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Dazzling dance of poesy
By K. RADHAKRISHNAN
AABS PUBLISHING HOUSE

K. Radhakrishnan dedicates this collection of poems to the philosopher and poetess NUTAN SARAWAGI, whom he defines as his mentor.
The book  develops as a poetic confession, in which the author does not care about the presence of an interlocutor. His poetry is an urgency that arises from the inner dialogue of a fervent mind that observes what is happening around himself and questions his own soul on various themes. Above all he believes in strong connections among each individual and the whole Universe.

I am a part of this ball of human yarn,/Tangled and suspending together in horizon,

Each playing parts in other’s plotlines,/All our fates together are entwined.
There are poems with perfect sound and great content in which the poet sows questions about love: Why the petals of heart should open?/For love and affection to drop in,

Why it is a source of light?/To illuminate lives to make them bright.

Why the heart is always fragrant?/When love is let loose like a vagrant,

Why heart is subject matter of barter?/Requiring it to be given in full, not in quarter.

Why heart and mind are made waring cousins?/Why mind is always an accomplice in all sins? 

In many poems he wonders about life and death: Life is just a fair weather friend./Life is biased but death is impartial,/No escape from Lord of death’s court-martial,/King or pauper, all to rot in grave,/Why not welcome death with a face brave?

 He also has questions about nature: With my heart and then by camera,/Capturing nature for human diaspora,/A gleaming face and its soul,/A photo tells the tale in whole.

He knows indeed that our face is the mirror of our soul. He believes in resilience when he says :In tunnels of darkness my soul shines bright. And yet: I thought I was a rock,

At my strength people used to gawk,/Perched securely on high top,

No tremors of life could make me pop/As a small pebble, I still attract,

Picking me, the people happily react,/Thrown in water of life, I evoke ripples,

Down the depths I go, crippled.

About knowledge he says:It’s time to wind up this masquerade,/It is hard to keep up this charade,/Now I will call a spade a spade/I am jack of very few trades.

Jack of all trades, master of none" is a figure of speech used in reference to a person who has dabbled in many skills, rather than gaining expertise by focusing on one. The shortened version "a jack of all trades" is often a compliment for a person who is good at fixing things, and has a very good broad knowledge.
 In other lyrics he writes about  beauty: Combs are still the symbols of female beauty,

Cherished as gifts by tribal cuties,  , about feminism : FEMINISM is not for females alone,

From it don’t keep men in isolation,/Men too are God’s creations,

We too join you in our affirmation./Keep genderless world in our vision,

Egalitarian society is feminism’s true mission,/Rise above gender based collision,

Let this be our collective choice and decision. So he invites the readers to a better awareness of human rights, to solidarity and to believe in complementary behaviour among genders. Not of minor importance are his thoughts about contemporary poetry ; he hopes in a better attitude concerning the poets themselves: Don’t write for likes of others and laurels, in an other poem he writes: When touch of love sparks mental riot,

All men turn in to poets,/A poem begins from lovesickness,/ When heart gets delirious./About power of mind, against prejudices, and in another one:

Nothing is beyond our reach,/Just free your mind from its self siege.

So poetry is not only a hymn on beauty and love, but a social need to awake people’s consciousness: They can awaken the soul so dead,/When their hearts and minds are wed.
I, a Western woman, have found confirmation of my cosmopolitan Gypsy being, reading a man from the East and finding myself in his verses, in his questions, in his fears and in his hopes. Once again poetry confirms to me that in literature, nationality is only a form to contextualize the writings of some authors in a certain historical period, but indeed poetry is like the soul, it has no flags, and it is the mother tongue of all languages. Furthermore the union power of poetry is so similar to the power of love.
Can I get my heart back?/As we trod along the love’s track,

But it already melted with yours,/Like butter in toast, at breakfast hours.
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