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Mind hasto traversethrough anumber of phasesbeforeany literary work takes shape.
Itisnot possibleto meticuloudy analyzethefew initia phasesof thisprocess. Duringthis
phase my mind doesnot follow arationa path, but wandersthrough seemingly inscrutable
and endlessreverie. Something triggersacause that makes mind tenderly emotional. The
cause could bethe e ation from reading another book, an extraordinary persona experience
or amemory that was awakened by asound, avisud or afragrance. Therearemany causa
eventsthat can transport one'smindinto astate of introversion; any one of theseiscapable
of acting asatrigger.

Mind hasturned emotive and introvert; will that state then devel op into apoem?1f so,
how niceit would have been! For, by now | would have produced my anthol ogy of poems
thesizeof ten"Mahabharatha'. But, awill hasto operate at suchtimes; anirresistibleurge
for writing apoem; for creation. Only then, themind will emergein an awakened statefrom
the abyssof the unknown, bringing aong the required 'ore for creation of apoem!

By thetime such astagefor creation reaches, the mind must havetraversed through
many phaseswhich do not have any definite contoursor dividers. These phases can better
be described as solitary dreams, rather than an intensive thought process of mind. Neither
canit beportrayed, nor betermed asapurely consciouseffort. | underlinetheword 'purely'
becausethisdoesnot happenin astuation void of thought and discretion. Thisisaphasefull
of irritations and anxietiesturning onesmood rather nasty. Itisaperiod that requires soli-
tude morethan ever. Thisperiod could be superficially construed even asnon-productive
duetoitssheer inactivity. Thesignificanceof that periodisthat it happensin atimeframe
when the mind experiences undefined uneasiness|asting for daystogether and onlooking
back at alater date; long to have arepeat of that. | wouldliketo call it asasweet painor an
appealing agony. However, | haveto mentionthat al these happen outs de my work shop.

With the handful of 'ore’ that my mind hasdug up from the abyss of unknown, | enter
my work shop! Whatever betheturmoil, | am sureto mould something out of it. If | anto
engagemysdlf inahundred issuesoutside- it happens- | will alot only that much attention
asneeded. My mind would aways stay closeto themelting malleable metadl, likeamother
would remain with her offspring notwithstanding thethousands of her household chores; al
along trying to mould ashapeout of it.

A brief explanationisneeded here. Isit mere'ore' that | have got with me? This
metaphor actually falsshort infront of the subjective evidence. Whilethe"ore" | comeup
withisrather fluid and blurred and could beamere subject, it could a so be something
amenableto my mind'srhythm and eager to beformed asapoem, often withtwo or three
versesaready formed, Ssmilar to thenew leaveson afirst sprout. May bewhat | got wasan
abstract image of acharacter, which would develop more clearly and defined at the climax
of athemewithlotsof dramatic conflicts. Inany casg, itisthevision whichisgood enough
toformafant senseat least, with a'beginning, middlieand an end' of something that could be
caledasmy cregtion later. Thereis, therefore, nomeaningincalingitjustan'ore. Honestly,
I myself am not ableto nameit being aphenomenonwhichisnot clear inmy imaginationand
which couldinvoluntarily undergo transformations.

| am trying to recollect the making of the narrative poem " The New Harvest Clay Pot
and the Sickle" in my Workshop. Therewere two questionsimprinted in my mind. Who
sowed? Who reaped? The story of the poem does not have any significance other than
being aplot that isableto powerfully connect these two questions. After spending afew
dayswith themind restlessfor unknown reasonsand the same questions surging up high and
rhyming repeatedly in my mind, thefull poem wasrevea ed with abeginning, middleand an
end, asexplained earlier.
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"Whointhelast season had sown
TheAryan seedsinthisfiddwithlove?'

After writing theabove, it was not those lines as seen printed now inthebook that were
inmy mind. They werethefollowing lines, now seenin someother location.

"Whowasit that reaped thisyear
Thegolden grainthat Koman grew?'

Koman thefarmer, the paddy field, hisfamily, all weretherein between thesetwo
Separated verses.

L et merecollect yet another poem of mine. Thispoem isincluded in the anthology of
poemscdled"Alakavai".

Covert glancesof mineaone,

To paint saffron, on blossom cheeks!
Breezethat bearsyour heart'sfragrance,
Nooneelsebeabletoinhale.

No other eager earsget; adrop of this
Nectar of words, thisflower rains.
Onemorething, thosekohl lined eyes,
Should ever bethere, dyly onmine;
Either for scribbling lettersof love

Or for making looksmoreintense!

It wasonly after writing theselinesthat | got complete picture of that poem. Then |
wrotethefirgt stlanzastarting with "L et usgo, let usgo my darling, beyond the boundaries of
theinquigtiveworld.”

Havel ever written and published any poem just asit had sproutedinmy mind?1 don't
remember. Chancesarethat | havenot. | writecontinuoudy asif inabrain storming session,
without proper form, structure or styleand many portionsraw since sufficient attention not
padtofiner details. Since many of my poemsarenarratives, | focusinitialy onthe charac-
tersand scenesonly that arerequired totell the story. The poemswhich arewritten continu-
oudy andthereforeinaraw statewill be subjected to critical examination before presenting
tothegenerd public, withthoselineswhich werewritteninaflow further subjected to many
intellectual changeslike atering the shape of afew, transferring the positions of someor
giving salvation yet to someothers!

How much of critical approach isadvisableinthe courseof creativity process? My
experience says- not much! | remember instanceswhen | had to totally discard creations
with regret because of excessive sdlf criticism. That doesn't mean that there should not be
any salf checking. Likeinmany other instances, heredso| follow amiddle path.

It wasacouple of my poet friendswho prompted meto exercise someleve of critica
mind whilewriting poems. | remember them with gratitude. When wewereyoung, werecite
Inour group the new poemswritten by usand used to mercilesdy criticizethem. Immediately
after writing " Premopaharangd” (Giftsof Love) | recited that poeminour group. They made
me change many linesinthat poem. Out of these | cannot forget thosetwo lineswrittento
narrate theineptness of the hero to find out whether the expressions of the heroinewere
actudly gesturesof loveor not and finaly assuaging himself that shewaslikethisbeforea so.
| must have changed it tentimesat least, each change only intensifying their scornand | on
my part getting more and moreinfuriated out of embarrassment. We spent around two to
three hourson that portion and dispersed. Adopting the stance of alaureate poet | declared
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that thosetwo linesare beyond correction. My friends passed thejudgment that it would be
embarrassingly bad if | leaveit likethat. After lunch when | was composed and returned to
good mood, theapt linescameout involuntarily.

"Inscrutablewasyour face, earlier too
With theamile, thoselovey lips
Never givingahint

Astowhether it begetsafruit or not."

Onceagain let methank thoseterriblefriends; they approvedit!

When thetheme of the poem isreveaed in arhymed manner, | likethem naturally.
Poems have aframe of mind that yearnsfor more fondness than any other category of
literature. Unlessthereisaseveregrammatica mistakeor adight ingppropriateness, | prefer
not to change any verses. | will arguethat, for theever growing language dueto the constant
Interaction with other cultures, grammar hasgot only historical significance. But appropri-
atenessis something that cannot be compromised.

| had searched my workshop severd times, prior towriting thisessay. Dothe sensibility
and form take birth smultaneoudly? The examples cited earlier do not givemeachanceto
think otherwise. Not only that; noinstanceiscoming to my mind, where |l waslooking for
theform while keeping the sensibility in mind or vice versa. Mind devel ops an abstract
imagery. When that devel ops, the poem automatically getsevolved. Thisl cansay frommy
experience, whileacknowledging my ineptitudein poetics. | will dso not proclaimthat form
evolveswithaclear cut full blossomedimagery, likethesensbility.

In the absence of admirersor friends, my Workshop now resemblesavillage black
smith'sworkplace. With absol ute dedi cation and concentration, | mould apenknife. With
thedipping spectaclesput back in position, | look at the penknife severd timesasif inspect-
ing, but actudly enjoying thebeauity of it. Thereisagenera sayingthat "eventhebest trained
will not have sufficient confidence”, solooking insidethe housel call "Hey, please come
here'. My wife appearswiping out her hand in her clothes, asif onewho have undergone
training on English cutleries. Shewill ingpect my beautiful knife, examineitinand out and will
return with an air of satisfaction and mostly with the comment, "What isthereto doubt?1s
thisnot how acleaver lookslike?'

Stooping, and without uttering aword | will wipeit acoupleof moretimesand giveitto
thosewhowant it.

Thiswas broadcast by All India Radio, Kozhikkode on 14.08.1962.

Trandlated from Malayalam by Edasseri Trust Team.



