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If anyonewereto ask meto writean essay on my lifewithout referring to poverty and
poetry, my facewould turn dismal; and the paper would remain blank. My wedthismy life
made vast and substantial both by the hard battleswaged for existence and poetry | in-
dulgedinblissfully, at timesforgetting myself even. Asl traverseinlifewhat | havewithme
for sustenanceisthe stock of profound experiences, both pleasant and unpl easant.

My father died in the year 1921. My mother fervently wished to send meto High
School. Asfor me, | wished to befinancially abletofeed her at least plain grudl. Boththese
sentencesare completeinthemselves.

| reached Alapuzha, a southern coastal town of Keralain search of ajob. Therel
worked as an apprentice under my maternal uncle. Thejob provided nothing beyond an
assurance of daily meals. It was at that timethat poetry with its mighty magnetic power
pulled meintoitscircle.

Prior tothat, my acquaintancewith literaturewaslimited to afew books- "Adhyatma
Ramayanam" which, in any case, had to beread daily at home, being areligious book,
Thunjath Ezuthachan's"MahaBharatham™ which wasread by me severa timesduetothe
sheer fascination it evoked, "KrishnaPattu" by 'Cherusseri’, playsby 'Naduvam', other
Poemsby 'Venmanis, " SreekrishnaCharithaKavyam™ by 'Kunchan Nambiar', afew other
"Thulld Poems' and among modern poetry, Vd lathol's poem " Shishyanum Makanum™ (The
Discipleand the Son). That'sall. Except for the conjecturesthat | had gathered from the
piecesof poemsin 'PadhyaPadhavali whichwasmy school text book, | had no ideaabout
theworld of poetry. But, another young man - Manjoor Parameswaran Filla - whoasolike
me, had cometo Alappuzhain search of ajob took meto the vast expanse of poetry and
asotothehistory of poetry. Aboveadl, hestimulated the poet whichwasinitsinfant stagein
me, provided the much needed guidance and led me along the vistas of poetry.

Naturally my seniorsat workplace did not approve of the percelved tackinessand the
undesirablefriendshipinme. Infact any well wisher would have condemned such a'ridicu-
lous escape to the fold of poetry, from a profession that needed be taken forward by
practical dealingswith clients, learning of court proceedingsand acquiring 'tricks of the
trade. That wasthetimewhen any individua, other than an aristocrat or amember of andlite
class, whowrote poemwasderisvely caled as"poem-peddier” (Kavithakkaran). The con-
cededridicule and contempt that could not be articul ated by those wordswere conveyed
withfull impact, by theaccompanying contortion of lips. Hewasreprimanded severd times,
because despite having al the essentia requirements conduciveto becoming successful in
life- likegood handwriting and common sense - the boy was going astray with hisinfatua-
tionfor poetry and that too without knowledge of Sanskrit language. The unlucky boy who
wasaccustomed to show only humility infront of eldersand teacherswithdrew poetry deep
into hisinner self. But during the secret rendezvouswith poetry, withinthefour thick walls
andwithdl emotiond tendernessnaturd toit, he pledged many atimethat hewould remain
an eternal daveto her. Theresult? Carryingthedur ashaving failed at ajob which was
practised for four tofiveyears, | returned to the verandaof my house. Therewaiting for me
wereonly thememoriesof my mother whowithtearsin her eyeshad bid megoodbye, when
| started off toAlapuzha.
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But, asfar asmy poetic devel opment was concerned that period of four tofiveyearsin
Alapuzhawasthegolden period in my life. During thisperiod | could read many significant
court-epics (Mahakavya), long poems (K handakavya), poemstrand ated from other lan-
guagesand a so could study someof them. | could get acquainted with theinitial chaptersof
many popular Sanskrit poems; and amost got convinced that asfar ascomposing poemsis
concerned, my lifeinthisbirthwasfutile duetolack of knowledgein Sanskrit language and
that, inthenext birth at least | could learn Sanskrit and become awell known poet.

By thistimel had aready written threelong poems (Khandakavya) named'Ahalya,
'‘Malini' and'Oru Latha. After alapse of threeor four years, Lo!, 'Ahalya waspublishedin
book form, but not in my name. Thetitle of the poem and the poet's name were changed!
But, | did not object toit. Assummer standsby ever ready to shower complimentsand the
flowersincessantly blossom and drop, what sense of |ossaPooverinji (atreethat produces
aprofusion of fragrant flowers) would have, if aplant inthe nearby bush not fortunateto
blossom, collectsahandful of flowersfromit to exudefragrance? | wasready towriteten
more booksof that kind, if somebody wanted! |nfact the 'publishing episode wasactually
aboon to me. It was not only that a poem written by me who does not know Sanskrit
language was published, but arenowned newspaper gaveagood review of it too! Never
wasthereany incident likethisthat could boost my confidenceto thislevel. Followed by
this, the poem that | wrote namely 'Janaki' (arequiem for love) and the Khandakavya
'‘Malini' written dong with 'Ahaya were published inthe magazine" Atmavidyakahdam"
printed under the supervision of great literary scholar Sreemad Vagbhadananda Guru. Its
editor wroteapersond congratulatory letter to me. Withthis, it wasa'dream cometrue' for
meinthefirst few decadesof thiscentury itsaf, which | wasexpecting to happenonly inone
of my futurebirths.

My struggleto keep hunger at bay was till at itspeak. Only differencewasthat the
scenario now got shifted to Ponani, acoastal town of central Kerala. My ability towrite
poems had inflated my pride. But the politenessin my character that | had devel oped over
yearsof practice could cover up that pridein melikeastrong metal shield. Still the con-
sciousnessthat "'l amunlikeothers' wasgrowing within me. Eventhoughthisfeding gaveme
the much needed solitudefor reveries, it also isolated mefrom the socia circleand opened
doorsfor many misfortunes. | could not do many things, which otherscould. | hadtolet with
asigh eventhoseeasily convertible opportunitiesto dip by from the cruel canineteeth of
hunger gnawing me. Also, the powerful influence of Gandhism madeitsmark mercilesdy on
my thought process. Evenwhilel was|oitering without a second pair of dressto wear,
without aplaceto deep, without ajob, without many things, two individuals needed me.
Onewas E. Narayanan, a bud in poetry that dropped off before it blossomed and the
second was P.C. Kuttikrishnan, astudent lonely because of having inflated self-esteemlike
meand searching hisidentity inthelabyrinth of thoughtsbeyond hisage. Thesetwo young-
sterskept mealive; bothinlifeand in poetry.

Lifein Ponani wassameasinAlapuzha; pursuit of poetry forgetting everything el se!
We studied together and did critical analysisof the contributions of poetswho werewell
established beforethe year 1930 and al so those who entered poetic field between 1930
and 1940. Many atimewe delved deep into the realms of poetry and wandered there day
and night only dueto sheer fascination. We did not have any definiteaim. Everythingwas
amusing and interesting. | did not learn anything conscioudly. Nor was| industrious. Now
that mattershad devel oped to thisstage, | wanted to learn some grammar at the minimum.
But, instead of finding ateacher to receive knowledge from, | discovered adiscipleto
receiveit fromme- it suited me. And | started tolearn those portionscarefully at least for
the purpose of teaching herl.

'Vallathol' was my revered poet. Which nascent poetic bud had not flourished when
exposed to the aesthetic rays emanating from that great poet? However, going by the
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novelty inthought and warmth, poemsof G. SankaraK urup attracted my interest. You can
distinctly seethe footprints of these two teachersin afew of my earlier poems namely
'Megham' (Clouds), 'Kodumkattu' (Storm), 'Madya Maranam' (Liquor Menace) and
'‘OmanayudeA chan' (Father of the Darling Child).

It wasaround thisperiod, that | started considering writing poemsserioudly. Luckily |
couldlearnfromthegreat critic and essayist Mr. KuttikrishnaMarar that 'poetry isnothing
externd tolife, but apart of the pulsating lifeitself'. It washewho sternly ins sted that | speak
inmy own tonewith my own gestures.

| amabeliever of God. But, on occasionswhen | haveto touch upon hunger and the
lack of love- factsof lifewhich had alwaysnagged me- | find that the godly humility and
respect towards philosophica doctrinesleavemein ajiffy. In the poemsof theauthor who
swearsby Gandhiji, therelie scattered ideas which challenge Gandhism and evenfaithin
God. Thepoemswhich reflected the objective socid redlity written by mewhoisafollower
of Gandhiji and who has not studied Marxian doctrinewere adopted by the communistsas
part of their propaganda. Onemorereasonfor fallureinlife: | anacommunistintheeyesof
the Congressand aCongressin the Communists reckoning! But let me not forget; nothing
elsehashelped my quiet poeticlifemorethan thisbenign neglect.

Poetry dso gave meafamily of my own. | believe, 'Bramha (The Creator) must have
created thisgirl exclusvely for me; one so fascinated with poetry that it made her loseeven
her discretion so much asto copy the hymnsof 'Sankaracharya (reverential) and thetrans-
lationsthat | had scribbled for 'Pushpabanavilasm' (sensual) in the same note book, for the
simplereasonthat bothwereinverse.

Making money for aliving turned out to bethe most important issuein my life. Asone
of theways, | decided to publish my book of poemsfor which | compiled severa of my long
poemsand named it as'Alakavdi'. Printing was undertaken by 'Mathrubhoomi Printing and
Publishing Company, K ozhikkode that used to publish and continued to publish most of my
major poemsin their periodicals. Mathrubhoomi had started to give me small anountsas
remuneration for the poems published in their weekly. That money adong withtheamount |
get fromwriting legal documentswas not enough to pay the printing charges; hencethose
bookswerelying inthe storeroom of the pressfor quite sometime. Out of thetwenty five
free copiesthat the manager Krishnan Nair had compass onately released to me, | sent most
of them to the prominent poetsin Keralaasalso to acouple of my friendsand established
mysdlf asapoet, thusachieved thedigibility to dream of alucky future. During thistime, one
of my friendsMr. E.P. Sumithran, head master of aschool in Ponani approached the man-
ager and requested for therelease of at least ahundred copies. Hisideawasto sell those
booksand with that money to pay the printing chargesand get rel ease of the balance books.
Themanager who was bent upon protecting ‘truth’, asked the master sympathetically;

"How much money do you havenow, sir?'

"Ninerupees, for thetimebeing...."

"Inthat case, remit that amount now and take twel ve books. By remitting ninerupees
again, you can buy twelve morebooks. Likethat, eventualy you can taked| thebooksfrom
here"

Theteacher accepted the twel ve books al ong with the manager's good heartedness
and returned.

Later Mr. S.K. Pottekkatt, well-known writer, on coming to know about this, went to
the pressand got release of the books after paying balance dues. Thanksto the manager, he
didnoting st for overdueinterest, though cons derable delay had occurred in the settlement!

Through themediation by another friend, K.R Brotherspublished my drama’Noolamaa'
(Entanglement) and gave metwo hundred and fifty rupees. The handful of money that |
received for thefirst timeon account of literature created wondersin my life! Followed by
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this, National Book Stall published many of my books. Instead of being aliability, compos-
ing poetry started to bean income generator. But it never reached an encouraging level.

| think it wasmy play "Koottukrishi" (Collective Farming) inwhich | also acted, that
introduced meand my poemsto theliterary and cultural circles. Fameapart, | d soreceived
alot of encouragement at that time. Poetslike'Akkitham', 'Kadavanadan', PC K uttikrishnan
(Uroob), other actorslike GopalaK urup, Padmanabhan Master and many amateursalso
actedinthat drama. Those occasions- likegathering for therehearsds, travelling asa group
tovillagesfor enacting drama, the quiet nights after drama, bus stopsand train compart-
mentsduring travel - everything turned out to bethevenuesfor literary debates. Andforget-
ting my worldly worries | used to get absorbed in aworld of ecstasy, the experiencel
wished torelish repeatedly in birthsto come. That wasthethird phase of my literary life
when | remained steadfast with poetry.

Gradually the canineteeth of poverty werelosing their sharpness. When | started re-
calving Sx hundred rupeesayear unconditiondly for my literary endeavoursfromthe centrd
government, my handswhich were hitherto accustomed to receiving very tiny amountsgot
used to beleft with some cash, howsoever small.

| am writing theremaining lineswith great caution. Theemotional relationship with
poetry isgradually slackening. 'Ambition’ isto become agood poet. To beafamily man
taking care of family to the maximum extent possibleismy 'Dharma. But poetry isnot one
who will take kindly her fiancé going after anyone el se. Sheinsistsone hundred percent
dedication. It isnot the honour that the poet getsfrom the society but the dedi cation of the
poet towards her that Poetry takes seriously. When the poet asasolitary wayfarer desires
tobecomeadutiful citizen, that socid creaturefacesadilemma. He needsto forego elther of
thesetwo. Which oneto select?A poet's exi stence depends on this selection. | am not able
todecideonthisasyset.

What do we understand when we say apoet lives? It meansthat he goeson creating
ownworlds. Any act at variancewith thiscreative processis considered nefarious by him;
however great it may be asper the'DharmaSasthra. The poet will only beinterested to run
away fromthat nefariousact at the earliest opportunity. Itisknownto everybody that the
Adikavi (thefirst ever poet) 'Vamiki'2 got an opportunity to do so with the blessings of
sages. | am continuing with the nefarious act since my wifeisnot prepared to say, "The
consequence of whatever aperson does hasto be borne by himalone”.

So, my poetry cannot but fail miserably. Sheisbidding farewell withtearsin her eyes
and continuoudy looking back. Sheismy childhood friend!

Rather, sheismy known sdlf. | cannot afford to lose her. | have convinced her severa
timesthat | am not interested in physical wedlth.

"My lifelikeashack, isnoisy each moment,

With absurditiesand sinsgaore,

They arethe offspring of penury!

Oh, Lakshmi Devi, therevered Deity of Wealth!

Faling at your feet, | entrest,

"Please do not board to deliver,

Multitudesof your pet miseriestoo”

Theselinesarewritten by mesincerely. But, sheisnot content. | have not encountered
aconflict of thismagnitude any other timeinmy life. | fed that asolutionto thisdilemma
would befound only when everything rel ating to me break down and dissolvein theearth.

Essay appearedinVisdaKeralam. Sincethefront cover ismissing fromtheavailable
copy of theweekly, we are unableto establish the month and year of writing thisessay.
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Notes:

1. Thisisdetalled intheessay 'ashort biography of Edasseri.’

2. Story of Vamiki: Inthethrethayugatherelived inaforest acruel hunter and fearless
robber by name Ratnakar. Once hetried toway lay Saint Narada. Saint Naradatold him
that robbery wasasin. Consequences of the sin needsbe borneby him aone. Hisfamily
would beeager to enjoy thefruitsof hissin but would not sharethesins. Ratnakar asked his
wifeif it was so and shereplied in the affirmative. Shetold her husband, " The effect of
whatever aperson doeshasto beborne by himaone". Thishad atransformative effect on
Ratalkar who sought forgivenessof the Rishi Naradaand went infor avery long meditation.
Hemeditated in tillness so much so that anthillsformed around him and covered him com-
pletely. Later Naradacamethereand declared him asasage. Thus Ratnakar entered anew
lifeasVamiki (Vamiki meansborn out of ant hills). Sage Valmiki wrotethe great epic

"Ramayand’.

Trandlated by the Edasseri Trust Team.



