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The 1998 Writing Workshop of the American College,
Madurai and Kodaikanal International School was held in
the Swedish compound at Kodaikanal in early August.
The guest writer fbr this workshop was the novelist Shashi
Deshpande.

The editors of this number of Kavithalaya would like to
express their gratitude to Ms. Deshpande for her readings
from her work and for her kind, sensitive and thoughtful
remarks on the writing of the student participants.

The Kavithalaya has been designed and edited by the
English Department of the Kodat ',Tana! International
School with additional assistance from Zai Whitaker and
Rajni George. Barbara Block and her students Gitanjali
Harjani, Dana Mohl, Navin Rajagopalan, Akanksha
Gupta, Shona VanDam, Kim Samuel, Bunu Tulachan,
Anjali Verma and Young-ho Bae assisted with the visuals.
The cover Photograph is by Ben Johnson.
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Alexandre da Costa

The Cove

I saunter along
My eyes straining to the
farthest reaches of the tropical sea.

Many coloured shells,
glinting in the sof t, warm, sunshine.
Blue sea lapping the shore,
palm fronds swaying to the rhythm of the wind.

I break for the water
like a sprinting turtle,
My feet tickled by the smooth sand.

Cool,
dazzlingly clear water refreshes and soothes me.
Splashing water, lulling waves,
white water, crashing above my head.

Paddling through the coursing water,
I see the vibrant, endless color, the tropical rainbow fish,
beds of pearls...
an underwater world on a sparkling dish

The day comes to an end,
a fiery red sun setting in the indigo horizon.
Softly falling asleep on the powdery, white sand,
a cool breeze sweeps over my face,
gently sending me to faraway places and times.
Night has come to the beach.
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Devina Vadera

Expressions

I see your face
A warm reflection of undying spirit so pure
The truth of love and destiny.
I 've spent searching.
I finally find you.
My wings sail through the air
With my spirit high.
I leave those troubled waters behind

and fly...

Walking alone

I unwind
I explore
My hopes and dreams
Deeper
The sky, the trees, the clouds
I face the truth
My inner feelings
My strength
My goals

Neeraj Desai Galina Davis  

Purgatory Paradox

The immortals walk above me,
footsteps resounding in silence.
The mortals tread on the land below me,
on the growing mound of garbage.
I stand on the border between them,
calm and free to choose.

The supernatural enthralls my curiosity,
as I begin to ascend.
At that very moment I am attentioned below,
by a desperate cry for help.
I stand on the border between the two,
calm and free to choose.

My mind goes crazy trying to select
my destination.
One appealing to my human conscience,
the other is fodder to my greed.
I stand on the border,
calm and free.

Until I know for sure,
I will stand here,
calm and free

to choose.

Woman

From her day of entry to the end,
She is a candle
Who melts to lighten others.

People forget to remember
That she has desires and feelings,
And a deep longing heart.

"Can anyone understand me? "she
cries.
She finds no shoulder to lean upon,
Only her pillows taste her sour tears.

She is a sea of complexity,
Loving, hating, giving and taking
A river of love and peace,
And an Angel of Mercy.

No, no more she'll be put down,
None can cage her
Or suck her blood like a leach.

She is a gift of God
Who carries the entire World
In her own way.



Neeraj Desai 

LOST CONTACT

Emotions start to get stronger,
as our outlooks get wronger,
try and get others into a fight,
eventually making them run out of sight.

As we run a losing race,
we try and catch up in haste,
in the process we trip and fall,
instantaneously come to a stall.

We try to segregate amongst our own beings,
we attempt and lose our real seeing,
our conscience appeals to our humanism,
as we drift closer to totalitarianism.

We have been falsely led,
for the real shepherd is dead,
get ourselves together and try and act grown.

"God is dead,
we're on our own."

Galina Davis

My Life

My life will go on,
Unmoved by any worldly additions,
Just like a river strolls its way
With firmness, dignity and confidence.

Troubles may sprout
Without any warning.
Just like natural calamities
That root up fear in mankind.

Every human eye I have met
Has taught me with a smile
To laugh at my worries and pains,
And to enjoy life to the core.



Just An Hour Before The
Explosion
Somasekar's story. translated
From the weekly Ananda 
Viketan" by Velraj P

He was tall and carrying a heavy
bag on his shoulders. He reached
the center of that mall and spilled
out coins deliberately. In the
pretense of picking them up, he
placed it a bomb - in a corner.
No one suspected.

Job over, he came out, pretending
innocence. Cruel joy in his heart:
at least a hundred will be dead ...,
destruction immeasurable. The
country will be shaken.

While he walked on a narrow path
outside, a tender hand pulled him
aside. He turned to look who it
was. A ten year old boy.

"Uncle... Uncle ... you keep
walking looking nowhere. Look
in the front. A manhole without a
lid. Please go carefully".

His mind cleared, "This kid helps me not even knowing me. But I set up a lot of innocent
people just because somebody told me to. I would have been damned".

The thought hit him hard. He looked at his watch. Still an hour to go before the bomb
explodes. He thought again for a while, and walked to a telephone booth. With a
decision to inform, he dialled the police.
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MAMMA

Rashi Mittal 

ALWAYS STAY LOW

I will not be up here anymore someday,
On my own path, and on my own way.

I will need someone'there beside me -
Someone who really cares.

I'm not going to get that someone -
If I'm up here in the air.

That 's why I say, always stay low.
You never know when God, will steal the whole show.

A silent understanding between us,
Need for a hug once in a while,
For more time together,
Thoughts that make me smile.

A securance that someone is always there,
Memories of the good times passing,
A smile within myself
A wish to again do everything.

One day I will go away,
With a tear in my eye,
Saying fare-well,
But never good-bye.

LIFE

Thank you, life, for all the depression,
Even for all those sorrows.
Thank you, life, for all the happiness,
Even those joys, that I could just
borrow.

You've taught me so many things,
and I want to learn much more.
Wonder that future holds for me,
Can't wait to open that door.

You're just slipping off my hands,
Every moment, day by day.
Want to live each second as a lifetime,
But that second just won't stay.

Every twist and turn in you,
Has its own sweet taste.
Life you're so beautiful,
Sorry I realized so late.



By Vairamuthu 
Translated from Tamil
by J M Indhumathy

Go Ahead

It's your stage!
Your tongue!
Speak whatever you want!

It 's your pen!
Your press!
Write whatever you want!

It 's your instrument!
Your concert!
Play whatever you want!

It's your brush!
Your paint!
Colour whatever you want!

But ...
remember ...
tomorrow ...
Time's judgement
will unearth
Your dead bodies from the grave
and put them out to hang!
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Thirst2,-
1 Oh! Gardener!

You cut my branches
Which stretched their heads
Outside your fence.
But ...
What can you do
With my roots
Which slide under your

0 0.

Friendship

My friend
brings me out from
innocence to awareness ...
But
I don't know
Why people oppose
Our friendship.
Is
friendship between
a man and a woman
Impossible?

J. M. Indhumathy

Anger

The beast within me
Emerged
Often in a sudden rage
for silly reasons.
I suffered.
Tried to control.
At last ...
My pencil reflected.
Yes, it's a surprise!
The animal in me
Got channelised into
a fine art!



The Joke
By Rayinaran Solomon

Yesterday we went to the beach.- me, mummy and Vimala aunty.
Vimala aunty lives next to our house. She is mummy's best friend.When

my daddy and Raghu uncle, Vimala aunty 's husband, go out of town,
we three go to the beach.
Whe we were walking on the beacn mummy was telling a lot ofjokes

to Vimala aunty. Vimala aunty also laughed at all the jokes. Mummy is
very good at telling jokes. Whenever she tells one, Vimala aunty laughs
a lot. Some jokes are not funny at all. I don't understand some of them.
Whenever I don't understand they both look at me and laught even
more.
One day I tried to tell them a joke. They looked at me in a silly way and

gigggled. It was because they did not understand my joke.
When we werer walking on the beach we saw a lot of people standing

together near the water. Mummy and Vimala aunty went to see what
was happening. I ran fast to be with them but thepeopie would not let me
see.

I heard an old man speak, "They are dead. Somebody call the police."
I kneeled down on the sand and looked tnrough the legs of the crowd. I saw a man and woman lying

down hugging each other. They were totally wet and they were covered with sand, Tthere was sand on
their faces, on tneir eyes... arid their noses were filled with sand. Theirr faces looked so funny with their
noses full of sand. I giggled. A man in the crowd heard me and gave me such a sacry stare.
Vimala aunty and mummy saw me watching the man and woman lying down. So they cam to me and

pulled me away from the crowd.
We went away to another side of the beach. Mummy and Vimala aunty kept quiet for a long time. I

started to play in the sand. I built a very big mountain, then I began digging a hole in the mountain.
Mummy said to aunty suddenly, "Must be suicide."
I asked her, "What is suicide?"
Mummyu said, "Shut up arid play."
When mummy gets angry she always tells me to shut up. Whenever she gets angry I become quiet.

Otherwise she gets even more angry.
Vimala aunty said, "Why do people do it? It is stupid."
I finishded making the hole and bent down to look through it. I could see mummy's hands scratching her

leg on the other side of the hole.
Mummy said, "Dont't bend down like that. you will get sand on your face."
So 1 got up ad began to fill the hole with sand. Mummy and Vimala aunty were keeping quiet. Mummyu
took a sea shell and threw it into the water. Vimala aunty threw one also.
Vimala aunty after some tune said, "Poor things, hugging even in death."
Mummy said, Hmrnrn. At least it is good for the country's population."

I don't know what she meant. But aunty giggled. My rnurnrrry smiled.
Aunty said, "Did you see how they were hugging?"
Mummy said, "Yes. Stuck together like Velcro."
Vimala aunty laughed at this and went on laughing loudly. Mummy smiled at the way she was laughing.

IVIunuily was riot angry now. I was slowly filling the hole with sand. Vimala aunty was still laughing.
I finished filling the tunnel with sand. I wanted to tell a joke to mummy now.
I said, "Look mummy, I filled the hole with sand. It looks just like those people's noses!" And then I

laughed. Viniala aunty stopped laughihg. And mummy stopped smiling.
Like always, they did not understand my joke.



ACA BEA
Continued from Previous page
as I wait for something to happen. I have at the end of my line a rather crude structure
which could pass off for something out of a Spielberg film. This lure I am using was made
at home. I started with the top of an empty Gems can ( the kind shaped like a rocket), and
strung it through a steel wire. I tied a large no. 3 hook to the end and added a few rubber
bands behind it to give some semblance of a creature that a big fish might think about
eating. The crew of the Aca Bea seemed to find it hilarious as I struggled to get this
monstrosity of a lure into the water. I grimly ignored their mirth and tried to concentrate on
the task at hand.

I was trying to catch a few Dolphin fish as a good sized "dolphin " can put up a
good fight and they make excellent eating. Other fish were too easy to catch and too hard
to eat. I was seated comfortably in my deck chair on the deck of the boat with the rod in
my lap and a can of beer in one hand. The beer was purely for image. I would occasionally
take a tiny sip and spit it out in disgust. I did however think, "Who would ever see me way
out here , and who would care if they did?" I was too lazy to get up and throw away the
can. So I just sat there with as much poise as I could possibly muster.

As I sat there struggling with the urge to throw away the beer, a fish had taken my
lure. I realized what was happening and I loosened the drag so the fish could take out some
line. The line flew off the spool and I fought grimly for control. I tried to slow down the
line with my hand but gave that up quickly after I almost burned my hand off. I didn't
tighten the drag for fear of breaking the monofilament 201b test line. I thought about the
spool of 501b test in the kit and wished I had that on instead. "Too late," I thought to
myself. The crew was blissfully unaware of my ordeal and crouched nonchalantly on the
deck smoking beedis and chatting. I quickly returned my thoughts to the fish as it began
slowing down and leaving some line slack. The danger of having slack line is that the fish
could get some room and shake the hook off, so it's best to keep the fish under as much
tension as possible. The fish began coming in. I reeled in the slack. Pretty soon it came
straight up, probably to look at the moron causing it so much inconvenience.

After a while I saw a silvery-orange flash which made my heart flip over my lungs:
a "Dolphin". I tried to reel it in a little more, testing it. Big mistake: it took off with a
cyclonic splash utilizing all its remaining energy. Within a minute it had taken out most of
my 250 yards of line. I screamed at the captain, (I sometimes think he resents me screaming
when the cabin is two feet away), an old weathered Karen seaman called Pau, to reverse
the engines so I could keep up with the fish. I guess what happened next was the single
biggest anti-climax in my life. The line must have hit some sharp coral and it broke. I saw
the fish leaping out of the water, looking strange with my empty packet of gems in his
mouth, the bright red rubber bands almost taunting me in my moment of tragic loss. I got
over the disappointment pretty fast, as the crew gathered around me laughing like they
were going to die tomorrow ( they seemed to materialize at my every mistake to mock my
bumbling attempts). I soon joined their infectious laughter, throwing my grievance to the
winds ( which were blowing pretty hard now). Dinner was taken care of by one of the
Karen boatmen who caught a large barracuda on a piece of yellow cloth on a hook... and he
didn't have a beer...



Rashi Mittal

TWENTY YEARS FROM NOW

Twenty years from now when I look back....
All those laughs
All those tears
All those dreams
All those fears

All the friends I lost
All the friends I made
All the deaths I faced
All the guilt I weighed
	  will probably make me smile.

I'd think I'm such a fool,
to do such things.
So immature,
To cry .* such sufferings,

I'd think I was blinded,
To fall for such a guy,
And for the guy I really liked,
Why was I so shy?

But that's twenty years from now - not today.
'cause I'm still an immature girl - just like yesterday.

THE DAUGHTER I AM TODA Y

My mother did everything so secretly,
She didn't want me to even notice,
And so somehow, I don't know how,
She made me the daughter I enjoy to be.

Every time I'd dim out, she'd lighten inc up again,
She was the oil that kept me going.
Though this oil will be no more one day,
It's given me enough light to carry on my way.

Together both of us wrote a novel.
She was the pen, I was the words.
She didn't tell me when she backed out,
But some pen out there still worked.
She's made me so different and unique,
She made me so simple yet tough,
How much ever I thank my mother,
I know it'll never be enough.
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