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Preface

In Narinder Bhangu, you hear the winds, flowers, clouds, stars
and rivers in a distinct rhythmic pattern, the way you hear the
changing landscape on a long Indian railroad journey, with your
eyes closed!
Poetry is a journey similar for Bhangu. Across a varied terrain, it takes you from mind to soul!
Few poets have claimed such an uplifting passage for their
poesy: from mere cognition to a soul-awareness; materiality to
spirituality; hedonism to sublimity. In his words, “words create
an imagery that sets you dancing with flowers and rolling down
on the meadows.” Bhangu, the poet, is keen to explore connections among language, nature, solidity and soul, in a world techdriven, dry, prosaic and cynical. The present bouquet of verses is
his offering at the altar of soul as conceived by Greeks to Aryans
and other neo-Platonics or pagans. Artistically, deftly, Narinder
forges shimmering linguistic connections with the phenomena
and, through such delicate alliances, provides epiphanies to the
readers willing to come with him on a life-altering journey of
discovery and metamorphosis:
I left this world behind
running faster and faster
in a hope to explore
with those wheels of sophistication.
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I connected with nature
flying above the clouds
to the place unknown
with those wings of my imagination.
I glanced at the flowers
dancing in glory there
and the birds singing,
with those words of my admiration.
(From: “My travelogue”)
Wings of imagination!
That is the vehicle of doing the travels within and without. It
reminds one of the famous Keatsian lines:
Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings of Poesy.
(From: “Ode to a Nightingale”)
Narinder’s colourful canvas is an inheritor of the rich Romantic legacy of Wordsworth, Shelley and Keats in that it strongly
advocates a conscious return to the joy and delight of re-connecting with nature, and, through her, with profound truths of
great philosophical import. In nature, for the ancient seers of
India and poet-seers from the Lake District, enduring values
and epistemes can be found that can alter world views and the
personalities of the viewers in a most dramatic manner. Through
simple, fast-flowing images, Narinder—an Indian-Canadian
poet of great talent—posits that technology, instead of enriching our interiors, is creating havoc in nature and impoverishing
us within. He warns of the tragic consequences for such pitiless
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pillage of nature and promises a reclamation of inner sanctity via
his scented verses, as they did in the Vedic period and later on
in the revival of the romantic spirit in the late nineteenth century industrial England through poets who wandered lonely as a
cloud on vales and hills.
Nature is the final goal/destination of such an exquisite
travel—from mind-to-soul.
Remarkable!
A healing experience!
Sunil Sharma
Kalyan,
Mumbai Metro region,
India
March 8, 2016
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Introduction

The language of the soul is spoken by poets when they experience their relation with nature and draw their imagery on landscapes of the soul beyond their mind. They spread a heavenly
elixir for all to taste the purification in the fullest form and in
the finest manner. With this mindset, poets intend to present
poetic collections filled with a language of the soul that comes
from the depths, connecting them with the cosmic world. Truly,
words create an imagery that sets you dancing with flowers and
rolling down on the meadows. And not only that, painful situations happening across the world, such as deforestation, the
spread of insecticides, foeticide, and environmental threats causing a risk to life on this planet, are expressed in an artful way
with the entertaining magic of words. Such language is daring
and utterly transparent; its impressions courageous. The themes
of love, renunciation, relation, life and death, weather, human
emotions, and the effect of technology on ecology find vivid
expression, giving readers a spiritual pilgrimage into the deepest
nook and cranny of their mind temple to quench the unending
quest to know the unknown, yet in an enjoyable way. It was with
this intention that I tried most humbly to connect my readers to
nature by using vivid and lively language. Its flow is rhythmic,
and its impression everlasting.
Enjoy reading.
Kind regards,
Narinder Bhangu
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My Travelogue

I left this world behind
running faster and faster
in a hope to explore
with those wheels of sophistication.
I connected with nature
flying above the clouds
to the place unknown
with those wings of my imagination.
I glanced at the flowers
dancing in glory there
and the birds singing,
with those words of my admiration.
I came back to this world
that scatters the filth
and debases the humanity
with those act of its annihilation.
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The Clouds

Some clouds were in black,
some in silvery white.
Some close to mountains,
some sailed over heads right.
Some traveled and wandered slowly,
some twisted fast with their might.
The white egrets flew
close to the sea,
and the eastern winds cooled
the leafy green tree.
The dancing peacocks spread their wings
while the swallows flew across,
and the butterflies perched,
flower to flower, for nectar drops.
On my roof, I saw,
the rays of falling rain.
And heard the music of the month,
that girls sang from their inner vein,
when those glossy clouds
shed their endless drops.
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Last Night Dream

When the morning alarm rang,
all amazed, I sprang,
my sleep cracked,
my dream hijacked.
In my dream that night,
Walking close to river’s sight,
She holds my hand tight.
I lead her as a brisk walker,
hardly caring about any hawker.
She walks in slow paces.
Together, we win many races.
I thought of that moon image factor
We, as life partners, reserve a life chapter.
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Transition

Drop by drop, I dropped
my dropped inner soul.
First blood drop of hatred
shed a gory river.
Yet another, filled with lust,
raped and killed without shiver.
The next was avarice
that longed for huge bank balance.
One was really unkind
and poisoned the mind.
The last was of prejudice
that caused war and injustice.
And now, every drop is pure,
truly reddish, not azure.
The world is beautiful
where love reigns for sure.
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The Unsung Melody

I still remember
that lovers’ point
and those days of love
when we vowed to meet
across the seven seas,
like a pair of doves.
An era of ecstasy that was
festooned with sarcasm for fun,
and in a fit of craziness we were poised to die as one.
Alas! a bout of melancholy that was,
I was dead in your absence.
In desperation, I had chosen to live
with ghosts in a city of silence.
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Love Defined

Would that I were not a cactus
in a desert behind the sand dune.
I would not see the painful blisters
on the bare feet of a lover
whom his beloved embraces
passionately unto their last breath.
Would that I were a wild tree
in a jungle behind the cliff.
I would listen to the love songs
of love birds near the brook
who, in their twosome union,
scatter the beauty of night’s fragrance.
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Passion of Love

It was a passionate love thrill,
that gave an ecstasy to their fill.
Their impulse of love played a game,
with all doors shut to douse the flame.
Their warm bodies sweated and hissed,
on each other’s lips as they had kissed.
A pile of their garments, on one side,
it was a passion of love at its high tide.
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Metempsychosis

The fresh puff of fragrance
of my flowers,
as carried away
by the eastern winds,
unnoticed,
silently, in an instance.
Impulsively, I tried a chance,
with my sublime mind,
to scatter heavenly essence.
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