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HAPPY TO SHARE

SPARROW is NOW
OPEN for
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SPARROW WALK and
INTERNSHIP.

SPARROW is happy to announce that the digitised catalogue
of its Library is available online on our website
www.sparrowonline.org

You can go to our website and click on LIBRARY to view
and search the SPARROW Catalogue.
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Happy Reading!

Happy New year! Bringing out SNL on time has become a difficult task because from an 8-page
newsletter our SNL has now become more like a journal. When we brought out SNL 41 which
was also like a journal, we thought that in future we would bring it out with lesser number of
pages and make it the regular quarterly it was planned to be. But this SNL too has taken the
shape of a journal. Our apologies for this SNL coming out a year late. The reasons are basically
that a lot of catching up had to be done with projects that had got postponed due to COVID
and before we knew a year had passed. Hope the content of this SNL would be worth a year’s
wait. We promise the next one will be on time. And hopefully it will be out in April.

Beginning with this SNL, we have decided that in the main section we would use as a regular
feature, articles from the column “Different Registers” that C S Lakshmi used to write for The
Hindu, some of which are still relevant. We have an interesting report on a science conference
that Dr Shubashree Desikan attended. Nishi Pulugurtha is an academic and a writer based in
Kolkata. Her thought-provoking conversation with Jhilam Chattaraj is reprinted in this newsletter.
Same-sex marriage has become a matter of big debate. This SNL has an article from Kabhar
Lahariya and an important interview with Ruth Vanita by Ketaki Desai reprinted, on this subject.
We have also included poems by Sunayna Pal, Iamon M Syiem and Geetha Ravichandran along
with a very interesting story of a woman forgetting her name, by Telugu writer P Satyavathi.

For the Book Reviews section, with this SNL, we have started as a regular feature,  Autobiographies
and Biographies as a theme, where old and new biographies, autobiographies and memoirs
from several languages would be written about. The book review section in this SNL, includes
reviews of a wide range of books which we hope you would enjoy reading.

The Homages section is normally a section we work on with diligence, care, love, respect and
pain. When we write some homages, we realise what we have missed archiving and some other
homages bring back memories of a person we have spoken to, laughing and joking, just
recently. There is also the pain when death happen in ways it should not. The women we have
paid tributes to are all women who are part of women’s history. There may be women whose
passing away we may have inadvertently missed. Tributes will be written for them in our
forthcoming Newsletter SNL 43.

We have used one of the paintings of Hina Bhatt painted in 2010, which is part of SPARROW
Collection, for our cover. It depicts what seems to be a pensive woman but there are those
green leaves that run across her face symbolising hope and life that goes on despite
everything. We hope 2024 would be filled with more of those green leaves of hope and cheer
for everyone in India and the world.
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—C S Lakshmi
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This article is one of the articles published for the column " Different
Registers" that  C S Lakshmi used to write for The Hindu. It was
published on 4 June 2003. Some of the articles from the column  will be
republished in  the forthcoming SPARROW Newsletters.
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—Dr. Shubashree Desikan
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MEETING FRIENDS

IASC-SNEHA

IASC-SUCHANA


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—Nishi Pulugurtha in Conversation with Jhilam Chattaraj
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
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—Ruth Vanita in Conversation with Ketaki Desai
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

Solvanam -Tamil Arts and Literature has  republished
some of the SPARROW booklets translation from
Tamil volumes published in July 2001 in Solvanam
YouTube channel.

https://m.youtube.com/channel/UCEk2q9JZIE7Y6ACZGy87ieQ
Voice, Video: Saraswathi Thiagarajan

Solvanam - Tamil  Arts and Literature

From The Land Of A
Thousand Hills: Portraits Of
Three Kodagu Women
By Dr Veena Poonacha

SPARROW
PUBLICATION
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Born and raised in Mumbai, India, Sunayna Pal moved
to the US after her marriage. A double Post-graduate
from XLRI and Annamalai University, she worked in the
corporate world for five odd years before opting out to
embark on her heart’s pursuits—decided to raise funds
for NGOs by selling quilled art and became a certified
handwriting analyst. Now, a new mother, she devotes
all her free time to writing and heartfulness.  Dozens of
her articles and poems have been published and she is a
proud contributor of many international anthologies,
including The Hindu, Subterranean Blue Poetry, Poetry
nation. She is part of an anthology that is about to break
the Guinness world of records. See sunaynapal.com

POEMS
FROM

refugees
IN THEIR

OWN
COUNTRY

Sindh mein aisa hota tha
became a statement of pain

and then cohesion

*tha: That’s how it was in Sindh

Sindh mein aisa hota tha

All   SPARRPOW  Newsletters   are available
online. You can download from
www. http://www.sparrowonline.org/
newsletters.htm

Karachi
For Ram Chacha

He told me,
he wants to go there.
I told him,
I want to go there too.

He told me,
about the big kothi
I told him,
I want to see it, really.
He told me,
He would never forget the trees.
I told him,
I wish I could see it sooner.

He told me,
About the sand and the hills
I told him,
I was glad he knew the landmarks.

*Ram Chacha: Father’s brother.

* Kothi: Mansion


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incomplete

Along with bedtime stories my grandma told me
she shared memories of living and leaving

the only home she ever knew.

While feeding me the bitter sai bhaji
she told me to eat well to be healthy

for one never knows life.

She shared memories
that only left her eyes

 but never crossed her obedient tongue.

With rice and bhaji in her hand
her mind on the pain of Partition

 which I never understood.

*bhaji: a Sindhi dish made with lentils and a range of greens and vegetables

Favourite pastime of young kids
became a way for all

to save their lives.

Hide and Seek


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Don’t edit the
INDIAN anthem

We can no longer live
on the soil we were born

or drink the sweet water
that nourished us

because of a line
that divided INDIA.

Let the name
remain in the anthem

for we have come
leaving our footprints
in the sands of time.

Identities

I’ve had many

Daughter
Student
Teacher
Wife
Mother

Never did I realize,
I am also a granddaughter
                     of a refugee.

19




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IN SEARCH

She had been thirsting
for centuries
this was one more cistern
She knew would not satisfy her
for when she’d slaked
one generation of thirst
the cisterns always dry up
This water spilled
wasted
on dry ground
she had no vessel to store it all
soon
everything will dry up as before
not enough for more
she’s made it into a common well

Inside the walls, they look at her
how dare she ask for more
how dare she venture all alone
the unmarked desert land
she looked at them
asked herself in tears
how could they
be satisfied with water
from the same wells?
so like a woman tormented
by her need
she became an alien to all
but herself
maybe even to herself.

Iamon M Syiem lives in Shillong, Meghalaya. She
has been scribbling words since her childhood,
has published a number of poems including a
couple in a Sahitya Akademi journal. She has also
contributed a number of articles on social issues
which have been published in edited books. She
is actively involved in social work with a number
of social organisations. She is also an Associate
Professor and  former  Head of Sociology
Department in St. Edmund’s College, Shillong.

POEMS FROM
OF  SPRIT AND CLAY

20
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SEED WITHIN SEED

My grandmother lay in bed
ninety odd summers
waiting for another sun to rise
just waiting
body weakened by time and sickness
paps dry
the memory of seven children
in her womb
she is spent, eyes almost shut
grey and dim with cataract
but she listens for familiar voices
she listens with her heart
for the cries of her children
children’s children
her grandchildren
three now
heavy with seed
did she ever dream
the future will meet her this way
in the great grandchildren
resting on her frail wrinkled arms?
Is that smile the enjoyment of the present
or is that a secret smile
she can still see her seed, nestled in the womb
of these seeds in her hands?
she can sleep happy now
because she has loved
and she is loved
that she lives
even as she dies.
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Geetha Ravichandran is a bureaucrat originally
from Chennai. Whils she has been writing
consistently for several years, she has only
published intermittently. The pandemic revived
her interest in poetry. This collection of poems is
her first book.

POEMS FROM
Arjavam

As the pot was struck
and the ashes strewn,
the waves frolicked
and the frothing ocean welcomed
the end of another earth-born,
bone-weary being.
The sun shone
unconcerned, and the burning sand
scalded our bare soles.
The horizon rolled away, sunk
into the blue beyond.

It wrenched the heart to say goodbye,
but it seemed that morning,
mourning was banished on the beach.
As waves lapped our feet
and the wind blew our faces dry
right there besides us,
fluttering on fragile wings,
was a startling, golden butterfly.

Father’s Funeral

Grandmother

Towards the end,
 she was forlorn
like a weathered canvas,
delicate lines fading,
face propped up
against a musty wall
blurring, times out.

All space had been erased,
elasticity, corded.
The tank where she would
bathe,
stands colonised by
hyacinth.


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—P Satyavathi
Have you noticed how your father calls your mother?
Does he use her name or not? How do the neighbours
address her? Does anyone address her by name? What
about your grandmother? In this story, P. Sathyavathi
describes how a woman forgets her own name since no
one addresses her by name. How does a woman gain her
identity by name, by marriage, by motherhood, by
education, by profession or by anything else? Read the
story keeping these questions in mind.

 young woman, before being a housewife. A
woman, educated and cultured, and intelligent,
and capable, quick-witted, with a sense of

humour and elegance. 
Falling for her beauty and intelligence, as also the

dowry which her father offered, a young man tied the
three sacred knots around her neck, made her the
housewife to a household and said to her, ‘Look,
ammadu, this is your home.’ Then the housewife
immediately pulled the end of her sari and tucked it in
at the waist and swabbed the entire house and
decorated the floor with muggulu designs. The young
man promptly praised her work. ‘You are dexterous
at swabbing the floor—even more dexterous in
drawing the muggulu. Sabash, keep it up.’ He said it in
English, giving her a pat on the shoulder in
appreciation. Overjoyed, the housewife began living
with swabbing as the chief mission in her life. She
scrubbed the house spotlessly clean at all times and
beautifully decorated it with multi-coloured designs.
That’s how her life went on, with a sumptuous and
ceaseless supply of swabbing cloths and muggu
baskets.

But one day while scrubbing the floor, the housewife
suddenly asked herself, ‘What is my name?’ The query

shook her up. Leaving the mopping cloth and the
muggu basket there itself, she stood near the window
scratching her head, lost in thoughts. ‘What is my name
—what is my name?’ The house across the road
carried a name-board, Mrs M Suhasini, M.A., Ph.D.,
Principal, ‘X’ College. Yes, she too had a name as her
neighbour did—‘How could I forget like that? In my
scrubbing zeal I have forgotten my name—what shall
I do now?’ The housewife was perturbed. Her mind
became totally restless. Somehow she finished her
daubing for the day. 

Meanwhile, the maidservant arrived. Hoping at least
she would remember, the housewife asked her, ‘Look,
ammayi, do you know my name?’

‘What is it, amma?’ said the girl. ‘What do we have
to do with names of mistresses? You are only a
mistress to us—the mistress of such and such a white-
storeyed house, ground floor means you.’ ‘

‘Yes, true, of course, how can you know, poor thing?’
thought the housewife. 

The children came home from school for lunch in
the afternoon. ‘At least the children might remember
my name’—the housewife hoped.

‘Look here, children, do you know my name?’ she
asked. 

They were taken aback.
‘You are amma—your name is only amma—ever

since we were born we have known only this, the
letters that come are only in father’s name—because
everyone calls him by his name we know his name—
you never told us your name—you don’t even get
letters addressed to your name,’ the children said
plainly. ‘Yes, who will write letters to me? Father and
mother are there but they only make phone calls once

23
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in a month or two. Even my sisters are immersed with
swabbing their houses. Even if they met me in some
marriage or kumkum ceremony, they chatted away
their time talking about new muggulu or new dishes
to cook, but no letters!’ The housewife was
disappointed and grew more restless—the urge to
know her own name somehow or the other grew
stronger in her.

Now a neighbour came to invite her to a kumkum
ceremony. The housewife asked her neighbour hoping
she at least would remember her name. Giggling, the
lady said, ‘Somehow or other I haven’t asked your
name nor have you told me. Right-hand side, white
storeyed house or there she is, that pharmaceutical
company manager’s wife, if not that, that fair and tall
lady, that’s how we refer to you, that’s all.’ That’s all
that the other housewife could say. 

It’s no use. What can even my children’s friends say
—they know me only as Kamala’s mother or some
aunty, now my respected husband is the only hope—
if anyone remembers it, it is only he.

During the night meal, she asked him, ‘Look here, I
have forgotten my name—if you remember it, will you
please tell me?’ 

The respected husband burst out laughing and said,
‘What is it, dear, never has it happened before, you
are talking about your name today. Ever since we were
married I have got used to calling you only as yemoi.
You too never told me not to address you that way
because you have a name of your own—what’s
happened now—Everyone calls you Mrs. Murthy, don’t
they?’’

Not Mrs. Murthy, I want my own name—what shall
I do now?’ she said in anguish 

‘What’s there, you choose a new name, some name
or other,’ the husband advised. 

Very nice—your name is Satyanarayana Murthy;
will you keep quiet if I ask you to change your name
to Siva Rao or Sundara Rao? I want only my name,’
she said. 

‘It’s all right, you are an educated woman—your
name must be on the certificates—don’t  you have that
much commonsense—go and find out,’ he advised her.

The housewife searched frantically for her
certificates in the almirah—pattu saris, chiffon saris,

handloom saris, voile saris, matching blouses,
petticoats, bangles, beads, pearls, pins, kumkum
barinas, silver plates, silver containers to keep
sandalwood paste, ornaments—all things arranged in
an orderly fashion. Nowhere could she find her
certificates. Yes—after marriage she had never
bothered to carry those certificates here. 

‘Yes—I haven’t brought them here—I shall go to
my place, search for my certificates and enquire about
my name, and return in a couple of days.’ She asked
for her husband’s permission. ‘Very nice! Must you
go just for your name or what? If you go who will
scrub the house these two days?’ said her lord. Yes,
that was true—because she scrubbed better than the
others, she had not allowed anyone else to do that job
all these days. Everyone was busy with their own
respective duties. He had his office—poor things, the
children had their studies to take care of. Why should
they bother about this chore, and she had been doing
it all along—they just didn’t know how to do it, of
course.

But still, how to live without knowing one’s name?
It was all right all these days since the question had
not occurred to her; now it was really hard to live
without a name. 

‘Just for two days you manage somehow or other
—until and unless I go and get my name I shall find it
difficult to live,’ she pleaded with her husband and
managed to get out of the house.

‘Why, dear daughter, have you come so suddenly?
Are your children and husband all right? Why have
you come alone?’

Behind affectionate enquiries of the father and the
mother there was a strain of suspicion. Recollecting
immediately the purpose of her visit, the housewife
asked her mother most pitifully, ‘Amma, tell me, what
is my name?’ 

‘What is it amma, you are our elder daughter. We
gave you education up to B.A. and got you married
with fifty thousand rupees as dowry. We took care of
your two deliveries—each time we alone bore the
expenses of the maternity home. You have two children
—your husband has a good job—a very nice person,
too—your children are well-mannered.’

‘It’s not my history, amma—it’s my name I want. At
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least tell me where my certificates are.’
‘I don’t know, child. Recently we cleaned out the

almirah of old papers and files and arranged some
glassware in their place. Some important files we kept
in the attic—we shall search for them tomorrow. Now
what is the hurry, don’t worry about them—take a
good bath and have your meal, child,’ said the
housewife’s mother. 

The housewife took a good bath and ate her meal,
but she could not sleep. While scrubbing the house,
humming happily, joyously, and making muggulu, she
had never thought that she would have to face so
many difficulties like this by forgetting her own name.

Dawn broke, but the search for the certificates
among the files in the attic had not ended. 

Now the wife asked everyone she met—she asked
the trees—the anthills—the pond—the school where
she had studied—the college. After all the shouting
and the wailing, she met a friend—and succeeded in
recovering her name. 

That friend was also like her—married, and a
housewife like her, but she had not made swabbing
the sole purpose of her life; scrubbing was only part
of her life; she remembered her name and the names
of her friends. This particular friend recognised our
housewife.

‘Sarada! My dear Sarada!’ she shouted and
embraced her. The housewife felt like a person—
totally parched and dried up, about to die of thirst—
getting a drink of cool water from the new earthen
kooja,  poured into her mouth with a spoon and given
thus a new life. The friend did indeed give her a new
life—‘You are Sarada. You came first in our school in
the tenth class. You came first in the music competition
conducted by the college. You used to paint good
pictures too. We were ten friends altogether—I meet
all of them some time or other. We write letters to
each other. Only you have gone out of our reach! Tell
me why are you living incognito?’ her friend
confronted her.

‘Yes, Pramila—what you say is true. Of course I’m
Sarada—until you said it I could not remember it—all
the shelves of my mind were taken up with only one
thing—how well I can scrub the floors. I remembered
nothing else. Had I not met with you I would have gone
mad,’ said the housewife named Sarada.

Sarada returned home, climbed the attic and fished

out her certificates, the pictures she had drawn—old
albums, everything she succeeded in getting out. She
also searched further and managed to find the prizes
she had received in school and college.

Overjoyed, she returned home. 
‘You have not been here—look at the state of the

house—it’s like a choultry. Oh what a relief you are
here, now it is like a festival for us,’ said Sarada’s
husband.

‘Just scrubbing the floor does not make a festival!
By the way, from now onwards don’t call me yemoi
geemoi. My name is Sarada—call me Sarada,
understood? 

Having said that she went inside, humming, joyously. 
Sarada who had always cared so much for

discipline, keeping an eye on every corner, checking
if there was dust, making sure things were properly
arranged each in its correct and respective order, now
sat on the sofa which had not been dusted for the last
two days. She sat there showing the children an album
of her paintings that she had brought for them.

—Translated by Vadrewu Vijayalaxmi and Ranga
Rao Published in NRK Academy page, March 24, 2020.

P Satyavathi is considered one of the eminent writers of Telugu.
She has published four anthologies of short stories, five novels
and a collection of essays. She has won a number of prestigious
awards including the Kendriya Sahitya Akademi award in 2020
for translating A Revathi’s autobiography The Truth About Me: A
Hijra Life Story. “What Is My Name” was originally published as
“Illalakagaane Pandagouna” in Telugu in 1990 and has been
translated into almost all the south Indian languages and Hindi.
P Sathyavathi became well known with her prize-winning story
“Glasu Pagilindi” (The Glass Got Broken) in 1977. Illalakagaane
(Quest for Identity), a volume of stories, won her the Chaso award
and established her as a leading feminist writer in Telugu. Later,
she received the Rangavalli award and Telugu University award,
among many other prestigious awards. With four novels, five
anthologies of short stories and a volume of essays to her credit,
she ran a regular column on the early women writers in Bhumika.
She has translated into Telugu, to much acclaim, Karen
Armstrong’s Muhammad: A Biography of the Prophet, Ismat
Chugtai’s stories, A. Revathi’s The Truth about Me: A Hijra Life
Story and Y.B. Satyanarayana’s My Father Baliah; and is now
translating Paula Richman’s Many Ramayanas into Telugu. She
has co-edited along with C L L Jayaprada, and V Pratima an
anthology of contemporary Telugu women writers’ stories
translated into English published by the Sahitya Akademi in 2019.
She is particularly proud of the Kuvempu National Award
bestowed on her in 2021.



25



SNL 42
2022-202326

The genre chosen for this year’s SPARROW-R
THYAGARAJAN Literary Award 2022 was poetry.  The
SPARROW Literary Awards are normally given to a
woman and a man writing in Tamil and either a woman
or a man for the non-Tamil language category. The
SPARROW panel of judges this year were D I
Aravindan, T Parameswari and Ambai for Tamil and
our consultant as always, was poet and writer,
Sukumaran. This year SPARROW decided to choose
two languages in the other language category. The
languages chosen were Khasi and Bodo. The final
award decisions were taken by D I Aravindan,
T Parameswari and Ambai on the panel of judges.

The awardees this year are Tamil poets Pon Mugali
and V N Surya. In the other language category,
SPARROW literary award this year will be given to
Khasi poet Kynpham Sing Nongkynrih and Bodo poet
Anju Basumatary.

All the writers have honoured SPARROW and the
panel of judges by accepting the awards.

The award citation for PON MUGALI:

Pon Mugali is a contemporary continuation of
the voices of poetry of the new millennium. Her
poems paint life with sensitivity and remove the
perfidious veils covering women’s existence. In
appreciation and recognition of her poems which
eradicate the burden of tradition and imagined
sanctities with sharpness and intensity couched in
simple words, SPARROW has great pleasure in
conferring on Pon Mugali the SPARROW Literary
Award 2022.

The award citation for V N SURYA:

V N Surya’s poems illustrate the rare moments
contained in nature and human efforts founded on
nature. His poetry is unique in revealing the
unexpressed world lying beneath what is expressed
in the poem through the weight of simple lines. In
appreciation and recognition of his poems that hold
both compassion of the intellect and the insight

gained from sensitivity, SPARROW has great
pleasure in conferring on V N Surya the SPARROW
Literary Award 2022.

The award citation for KYNPHAM SING
NONGKYNRIH:

Kynpham Sing Nongkynrih is one of the most
important contemporary poets of India. He writes
in Khasi and English. His Khasi poems explore the
agony and ecstasy of the Khasi identity, of things
and people who have become obsolete, and
abandoned ancient rocks which still mean home.
His poems are based on the experiences of his land
and its people but embrace the whole world in the
moods and emotions they evoke. His language is
acerbic, exuberant and lyrical. In appreciation and
recognition of his creative vision in his Khasi poems
that capture moments of life and transform them
into extraordinary stories, SPARROW has great
pleasure in conferring on Kynpham Sing
Nongkynrih the SPARROW Literary Award 2022.

The award citation for ANJU:

Anju Basumatary, whose pen name is Anju, is
among the writers who have contributed to raise
to great heights the Bodo language whose written
literature is barely 90 years old. Anju’s poems have
been extolled as the finest the Bodo language can
boast of. She is considered the most gifted modernist
Bodo poet. Anju’s poems use unusual imagery and
symbols. Her poems can see the moon in a noose
and can link a snake bite with Behula’s story from
the epics.

She keeps a tight rein on her words and creates
graphic images of everyday life with a minimum of
words. In appreciation and recognition of her
outstanding poetry and her contribution to Bodo
literature, SPARROW has great pleasure in
conferring on Anju the SPARROW Literary Award
2022.
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Anju is the pen name of Anjalee Basumatary who was born on 15 July 1963, at Tengpara in Kokrajhar, the
headquarters of Bodoland Territorial Council in Assam. She writes poetry in Bodo language. Her other genres
of writing are short stories, essays and literary criticism. She has six collections of poems and one collection
of prose. Her  poetr y col lect ions in Bodo include, Nwngni Jiu: Angni Bibungthi  (Your Life: My Opinion)
(Kokrajhar, Dayaram Narzary,  November, 1982); Phasini Doulengao Okhafwr  (The Moon In A Noose)
(Kokrajhar, Benudhar Basumatary, October, 1995); Gwrbwni Radab (The Message of Heart) (Benudhar
Basumatary, Kokrajhar, November, 2002); Gwrbwni Khonthaini (Of Heart Of Poetry) (Kokrajhar, Benudhar
Basumatary,  February 2005); Ang Mabwrwi Dong Daswng (Ask Me Not How I Am) (Kokrajhar, Benudhar
Basumatary, January, 2014) and Nwng Nwng Nwng… Jwng (You You You … We) (Barama, Thunlai Publication,
April, 2022). The first book brought out in 1982, was the first book in Bodo language published by a Bodo
woman writer in creative writing. It was brought out by Anju’s father Dayaram Narzary when she was 19
years old and still in college. From 1995 to 2014 Anju’s books were brought out by her husband Benudhar
Basumatary. Some of her poems have been translated into English, Hindi, Assamese, Bengali and Telugu and
have been published in various journals, magazine and anthologies. She has edited many souvenirs and
magazines and has also edited a poetry anthology of Bodo poets of modern period of Bodo literature, titled
Khonthaini Ikebana (The Ikebana of Poetry).

Anju Basumatary has received several awards for her works. Her awards include Rangsar Award for
poetry collection Phasini Doulengao Okhafwr (The Moon in A Noose), the highest award of Bodo Sahitya
Sabha, the foremost literary organisation of the Bodos, in 2002; Sahitya Akademi Award of Govt of India in
2016 for poetry collection titled Ang Mabwrwi Dong Daswng (Ask Me Not How I Am), in 2016 and Pramod
Chandra Literary Award of Bodoland Territorial Council for literary contributions, in 2017. She teaches
Physics at Kokrajhar Govt College in Kokrajhar in Assam. She is currently the president of Bodo Women
Writers’ Association. 

Pon Mugali was born on 18 November 1983, and has two poetry collections to her credit. Thazamboo
(Screw Pine) (Chennai, Thamizhini, 2019) and Oruthi Kavithaigalukkum Iravugalukkum Thirumbumbothu
(When A Women Returns to Poems and Nights) (Nagercoil, Kalachuvadu, 2021). Her first book received the
Kavingnar Thakkai Ve. Babu Memorial Award. Pon Mugali is the pseudonym of Deepa. She lives in Chennai.

PON MUGALI

ANJU
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V N Surya belongs to Parakkai near Nagercoil where he was born on 3 October, 1996, and has published
two poetry collections so far. Karappaaniyam (Cockroachism) (Chennai, Salt Publishers, 2020) and Andhiyil
Thigazhvathu (Abiding in Twilight) (Nagercoil, Kalachuvadu, 2022). His first book received the Kavingnar
Thakkai Ve. Babu Memorial Award. He has a graduate degree in Mechanical Engineering. He is currently
doing an online graduation course in Tamil and lives in Nagercoil.

Born on 4 April, 1964 in Sohra (Cherrapunjee), Meghalaya, Kynpham Sing Nongkynrih is a poet, writer,
and translator. He belongs to the Khasi tribe and writes in both Khasi and English. Nongkynrih is among
the first Khasi writers to be published by Penguin, HarperCollins and Oxford University Press. He has a
total of ten books in Khasi and twelve in English besides edited volumes and translations of poetry and
short stories in both Khasi and English. Some of his poems have been translated into Welsh, Swedish,
Irish, German, Gaelic, Italian, Portuguese, Spanish, and many Indian languages including Hindi, Gujrati,
Tamil, Kannada, Marathi and Bangla. His Khasi poetry collections include Ka Samoi jong ka Lyer (The Season
of the Wind) (Shillong, Government-financed, 2007); Ki Mawsiang ka Sohra (The Ancient Rocks of Cherra)
(Shillong, Government-financed, 2007); Ki Jingkynmaw (Remembrances) (Shillong, Lanong Brothers, 2002);
Ka Jingïapeiñ jong ka Por: Ki Haiku bad Senryu (Time’s Barter: Haiku and Senryu) (Shillong, Pine Cones
Publications, 2009); and Ka Jingshai ha ka Miet (Light in the Night) forthcoming).

He was awarded a ‘Fellowship for Outstanding Artists 2000’ by the Government of India. He has also
received the first North-East Poetry Award in 2004 from the North-East India Poetry Council, Tripura; The
Veer Shankar Shah-Raghunath Shah National Award for Tribal Literature established by the Government
of Madhya Pradesh in 2008; the prestigious Tagore Fellowship from IIAS, Shimla, in 2018 and ‘The
Bangalore Review June Jazz Award’ in 2021. He used to edit the university newsletter, NEHU News, and the
first poetry journal in Khasi, Rilum (Land of the Mountain People) besides being the associate editor of the
university’s official journal, The NEHU Journal. He works as a Professor in the Department of English at
North-Eastern Hill University (NEHU), Shillong, where he lives.
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I am very happy that my poems have been chosen
for the SPARROW Award 2022. I have asked myself
several times why I write. Although there is no definite
answer to that, I think that it is only through writing
that I am able to express myself completely. I am unable
to express myself with such confidence and clarity in
any mode of communication other than writing. This
is how I make sense of my writing. I am searching for
something incessantly through my poems. Every time
I write hope sprouts; a small part of an immense void
gets filled up. I see this as the essential quality of
writing. It is this that gives me the urge to continue to
function seriously.

Being conferred with the SPARROW award at this
point will provide me great inspiration to continue
working with more enthusiasm and confidence. My
heartfelt thanks to those who nominated my name for
the award and to the SPARROW organisation.



I am so thrilled! Let me first express my thanks, love
and happiness to SPAROW organisation and the panel
that has awarded my poems. At this moment, I also
remember with gratitude friends who have always
stood by me.

I also would like to make this acceptance note an
opportunity to bring up certain other matters.

Friends,
“We are living in times of extraordinary

indifference. Today only extremists take ideas
seriously” are the lines from an essay by the Polish
poet Adam Zagajewski. Although it seems like too
strong a statement, I tend to agree with it. Lack of
compassion towards the other; incapacity to listen
because of selfishness; the sad plight of continuous
self-destructive consumption to consume happiness.
The obsession to hark back to the past because of

inability to face the present. Alienation from truth and
beauty. These are what can be termed the qualities of
the present times.

It is in these times that my mother comes across a
twelve-year-old boy using the word “depression”. I
have been an observer of children living in apartments
where games are not played, of children who talk tough
like my father, of childhood sucked by technology.

On the other hand, there are the comforts that we
have got… One must say modernisation has crowned
us all as monarchs of this earth. With science for
knowledge, technology to change the world the way
one wants, medicine to postpone death, instant contact
through information and communication system we
have attained comfort at all levels. One must also
mention that the history of this comfort is not all that
palatable. If one has to talk of it figuratively one could
say there is blood spilt everywhere. There was a
generation that mentally and physically faced poverty
and desolation with no tools. On the path made easy
by them, forsaking their intensity and commitment,
we have reached here with a handful of dreams and
the notion that we are the masters of this earth. We
must be proud indeed.

I sit thus and write now sitting in the room. In the
background is the sound of Schubert’s Piano Sonata
No. 20 in A Major, D. 959 - II. Andantino, from his last
sonatas. First, a mild sadness envelops you. Then the
sweetness. A feeling that time is taking leave. Then a
weak effort to gather that experience. It is a musical
piece of just eight and a half minutes or so. It is about
hundred and ninety years old.  But even now when I
listen to it, it gives me a feeling that is ineffable. When
the whole world is screaming here in one place is this
one thing that cannot be expressed. This that is part
of nature, poetry, prayers and love.

I think it is this one thing that has become a rarity.
We don’t have that “one thing” but we have many
other things. There are smart phones. There are plans.
There are receipts. And along with all these, a lot of
distrust. We have driven away that “one thing”
because it reminds us of justice, guilt, compassion,
calmness, peace and values. We have done this
successfully, aided by the tyranny of knowledge. It is
the lack of that “one thing” that we are witnessing as
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the storm of emptiness and the desert of
meaninglessness.

Friends, I think I must tell you about the world’s
oldest religion that I have reached in recent times. (It
is also the oldest solution). In that religion truth and
wonderment are the divinities. In fact, even a leaf, with
no plans, innocently falling in an unpeopled quiet space
can become divine. Keenly observing it with concern
can become worship and prayer. A piece of music that
helps us to go past ourselves, a painting frozen in time,
ten lines written on paper with love and with no one
around, anything can become divine. There will be no
violence or discrimination in the name of this religion.
What remains is the unquenchable thirst for beauty
and truth. It is also something much needed now.
The dead are observing us. The unborn have reposed
their trust in us friends...



I am pleased, honoured and humbled to receive this
award and join its eminent past recipients.

I extend very special thanks to the SPARROW Board
for selecting me.

My salutes to all other nominees of this year, each
of whom has made incredible contributions to the
poetry genre of the literary world in their respective
languages.

Thank you to those who nominated me and
supported my nomination.

And, of course, thank you to my extended family
and friends for always supporting me.

Just to give you a little perspective on my life in the
poetic literary world, I will take you way back to my
school days.

In my extended family, my maternal grandfather,
Anandaram Brahma, a famous writer and essayist of
Alongbar period (1938-1951) of Bodo literature, was
the only member having the skill of creative writing.
Maybe I was fortunate to have a share of that quality
from him prompting me to start writing poems in Bodo,

my mother tongue, from when I was 12 years of age.
Although I was not that serious at the beginning, the
habit not only continued but also made my poetic
instinct more and more responsive. I have been deeply
influenced by eminent Assamese and Bengali poets in
addition to Garcia Lorca.

I have so far six collections of poetry and one
collection of essays Raithai Thubur (Prose Collection,
2020) apart from edited works and anthologies. I am
also the founder and Chairperson of Editorial Board
of Gambari, a monthly magazine published by Bodo
Women Writers’ Association where we publish the
works of only women writers.  I have been fortunate
to receive prestigious awards.

I never target anything specific beforehand as
subject for my creations. I am always overwhelmed
by the varieties and profundity of the gifts of nature.
My fondness for the natural phenomenon is deep-
rooted in my heart and I am deeply enthralled by it
and the same is reflected in my creations.

I feel that day-to-day life also influences poets and I
am no exception. The desire, expectations, dreams,
success and failure in life, complexity and conflict in
thoughts all this work in conjunction in the creation
of poetry. I am equally concerned with stark and dark
realities of life, especially women’s life, and try to give
a positive spin with the focus on women
empowerment.

I get encouraged to create poetry urged by my soul
that is a witness to nature and life around. Poetry leads
me to a different world. I pass through my difficult
journey of life with the help of poetry.  It is poetry that
has made it possible to have this privileged opportunity
to address all of you.

It is heartening to note that SPARROW came into its
existence way back in 1988 with great ideas of setting
up a Women’s Archives with a difference. You have
so far travelled long active years adding many feathers
to your cap. SPARROW deserves a big applause for
their unique contributions towards growth and
empowerment of Women.

Once again, I heartily thank Team SPARROW for the
award which means a lot to me.


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On the fourth of November 2022 SPARROW
announced its literary awards on Facebook. Among
the awardees was my name—for Khasi poetry! I began
thinking about my art.

In the early part of my career as a writer, in a poem
about the rain of Sohra or Cherrapunjee—those days
the wettest place on earth, and my beloved
birthplace—I wrote the following lines:

Dear rain that comes from the hills
like the gods,
share with my songs a little of your force
and let them be heard and be talked
as your thunderous storm.
Carry them into the four winds
and let them overflow the world
as your water in the Bangla Plains—
all I ask from life is a little of your name.

These lines had seemed to me, for a long time, as
wishful thinking. In our world, today, could a poet be
taken as seriously as other writers? Could he be as
well received and win instant fame, for instance, as a
novelist could? If publishers are to be believed, there
is no taker for poetry; there is no market; people do
not read poetry. This is the publishers’ constant excuse
for refusing to publish poetry, even good quality. In
this state of affairs, how can a poet, let alone name
and fame, ‘be heard and be talked’?

Is this the reason why, friends ask me, I have
diversified into prose writing? A writer, of course, does
not think in such material terms. He writes, in prose
or poetry, because he has the talent and the urge to
write. As I wrote about my first poem, it was a deep-
seated and spontaneous stirring that began it all:

Poetry came like an illness: a young woman,
abandoned
and alone with a girl child had seemed to me,
in her loneliness, like a flambeau in the dark lanes

of those nights. Something stirred inside me.
I was racked by a sudden desolate yearning,
something fierce and restless, a gnawing,
tormenting

desire to reach out, to touch—
and I scrawled my first few lines, ...

And if a poet is, as Shelley says, ‘a nightingale, who
sits in darkness and sings to cheer its own solitude,’
then what agenda can a writer have?

But the fact remains that my prose works, started
much later than poetry, have received immediate
attention, with my stories published in anthologies by
Penguin India, Oxford University Press, Tranquebar
Press, Katha, the Sahitya Akademi and various foreign
journals. This recognition has culminated in the recent
publication of my debut novel, Funeral Nights, by
Westland Books, which a novelist-critic has described
as ‘One of the greatest modern epics by a writer from
India’.

With this kind of appreciation, should I then give
up writing poetry altogether? Should I devote myself
entirely to fiction writing? These questions vex me
whenever I frustratedly think of how hard it is to get
poetry published by big and renowned publishers. Of
course, Harper Collins did publish The Yearning of
Seeds and Time’s Barter, my fifth and sixth poetry
collections, some years ago, but usually, it is very hard.

Today, however, the invocation I had raised years
ago seems to have been answered most marvellously.
Today what had appeared like wishful thinking in those
early days has become wish fulfilment as I receive, with
gratefulness, the prestigious SPARROW Literary
Award for poetry.

There is a strong sense of destiny in my getting
this award. Certain government organisations here are
yearly collecting the bio-data of all those who have
published books in Khasi for whatever purpose they
may have. But these organisations have routinely
ignored my name despite having written twelve to
thirteen books in Khasi not to speak of translations
from Khasi into English and vice versa. I say this
without rancour or bitterness—for I am not overly
enthusiastic about government endorsements—but
merely to highlight the sense of wonderment when
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faraway SPARROW decided to award me for my
poetry in Khasi.

Locally, I feel that some forces were trying to
bury my name as a writer under the earth, but like a
seed, it sprouted and became a tree, blooming with
flowers, heavy with fruits:

What can I do but learn from the cherry tree?
Though I lose my leaves in the fall,
I will quickly recover;
I will flower;
I will bear fruit
in the dead of winter.

I also remember the words of Neruda. It does not
matter, he says, if one’s poems have sunken their roots
deep into one’s native soil; it does not matter if they
are born of indigenous wind and rain or have
emerged from a local landscape. If they are worth their
salt, they must ‘come out of that landscape … to roam,
to go singing through the world …’

You may ask me how my poems have emerged
from the dark confines of Khasi literature. Because I
write in both Khasi and English. But do I translate them
from one to the other? This is more complex than it
seems. Perhaps the answer is in what I had written in
an earlier article:

The desire to be read and understood by my
people makes me wish to write in Khasi. But how
can one write in a language whose writings are,
without being read, frowned upon as biblia
abiblia by the educated elite? Therefore, though
most of my poems begin in Khasi, my immediate
ambition is to exhume them, as it were, from the
crypt of Khasi literature and get them tested
through English journal publications. That is how
the scribbled pieces in Khasi are simultaneously
translated into English, and the Khasi thoughts are
often directly transformed into English
compositions. And so, driven by circumstances
and supported by literary ambidexterity, the
creation of every one of my poems becomes
essentially the birth of twins.

I encourage my compatriots to be ambidextrous. But
even if that is not possible, I encourage them to
persevere in what they do. Martin Luther King Jr. says,
‘If a man is called to be a street sweeper, he should
sweep streets even as Michelangelo painted, or
Beethoven composed music or Shakespeare wrote
poetry. He should sweep streets so well that all the
hosts of heaven and earth will pause to say, “Here
lived a great street sweeper who did his job well.”’
Quality is the key to everything.

Perhaps because I have always believed in
quality, some literary organisations around the
country have acknowledged my creative aptitude and
conferred prestigious awards on me from time to time.
And now, even SPARROW has recognised my
contribution to Khasi poetry.

Because of the sense that there is here a genuine
appreciation of talent, I feel privileged and honoured
to be among those offered the 2022 SPARROW
Literary Award. I accept it with my deepest gratitude
and express my heartfelt and profound thanks to
SPARROW, its able Director, C S Lakshmi, and all
members of the jury.


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  SPARROW WILL BE
RELEASING THE

FILM BASED ON THE
WRITERS’ MEET

HELD IN AIZAWL IN
FEBRUARY 2023

CALLED

'LIFE STORIES,
STORIES OF LIFE,

WITH SUNRISE IN
THE MOUNTAINS'

ON 24TH FEBRUARY
2024.

FURTHER DETAILS
WILL BE SHARED

SOON

HAPPY
TO

SHARE
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