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EVOLUTION OF A POET
EDASSERI

The Poet Laureate G. SankaraK urup, whilereferring to him and me, had once said
that 'weare uneducated'. Whilethis statement reflectstheinnate modesty of thegreat poet,
itisaplaintruth asfar as| amconcerned. | could not get formal education any further than
primary classes. | could read somegresat poetry booksin Maaydam literatureincluding the
two epicsof India, afew Sanskrit books and limited number of English books. Thisis
something any ordinary manin Keralacould haveachieved. Thereisnothing to boast abouit.

Thisisnot modesty. Then how | could write poems, you may ask. Friends, thereis
nowonder init. Itisnot dueto any extrapowers bestowed on me by thedeity | worship.
My capital for writing poemswastheinherent passion blessed by thefavourable climate.

In my childhood, my mother insisted that | read the epics '‘Mahabharata’ and
'Ramayand in Ma ayalam composed by the great poet Thunjath Ezhuthachan. Theerudition
or knowledge basethat | inherited from'Ezhuthachan', together with thetunesthat my mind
imbibed from my mother's singsong recitation of those epics had sown the seed of my
poetry. Luckily, theambience of my homewherel wasbrought up wasredlly fertile. Even
though my elder sisterswho brought me up were not much educated, they were keenly
interested in poems, they sincerely wanted their younger brother to be arhymester who
would recelve accol ades participating in competitiverecita of dokas(four-liners) inhigh-
brow groups. The note booksin which they had copied down thosefour-liner poemswere
the great booksthat helped meto learn poemsby- hearts. | am recollecting al thesewith
devout gratitude.

You know that | earn my living by writing documentsrelating to property dealsand
other legal matters. Because of that, peoplewhileadmiring meon my ability towrite poems
wonder asto how | am ableto do both simultaneously. They are surprised because, for
them thesetwo activitiesareinintrinsic conflict. Thepoet | am, basking intheglory that
peoplealow megratis, pretend that they areinfact in conflict and my poetic creationsare
despiteit!. Thefactisthis. Inboth theseinstances, writingisthejob. For thoseborninindia,
any writingisagift of goddess Saraswathy. Then you may ask whether | write poem theway
a'petition’ iswritten. No, nothing iswritten the sameway as something el seiswritten. You
don't writea'petition’ the sameway you writea'deed’

But thereis one aspect which isunigue. The poet needsimagination; he should
dream, havetheenvironment toindulgein continuousreverie. Any other work isan obstacle
for it. Takethe case of adoctor. Will the patient surviveif the doctor starts day-dreaming
after administering chloroform?What will bethefate of an engineer who engageshimsdlf in
day-dreaming whileworking?Nothing moredisastrouswould happen to apoet if heworks
asdocument writer.

| said that apoet needsto engagein endlessreverie. Doesit mean that for getting
somegood poets, we engage afew talented peopleand providethem with food and shelter
sothat they don't haveto do any work other than indulging in endlessreveries?| too would
long to be oneamong them! But, it would remain to be seen whether at all any poemwill be
writtenin such aperfectly congenid condition. Among theraw materid srequiredfor literary
work, themost important oneisthe practical knowledgethat aperson acquiresfrominter-
acting with the society. In other words, apart from knowledge derived from booksitis
essentia to have practical knowledgea so. How will oneachieveit? Unlessstimulated by
severe hunger pangs, will ahuman being start working? L et the poet d sowork for aliveli-
hood and appease hishunger. May beyou can supplement him to the extent of compensat-
ing for the deficiencies dueto circumstances. Never put himin asecluded place and feast
himwith butter whichwill only snuff hishunger and make him apatient of indigestion.
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| was poor aso. | am not saying thisasan excusefor writing fewer poems, but to
provethat even such cursed conditions could generate the required stimuli to write poems.
Poverty hel ped to sharpen my knowledgethat | gained through experience. Moreover, it
made my dreams more exuberant and sweeter.

Theingpiration and encouragement that | got frommy friendsarenat little. Onething
worth mentioning here about my friendsisthat except acoupleof them, otherswereyoung
from my generation. They werethefirst onesto call meapoet. And they brought meup as
apoet. | don't want to elaborate much on that aspect. Their love towards me cannot con-
doneeventheword 'thanks'if | utter it.

Thereisageneral view among criticsthat my poemsareideological. | want totouch
upon that aswell. Like many of you, | wasaso bornadave. Fortunately, wewereslaves
who struggled, who had the spark of freedom burning inside us, which enabled ustojump,
bark and growl even whenthe chainsof davery wereclinging to our necks. That spark was
ignited by noneother than theforemost among theideol ogists, Mahatma Gandhi. Theatmo-
sphereat that timewasfilled with loftiest of thoughts. Each moleculeof air that we breathed
was carrying thefragrance of Truth and Righteousness. It wasMahatmaji, who showed us
the direction asto whereto go. Whether | liked it or not, | was thrown off my feet and
floated likeadry leaf inthat storm. No matter, thisonly helped to sharpen thefangs of the
existing abject poverty at that time. Evenwhilebaseingtinctswrithedindeadly paininside, a
writer likemewho lived likeachital spotted by apython could not get out of the magnetic
path of that cynosure; especially at theyoung age when character wastaking shape.

Hasideology suffered devaluation?Itlooksso going by itscurrent market price. In
freelndia, now adays, we can hear wailing about an all round collapse. The poet fromthe
young generation hasturned into the apostle of the mantraof "absurdity of existence'. How
did thishappen?Redly, thisispaining me. A new group of opportunistshasemerged pushing
behind thosewho held totheir heart the divine principlesof Truth, Righteousnessand Non
violence'. Thisisnothing new and hasrepeated several timesin the history of theworld.
Pickpocketswere close behind the heel s of thosewho laid their livesfor the virtue of man-
kind. Eveninolden days, it waslikethat. Templesand monasterieswere built for Budha.
And then the Budhadied. Churcheswere built around Christ; the fate of son of God was
also not different. Arewe building such templesfor Gandhiji also?Isit not those unscrupu-
lous traders who deserve to be beaten with alash and driven out, that occupy various
spheres? They becamerespected and prominent. They shout at their highest pitch, " Sendthe
Veraciousto Galowd!"

Thisisthepictureavailableto theyounger generation. Itisbut natural then, if they
turn out to be apostle of absurdity of existenceor to be pessmists. | will not question their
courageous nature. If thisisthe condition prevaent inindependent India, what else canyou
expect fromour grest literature? Literatureistheresonance of the society. If wearenot able
to changethisattitude, what will be our future? What isthereal reason for this sad state of
affairs?What | haveto tell my younger brothersisthat they are unableto envision great
dreams. Earlier, | had told you about the preindependence era, wherewe struggled to shirk
away from slavery. Even when our legswere chained, there were gigantic dreamsin our
hearts, dreams about aunified, prosperous and happy continent. | am not saying that the
dreamisfulfilledinitsentirety. But we could achieve many things. Indiawhich was chopped
Into severa pieceswasunited. It wasfreeto select heaven or hell asit wishes. Infact it
opened the gatewaysof heaven, abeit afew. But, today'syouth who arelucky to have been
born free, do you have any strong concepts?Areyou ableto visudisedreams?Inthedreams
liethe seedsof redlity. That power to visudise abetter world alonewill makeyou braveand
righteous. That alonewill motivateyou for great creations. Do achievethat divine power
first. Thenworld classliterature will emergeinyour generation.
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Notes:
(1) Edasseri wasborn on 1906 December 23rd
(2) Indiagot independence on 1947, August 15th

A speech at Madras (Chennai) appeared in Jayakeralam weekly 1967, March.
Tranglated by Edasseri Trust Team.



