumping station, has – so I’ve repeatedly been telling my students –
basically nothing to do with what poets and creative writers from Wordsworth in the main
to the recent practitioners of poetry have called – feelings. But then, any intense experience
certainly does tell upon the rise and sinking of blood which ultimately affects our
palpitations. Something similar happens in love and under intoxications as well. And not
far from this is the Sufian experience of Samah which ultimately leads to some revelation/
realisation of the spiritual sort.
Poetry when wedded with spirituality gains in profundity and becomes celebratory.
And celebration is just a performance of the total being. It is in such performance that
balance and imbalance are blurred to the extent of coming into one harmony; all paradoxes
are oned, all juxtapositions co-exist, all existences are non-existent, all non-existences
collectively inhale and exhale unanimously.
The Second Genesis is a collective voice of celebration of creativity and poetry performed
in every nook and corner of the world. It is the playing of an orchestra which has
innumerable instruments and sounds as different from one another as a murmuring musical
silver disc’s is from its original shadow in the dark sky. And yet they are all performances –
performances of beings enthralled and drowsed at the same time by the fumes of creativity.
Most of the poems collected and selected in the present anthology exemplify this celebratory
mode. Moods – which is what poems differently are in Yeatsian terminology – differ
however. But the mode remains the same.
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A few years ago, I wrote a foreword to the Songs of Debacle by Satish Verma – wherein I
referred to the Mahabharata – having the Song Celestial in the midst of the Great War. And
just as the Song Celestial is so aptly a part of the violent combat between the Kauravas and
the Pandvas, in the same way the songs during the debacle of the present civilization are
justified.

But such rhetorics exist only for those inhaling the air of Eehloka. Just beyond and a little
above falls the border land of poetry and creativity where all improbabilities are possible and
all possibilities sound improbable! I once wrote:

Similarly The Second Genesis too, has its justifications – what though, during the process of
inviting contributions from the poets from all over the world I did receive a few responses in
a way objecting to the very title of the proposed anthology. I tried to satisfy their queries but
in one instance I failed totally. One such writer – Hadasaah Haskale – wrote to me: “Thank
you for your invitation to submit poems to the Second Genesis. A puzzling title. I know
about Yeats's poem ‘The Second Coming’ but genesis and creation being what they are,
original and forever present, always happening unsecondable (as I see it) -- what can the title
signify?” To which I had to explain that: “Yes, the title sounds puzzling. But then...it entirely
depends on where you begin and where you end. And a beginning is that which has nothing
before it. But is there anything which has a beginning and nothing before it-- perhaps
neti...neti...neti -- a NOT is placenta-ed to a mothering YES, each nothing is sac-ed in thingness and each never is 80% evered. The Buddhistic Interdependence exists even for a ‘yes’
and ‘no’. A NO presupposes a Yes and a Yes is an appendix to a No. It is Second Genesis,
therefore...”

Yes, the Truth Ultima recedes farther and farther, the more we near it. The truth itself is a
mirage and seems to play hide and seek with the human soul. We walk, we move, we go up
and reach nowhere.

But Hadassah Haskale remained dissatisfied and disappointed till the end – and I in all
admittance and despite my best intent could not succeed in having her poems for the
volume. Her objection to the empirical fact – that a genesis after all is a genesis and cannot
therefore be either a first or second – or the tenth or the hundredth for that matter – seems to
have its own logic. But then, poetry, too, has its own logic and follows its own logistics
unconcerned and beyond the tangible, so-called intelligible matter-of-fact reality. Art is like
reality and yet unlike it – and the very unlikeliness tends to lift it to the level of truth where it
seems to join sublimity and spirituality. Not the one of the kind Moses had had or Prophet
Mohammad had had – but the one Rabia or Lal Deh or Kabir had experienced. Such a
spirituality is just a rung down the one where religious prophets had reached and therefore it
is closer to man as man with limits of imagination and bounds of intelligence. It is here – at
this juncture that it becomes celebratory for celebration occurs not when one has reached
the pinnacle but when one is just about to reach the summit – Yeh Khalish kahan se hoti jo
1
jigar ke paar hota....
Here I recall my reading of John Drinkwater’s introduction to Tagore’s translations of
Kabir’s poems wherein Drinkwater succinctly explains the mystic experiences of the
glorious moment of the union (or communion) of the human soul with the universal being.
He points out that the human soul is keen to have the communion with the universal soul
but does not intend to lose itself and experience a total loss of its identity. Could that be
possible
– to be oned with and yet be one in oneself? Either you have the cake or you eat it!
____________________________________
1. What sweet stinging be there if the arrow had past rent the heart!
xxvi

Nazar Chilman, Tassawwur Perahan, Jaama Daanai
2
Haqeeqat hai haqeeqat se pare – kab iski tai paai

Truth lies in that nowhere sphere. To quote K. D. Khan:
Teri chaah me itne hum door nikle
3
Ke peeche kayi kos Mansoor nikle
And only a poet is consciously or unconsciously aware of and awake to such limitations and
only-to-this-extent attainments. When he is consciously aware of it, his poetry tends to
dwell in and become a craft and when unconscious awareness befalls him – it becomes
celebratory. He becomes a Deewana – and sings:
Ya to deewana hanse ya wo jise tu taufeeq de

4

But taufeeq (Grace) is bestowed only upon the one who truly deserves it and the one who is
the bona fide recipient of this grace is the one who has apparently passed through the ordeals
of gradual loss of the self and yet has not totally lost it. Passing through is as important as
going across. The front foot is fallen into the beyond-land and the rear one has just been
lifted from the Eehloka and still carries the dust thereof under its sole.
It was in one of my articles written during the late Nineties of the last Century on Brecht
that I termed the then times as the Hamlet century of the Christian Era: “To be or not to be –
that is the question…” and the fin de siècle of the last Century seemed to breathe this sort of
the questioning air. The century paused on the crossroads of this or that, between an either
and an or, between an ‘is’ and ‘a would-be’ and silently slipped (amidst the din of cheers
welcoming the new Century though!) into 2001. A noisy night awoke into a calm dawn…
and the serpent of time began to move on its scales. The Hamlet century soon gave way to
the Lear-era – we all are in. Like Lear, it is an epical era and like Lear, again (so said Lamb,
perhaps) cannot be staged or staged properly. Not a violent world, but a volatile one, it seems
to have its own predictable catastrophes and breathes the silence – one before the storm
when Lear under the force of love and truth would be out of wits, go mad and cry…. Oh,
never, never, never, never, never… The realization is maddening and the revelation seems to
culminate in a Learean neti, neti, neti….
____________________________________
2.
3.
4.

Sight – a veil, imagination – a garb and just a drapery – intelligence all
Truth lies beyond and beyond still, past all gauge and scales all.
I’ve come this far, Thee to find
That Mansoor is left miles and miles behind.
Either laugheth the one lost in love or he who hath Thy grace…
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It is a world wherein violence plays counterfeit, culture is dubious, nature all fishy. There is
agony all around and no hope of its transcendence…. The man at Martin Place, in Murray’s
‘An Absolutely Ordinary Rainbow’, weeps, weeps and weeps. His weeping is not only
ignored – for that was what used to be there in the last Century – but taken for granted and
accepted asa run-of-the-mill sort with no potential to go beyond itself. This is Lear Century.
Lear is mad. Dead is Cordelia. And the Fool nowhere to be found. The globe is flattened to
the Heath and the winds howl but are heard like a whimper “… this is the way the world
ends… this is the way…” the literary Tiresias of the gone-by century had foreseen it. In
‘Nineteen Hundred Nineteen’, Yeats, too, had his premonitions when he added just one
more symptom – the birth of a destructive beauty – to the three more – fanaticism, violence
and destruction of traditional art and culture, so well pre-postulated by Aurobindo in 1905,
as indicating the collapse of a civilization. We seem to have reached the verge of a zero culture
where the cyphering of values and time-tested and time-sustained traditions is being taken
for granted and being accepted as a natural course of the completion of a cycle or a circle. But
a circle ends where it begins. The show must go on and on it goes. Beyond the Lear Century,
across the 21st Century lies the island of Prospero and Ariel and Miranda and Ferdinand –
the region of faith, hope and innocence, the land of virtue, and all forgiveness sans
grievances, sans regrets, sans curses. The doleful shades lead to the pastures new….
The Second Genesis is at hand – what though this at-hand-distance looks too wide and too
far-off. The poet’s ken can foresee it and therefore Wole Soyinka writes:
There is a breathless moment when the world
Lies deep in sleep, when nothing stirs,
When the great waves are still, the Trade Winds
Drop, a pause, where all is silent, even
As in earth’s pre-natal dawn…
The anthology may have its archetype in Noah’s Arc – a mythical blueprint for another
genesis or not to go that far, it may resemble Murray’s Common Dish which is all containing
and none-excluding. I personally wish it grows like a literary Kalpa Vriksha fulfilling the
dreams and expectations of one and all. Like the Akshayapatra, ever-lending and never
ending, of Panchali in the Mahabharata, the Anthology, hopefully, will cater to the tastes
and demands of the readers in every clime and of any culture.
The poets included herein do come from lands as different from one another in cultural
ethos as Japan and China on the one hand and Turkey and Bulgaria on the other. Despite our
best intent and best efforts to cover almost each and every country, giving enough space to
the poets from all over the world, we could receive contributions only from creative writers
from nearly sixty countries or so. The fact, that some of the important countries are still left
out, along with the already warm responses of those who could so kindly join us in our
ambitious venture – does give us strength and impetus enough to consider bringing out a
sequel to the present volume in the near future and/or to make The Second Genesis a regular
feature of the ARAWLII, if possible.
xxviii

II
Anthologies are usually brought out with a purpose to canonise literature in the main.
They may also aim at giving a common platform to poets and creative writers to share their
creativity and experiences with the community of readers. Still some of them may focus on
some particular theme and may accordingly contain poems addressing it.
The Second Genesis is different and unique – so the compilers hopefully feel – in the
sense that it does not either claim to have achieved or consciously attempted at realizing, any
of the above ideals, in fact. Here I recall a few of my exchanges of letters with Anatoly whose
poems are included in the present volume. When asked about the specific theme the
selectors/editors wished the poems to address, I had to reply:
Dear Anatoly,
Many thanks for your kind and prompt response.... As the title suggests
the anthology intends to focus on creativity at its best in the form of poetry.
The thematic concern may vary as per the choice and the mood of the
poet. This said, however, i personally feel that any written canonical
document must be as graceful as grace itself….
In a sense, if taken at its face-value on the basis of the above lines, I may easily be blamed of
making a naïve and novice endeavour to think of bringing out the present volume without
any specific aim or objective in mind. Yes, I do confess in all humility and yet obstinate
shamelessness that at this juncture I, in fact, have not had anything particular in mind. But
then, to have nothing in particular does not mean to have nothing at all.
A birth is, in fact, most usually accidental. If it is planned, it is more of a cloning in. And
so has been the idea of and the circumstances in which the present anthology was proposed.
And then –
Main akela hi chala tha janib-e-manzil magar
Log sath aate gaye aur caravan banta gaya….5
And The Second Genesis is just a caravan of literary creativity itself being performed in every
nook and corner of the world. During the course of receiving contributions for the proposed
volume I have had moments which were overwhelming, enthralling and in a few instances
depressing also. Some of the poems did tingle my nerves, went straight into my being and for
hours and days I played the raas with the poetic words and lines e-mailed to me. If I am asked
a common question as to why I selected some particular poem, leaving out some others, well
my common answer may perhaps be that I selected the one because I had rejected the other
one. As said already, as a reader and student of poetry and also as an editor of the present
volume I should not have any clear cut, well-written objective in my mind to look out for
any specific theme in a piece of poetry. Pre-concerns, be they what they are, do mar the
impending
‘surprise’ – the glorious moment one waits and waits forever. And a tickling
____________________________________
5.

Alone did I set out for the destination far off
Others came along and joined in to form a caravan thereof.
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poem is one that comes as a surprise and pierces within. A surprise and a never ending wait
for it have been, in all idiotic humbleness may I say, the only sine qua non behind the
selection and compilation of the present anthology. It is just like the innocent waiting of a
poor child who craves for a candy and waits for a festival to be held in his slum-dwellings, for
months and months and suddenly the appointed day comes and there comes also an e-mail
containing some poetic candy for the poor boy. The compiler, perhaps.
At the outset of the present century, when the world is torn between a fast dying ‘was’
and a mewing ‘is’, and man is being shorn of ‘manness’, when what once used to be
considered evil ways, are accepted as signs of greatness, when we fight not like weasels in a
hole, but like curs on streets for a loaf of some rotten leftover, when insensitivity is the order
of the day and sort of Yugadharma, and merit is butchered at the altar of jealousy and cutthroat competition, when we are the Beckettian ‘lost ones’ moving up and down a glass
cylinder – when – yada , yada hi dharmasaya galanir bhavti bhartah… then the ray of hope in
the corpuscles of The Second Genesis remains an anchoring force and soul-sustaining and sole
saving device. Was it not Matthew Arnold who ever wished poetry to replace religion? And
the time is more conducive and befitting to have his wish come true than ever before. The
growth of science and technology at the cost of humanities – or literature in general and
poetry in particular – has been responsible for the corrupt society we have come to belong to.
The world indeed is too much with us, vitiating the soul and spirit of man – reducing man to
a biological unit and the whole generation a herd of off-springs, one living more by instincts
and less by inner impulse. In the midst of this agony and angst, it needs a poet not only to feel
but to voice the pain and the pangs thereof. He alone can bring us the holy giddings and
point to the rising star and set out on a journey of the Magi.
And The Second Genesis, therefore.
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A.R.A.W.LII. – A Vision
A.R.A.W.LII. (Academy of 'raitƏ* (s) And World Literati) has long been working
to promote literature and creative writing and to strengthen cultural ties between
India and other countries. Our Advisory and Editorial Boards have eminent poets
and writers from all over the world.
We have been regularly and religiously publishing our biannual journal
Prosopisia - the first ever journal from this part of the globe, devoted to poetry and
creative writing. Since its inception, every issue of Prosopisia has been a fascinating
confluence of littérateurs from all over the world, including major voices and
budding poets as well. Through this journal, we have been rigorously working to
realize our aim of interpretation, publication and propagation of creational literature
being written in the various parts of the globe and to help maintain the acceptable
standards of creative writing as prevalent among the contemporary writers of the
world.
Apart from this, A.R.A.W.LII. has to its credit a number of volumes of poetry, plays,
journals, newsletters, critical studies, edited volume of critical essays and
monographs. We have also been consistently organizing Literary Conferences, Book
Launch Events and Poetry readings.
The present volume is a modest attempt at bringing together, on a single
platform, creative writers of around sixty countries. A.R.A.W.LII. proposes to make
this grand celebration of poetry and creativity a regular biennial feature. This beside,
in near future the Academy intends to introduce writer-in-residence fellowships for
creative writers and poets of other countries.
The Academy also proposes to hold ALF (Ajmer Literary Festival), which will
provide a common platform for a literary get together of poets and writers. It is no
coincidence that the name ‘ALF’ echoes the sounds of Arabic ‘Alif ’, Hebrew ‘Aleph’
and Greek ‘Alpha’, all three in turn being derived from the Phoenician
āleph and all of these roughly meaning ‘to begin’ or ‘to be acquainted with’. In the
Hebrew Sēpher Yəsị̂ râh ("Book of Formation" or "Book of Creation") the letter
‘aleph’ is said to be the king over breath, to have formed air in the universe, temperate
in the year, and the chest in the soul. Aleph also begins the three words that make up
God's mystical name in Exodus, I Am who I Am (Ehyeh Asher Ehyeh,) אהיהאשראהיה.
In Jewish mysticism it represents the oneness of God. And in Jorge Luis Borges’ short
story, ‘the Aleph’ is a point in space that contains all other points. Anyone who gazes
into it can see everything in the universe from every angle simultaneously, without
distortion, overlapping or confusion.
In a world where social networking has become almost a religion, the Academy’s
intent to bring together innumerable diverse voices and colours of different cultures
and mushk-e-ghubaar of different lands on a single literary forum is almost a sectarian
zeal with which the sky of the contemporary literarydom is to be scaled and the seas
of common suffering of mankind to be fathomed.
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