
When novelist Orhan Pamuk 
was asked by The Paris 
Review whether he wrote 
poetry, Pamuk replied in 

the negative. He then added, “…because 
poets hear voices from God.”

This is true, especially of lyric poets. 
In ancient times, the writings of Homer, 
Aeschylus, Sophocles and Virgil were 
regarded as highly prophetic. 

Swiss psychiatrist Carl Gustav Jung, 
in his book The Psychological Types,
states that lyric poets mostly suffer from 
different types of psychosis but which is 
not known in society because the illness 
is borderline. 

During the psychosis period, the “voic-
es” that Pamuk spoke of are experienced 
as auditory and visual hallucinations. 
Lyric poets are mostly introverted intui-
tive types and employ the mechanism of 

“treating ideas, 
images or in-
sights as if they 
were real physi-
cal objects”.

The lyric 
poet is a very 
sensitive soul 
and whatever 

he experiences 
is internalised. 
The lyric poet is like a faith healer. He 
suffers for all the wrongs in the world. 
He carries the burden and the weight of 
darkness in society. 

Jung says if the introverted intuitive 
type lyric poet breaks down, he becomes 
schizophrenic. What occurs in the mind 
of a schizophrenic is a strong feeling that 
he can hack into other people’s minds. 
This psychosis state, though helps with 
writing as the lyric poet, is thus able 
to pen impersonal poems and create 

Experts say a lyric poet comes of age 

time. As the stage of childhood is dif-

blessing in young adult years. This is the 
age when ancient poets like Homer, Sap-

pho and Ovid penned many love lyrics. 
Lyric poets, during young adulthood, 

are elevated to another consciousness. 

to its fullest. The woman who comes to 
their life is worshipped as an oracle. The 

alters and evolves his psychological and 
emotional state. The case both of falling 
in and out of love can have tremendous 
impact on a lyric poet. 

Lyrics of Homer, Aeschylus, Sopho-
cles and Virgil were meant to be sung 
to the accompaniment of a lyre. But 

from other music. 
The improvisational techniques in jazz 

and the wrenching call-and-response 
pattern of blues inspire lyric poets like 
Jorge Luis Borges and Octavio Paz to 
free-associate and explore ideas and im-
ages. It is a free play.

Music is 
intrinsic to lyric 
poetry. In fact, 
it is the musi-
cal and lyrical 
qualities that lead 
the ideas and not 
vice versa. The 
subject or idea for 
lyric poems can 
be on anything 
under the sun. But 

lyric poets mostly prefer writing in the 
autobiographical-confessional mode. 

For the fact that most lyric poets are 
introverted, the journey inwards is more 
beautiful than life outwards. Even if 
external reality is absorbed by the lyric 
poet, he perceives it to a deeper subjec-
tive level. Politics, violence and warfare 
like in the case of Pablo Neruda’s lyric 
poetry are inquired with intuition. 

This is the same with Shillong Poets 
like Robin S Ngangom, Almond Syiem 
and Desmond Kharmawphlang.

Reading suggestions for the week:
1. Consciousness Explained by 

Daniel C Dennett
2.  The God Argument 

by AC Grayling

Mraindrops hitting the windowpane. It’s a gloomy 
day and I sit up in bed, convincing myself that 

I’m awake enough to study a chapter of History… and then 

no longer know what to call myself — a Class X student, 
a la dep exam matric student, or a 16-year-old who’s basi-
cally jobless and thus, more prone to mood swings than a 
normal teenager is supposed to be.

Well, those usual ‘horrifying nightmares about having 
board exams the next day and naturally being unprepared’ 
still continue to haunt me at night and I know the reason 
for this; it’s because every other person I come across these 
days has the same godforsaken line to tell me — “All the 
best for your results mo khun”. 

I know I sound ungrateful and I understand that all those 
‘Uncles and Aunties’ mean well but the frequency of the 
thing has made me take a hateful approach towards the 
statement. I mean, we all know that SSLC results will not 
be out for a month. So “Let me live!!!”

And then, the very ‘interesting conversation’ between this 
Uncle or Aunty and me takes the obvious turn, where the 
former asks, “So, what are you doing these days?” to which 
I answer the ususal, “I’ve been relaxing, doing things here 
and there, you know,” which, almost always, places me in 

as though I stated that I’m leaving the city and becoming 
a hermit. “Aren’t you taking up computer classes? Or any 

other course for that matter?” asks the person, somehow 
utterly concerned for my future.

I shake my head, wondering why the world is suddenly 
so interested in Computer Science and why every single 
student around me seems to be going for these classes. 

“So you’re doing absolutely nothing?” asks the person, 
now agitated and emphasising on the word ‘nothing’ so as 
to make me feel guilty for wasting the precious life that my 
parents gave me, but that this person is suddenly respon-
sible for. Hmmm… Strange.

“Oh well, I’m reading a lot and I’m continuing my writ-
ing. I also play the piano so….” I say, trying to quickly 
think of all the activities that I per-
form on a daily basis that do not 
include sleeping, eating, singing 
Korean-Pop songs or aimless wall-
staring. “So you’re actually doing 
nothing! Ko Khun, you can’t waste 
two months like this. Take up some 
classes, they’ll help you. Remember to enjoy too kein. I’ll 
go thied jhur now then mo. Bye,” responds the person who 

with the entire conversation I would have just had. Since 
when did ‘literature’ mean ‘nothing’? Since when did ‘mu-
sic’ mean ‘nothing’? You can’t tell me Shakespeare and 

Beethoven did ‘nothing’ their entire lives! And oh, I get 
it, remedial classes for two months are going to offer me a 
whole world of knowledge, I’d become, what society calls 
intelligent. Well, what if I don’t want to? 

I really commend people who do attend such courses. 
But there’s just no way that I can stop my eyelids from 
going against the rule of gravity when they don’t want to. I 
could actually consider leaving the city and become a her-
mit rather than challenge my sleep.

And don’t get me wrong. I do not ‘want’ to waste pre-
cious time either. It’s just that I don’t consider reading and 
writing a waste of time. Nor do I consider hours of piano-

playing a useless activity. What I 
also understand is that what we stu-
dents do during our vacation is our 
choice, which is made according to 
our interests. ‘Interests’ is the word 
to be emphasised here, I hope it’s not 

So, two things I’ve got to say; one, fellow students (let’s 
just stick to that term), let us do what we want to do, shall 
we? Because the eventual recipients of either ‘suffering’ or 
‘enjoyment’ will be us. Let us, of course, not take life too 
lightly, but let us also not indulge ourselves in this ever-
whirling pool of competition, that the world calls the key 
to success. We all know it isn’t.

Two, the adult readers, I am no one to tell you what to do 
but let me just tell you anyway(or hours of me writing this 
article would actually be considered a waste!); just relax 
a bit, will you? As you can clearly see, we are not really 
concerned about results (as yet); you may wish us when the 
time is right. As for now, let us do what we consider worth 
our time- studies, music or even sleep! Please keep your de-
fence mechanisms away too. I urge you not to start cursing 
me for feeding garbage to young minds because garbage is 
never fed to the mind, it is created. And I have faith in my 
contemporaries; I know they won’t waste their time.

The thing is, we all have dreams we want to achieve, 
so from time to time, could you please ask us what these 
dreams are? Could you help us believe in them, instead 
of explaining the fundamentals of the competitive world 
we live in? Could you help us build a world of goodness, 
instead of wasting time and energy explaining all the bad 
that there is on earth? Could you? I know you’re capable 
of doing so. The question is: Are you willing to look past 
competition and status and help develop skills that really 
matter in the youth of today? Anyway, so here I am now, 
sipping on juice and typing on a laptop; so, yes, Uncles 
and Aunties, I’ve spent almost a month doing ‘nothing’ and 
guess what? I plan to continue with it. 

(Contributed by Athira Saji)
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A tribute to Asifa  

I cried 
I cried for help, I cried for mercy
I cried in pain, I cried in fear 
I cried in anger, I cried in shame 
When can I see my horses again?

I cried the night, I cried the morning 
I cried for Mum, I cried for Dad 
I cried for uncles, I cried for aunties 
When will they come and help me?

I cried in hunger, I cried in thirst
I cried in cold, I cried in sickness 
I cried for food, I cried for milk
When will they let me go home?

I cried to stop, I cried for life 
I cried in tears, I cried in blood 
I cried when I am awake, I cried when I am 
unconscious
When will my bleeding stop? 

I cried for help, I cried for mercy
I cried in fear, I cried in pain
I cried and cried and cried... 
Because I know I won’t be home anymore.

L Mang Ngaihte

The Last Laugh 
Confronted with curiosity as they candidly spoke, 
Elucidate as with cause since they despised a joke, 
Bewildered was I, other than for everyone to see; 
There’s constantly other side of the story as it be,
Was engaged to toil, the arena of political show;
Of a barren land, to turn fertile and make it glow;
Genuine associates, rescuers all came to cohere;
Endowed a help out, of hands from far and near;
Aspirants list of names declared, I was not there;
An awkward act, the affront which I had to bear;
Enquired rhyme with reason, how was I ignored; 
So vaguely came the reply, I walked out the door; 
Was severely wounded, cuts akin of salon blades;
For fortune that altered, of effortless twirl of fate;
Alike situations re-iterated in the past, but gone;
Beloved ones beside me, opines waste to mourn;
The grace, strength and status that have depart;
The hypocrites, deceives by their bleeding heart;
Yes, all was not loss and with wings on our feet;
We shifted allegiance, with the intend to unseat;
Efforts yielded the outcome, 
Brandishing of scarves;
Too late to dabbles, triumphantly, the last laugh.

Sonny L Khyriem

Spring time
Hitting spring corners, love winks at time
Dance lifts spirits of mine to repeat efforts
To be young, even with a leaning head.

Singing in bathrooms, I imitate hopefully
Love’s honeyed lips, clapping of my own accord
To break youthful record of shouting joyfully
Slightly away from children.

Love nurses me, dance stimulates my mirth
During spring time, pushing me ahead of wisdom, 
Pulling me from dark thoughts 

We will be evergreen 
Conquering air of laziness and sickness.

Bipul Chandra Kalita
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150 reasons why Godse killed Mahatma
By Sanskriti Singh

Nathuram Godse had requested the 
court not to show any mercy to him 
or any one begging for mercy on his 

behalf and that the court should pass orders 
of sentence that might be proper. He pro-
fessed that honest writers of history would 

decision to assassinate the Mahatma.
Godse had stated 150 reasons to assassi-

nate Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi. But 
the main reason stated by him was the Ma-
hatma’s fast to put pressure on the Indian 
government to pay Rs 55 crore to Pakistan 
at the time of the partition. They had no 
other method of hindering this act of the 
Mahatma.

Had India paid this amount, its economy 
would have drastically declined, Godse had 
noted.

The book Why I Assassinated Gandhi? 
presents the statements of Godse in its un-
abridged form at the Red Fort trial. It also 
accounts the events, details of the investi-
gation and formation of the special court. It 
was noted that at this juncture, the govern-
ment became wiser when Godse completed 
his arguments before the High Court in 
Simla in June 1949.

As soon as the judges returned to their 

chambers, the police pounced on the press-
reporter, snatched notebooks and tore them 
into pieces. They threatened them too. 

The world had, since then, been curious 

to know about the details of Gandhi’s mur-
der. “What kind of men were they and of 
what ilk” had been asked all through these 
years.

Many writers of repute have ventured 
into this subject. In doing so they have 
destroyed the facts, substituted plain facts 
with malicious statements, and made insin-
uation in this so-called literary works.

The authentic statement will clear the air 
of misgivings.

The author, Gopal Godse, is the younger 
brother of the assassin. Gopal was also an 
accused in Gandhi’s murder.

If one wants to know the point of view 
of the assassination of Gandhi, one must 
read this book. Godse’s love for his coun-
try is truly revealed by the last statement 
— “Akhand Bharat Amar Rahe-Vande Ma-
tram (long live undivided India-Vande Ma-
taram)”.

(The author has appeared for Class X 
examination from BK Bajoria School)

Book: Why I Assassinated Gandhi; Au-
thor: Nathuram Godse & Gopal Godse; 

Compiled and Edited by: 
Virender Mehta; Publisher: Farsight 

Publishers and Distributers, Delhi; 
Pages: 207; Price:  Rs 170

Mahatma Gandhi leaving Meherauli, 
a Muslim shrine. This was one of his 
last appearances between the end of 

his fast and his death in 1948. 
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