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To all the martyrs and refugees of Ukraine 
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Amit Shankar Saha 

 

Event Horizon 

 

As Russian troops march into Ukraine 

and the world clamours to take sides, 

I am too lost in my black hole 

under the gravity of your thoughts. 

 

I'm an alien civilization  

hiding in the dense Dark Forest,  

exploring your blinding quasar 

to reach my mind's event horizon, 

 

where you're fixed for ever and ever 

while the soldiers march into Kyiv. 

Here, coming nearer to you, 

I too am taking sides in my love. 
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Candice Louisa Daquain 

 

If I were alive to ask 

I am crouching behind a tiger awaiting gun-fire 

I am cowering in a corner hearing their raised voices descend over the ridge 

bombs and modern weapons with foreign names, made of lightning and horror 

I am thinking of John Lennon, wondering if he meant what he sang 

as the stray bullet finds me, I realize it doesn‟t matter 

for I will not celebrate my 8
th

 birthday now 

nor if I could survive, taken to a hospital, now gutted with war 

we have nothing to celebrate with, no job, no home, no future 

my future is broken before I lived it, poison raining from the sky 

while I lie dying, I think of walking to borders, knowing they will turn me back 

while I lie dying, I think of hiding somewhere until it‟s over, but it isn‟t going to be 

no solution repairs wounds filled with rot 

I don‟t know the words at 7 never turning 8, but if I did 

I would tell the nameless murderers: Shame! Don‟t we learn? Why are those who  

don‟t know history doomed to repeat it? I would call to my parents 

Mother, Father, stop the pain, it hurts, it hurts, it hurts  

I don‟t know these words, I only know how to keen like a dying animal 

unheard for the ceaseless whistle of artillery and bombs 

the last sound: An explosion, It feels like life in reverse  

will we stop this one day? And all learn, war is a monster 

do not feed it, do not entertain it, no good comes 

from dancing with devils and puppet-masters  
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If I were alive to ask, I would say to world leaders 

what good did we ever achieve with violence? 

Why do generations have to be crushed? 

I fear it is nothing to do with what they tell us 

on the news, if I had a TV, if my home were not rubble 

talking heads say war is about defending something 

I think it‟s about people in power, making money  

moving chess pieces, removing hope, burning land 

and we? We who do not live to our 8
th

 birthday? 

We are the pawns who do not wake up. 
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Mitali Chakravarty 

 

Sunflowers in Wasteland  

Dulce et decorum est 

Pro patria mori* 

 

As butterflies hibernate among poppies in 

Flanders fields, war clouds gather. 

Red rain freezes on pristine white snow.  

 

Soldiers with sunflowers paint on blue  

skies yellow petals to fight for freedom  

from the ruthlessness of tyranny.  

 

In a human construct called paradise,  

post-death can freedom be savoured 

as drums of the living roll in victory?  

 

Rolls of thunder reverberate.  

Magical chants of a downpour incant  

spells to enchant the orcs — 

 

Da, Datta, Damyata, Dayadhvam,  

The generous restraint with mercy  

born of love. Love that frees. Peace. 
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They knew it all. They had lived through war.  

Eighty years and more, do you recall the  

mushroom clouds that rained annihilation?  

 

 

 

1. Lines from Horace used by Wilfred Owen in his famous poem, Dulce et Decorum Est. Translated it 

stands: “It is sweet and fitting to die for the homeland.”  

2. In Flanders Fields is a poem written for the first world War by John McCrae  

3. How sunflowers became a symbol of Ukranian resistance 

4. Orcs are monsters from Lord of the ring  

5. Da, Datta, Damyata, Dayadhvam are quoted from the Upanishads by TS Eliot at the end of his poem, 

Wasteland, published ironically a hundred years ago, reflecting the post first world war scenario 

6. Mushroom clouds from atom bombs in Japan ended the last major war in Europe in 1945. 

 
  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dulce_et_decorum_est_pro_patria_mori
https://poets.org/poem/dulce-et-decorum-est
https://poets.org/poem/flanders-fields
https://www.businessinsider.in/international/news/how-sunflowers-became-a-symbol-of-ukrainian-resistance/articleshow/89906348.cms
https://www.britannica.com/topic/orc
https://poets.org/poem/waste-land
https://www.livescience.com/why-nuclear-bomb-mushroom-cloud.html
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Flowers of Resistance  

 

Poppies give way to sunflowers. 

Mushroom clouds hold the threat 

of annihilation. The resistants fight  

to nurture gardens of aspirations.  

 

In the freezing cold, sunflowers  

sing songs of freedom. Poets  

from their graves rewrite songs  

that should never have been sung.  

 

The sunflowers continue to bloom  

despite the tears, the terror, the pain, the  

violence, the violations, the decimation of  

cities, gardens, hospitals, fauna, flora.  

 

The war rages with the horror of it all.  

The insane ensconced in the safety of  

the castle dance as footfalls of death  

destroy gardens of divergent blooms.  

 

The sunflowers continue to resist with love.  
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They wait for the skies to clear, to free the 

gardens to nurture again peace, tolerance,  

filled with the colours of love and diversity.  
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Weep O Warplanes!  

 

The skies riddled with warplanes, 

the land over-ridden with tanks, 

cry blood-drops from humankind 

till the rivers freeze incarnadined.  

 

Are we so desensitised to the loss of lives 

that we sit and watch YouTube uploads on 

social media and discuss war crimes?  

Will no one say it is criminal to take lives? 

 

Will no one stop the insane while they 

sip on human blood to justify walls,  

differences, intolerance, hate? Jets  

bomb hospitals, babies, all the living. 

 

Tears wash homes and hearths, but  

does that clear away the blood lust?  

Cries rise from the entrails of the Earth 

as gunpowder and weapons pollute.  

 

Humans and the planet weep  

together to mourn the end of lives.  
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Shruti Sareen 

 

The Pity and the Futility of Enmity 

 

"And So, Goodnight." Thus began a most gut-wrenching chapter in my favourite childhood series, Anne of 

Green Gables. Anne's dearly beloved son Walter died fighting in World War I, leaving behind his parents, 

five siblings, and his fiance-- the whimsical, fairylike and sensitive, Una Meredith. Recalling this incident 

twenty two years later still brings goosebumps. The agony, the anxious waiting they suffered, only to be was 

followed by the news of devastating death meant the end of all hopes and dreams for the young, blooming and 

much in love, Una. For Anne, it meant the death of her second child, as one had already died as an infant at 

childbirth. Rilla, Anne's youngest daughter, was to experience the same misery as she waited for her fiance, 

Ken, to come back from the war. Although Ken was not killed, and he did finally come back, Rilla's mental 

torture would scarcely have been less than Una's. Although Canadian, the effects of WW I reverberated and 

reached them too, as they had to fight in support of the British Empire and the Allied Forces. 

 

Another favourite childhood series was a lesser known one called the Chalet School by Elinor M Brent Dyer. 

No ordinary school story, this is a realistic portrayal of a girl's boarding school in the quiet and peaceful 

Tiernsee / Tyrol in Austria and how this beauty is cruelly shattered when Germany invades Austria. Although 

we tend to think of Austria as part of the German empire, Austria was Germany's very first invasion and 

annexation, just as the English first annexed the Irish. This is sat at the time of WW II. The school repeatedly 

has to shift locations with the onset of war. For sometime in between, they are forced to be shut down. They 

encounter Nazis when trying to escape, they see food and gas rationing and frequent blackouts. Throughout 

all this however, an opposite strain of love, hope, and helping and supporting each other continues. 

 

While on this subject, I cannot help but mention my all-time favourite film set in Austria, The Sound of 

Music. Mostly known for its heartwarming fun frolic and lightheartedness, we also find the Captain being 

forced to enlist for the German navy against his wishes. Our heartbeats race and we panic and my 

goosebumps rise again as the nuns help the von Trapp family hide in a cemetery, and help them escape to 

peace and freedom in Switzerland. Many however, would not have been as lucky as the Captain. And yet, 

through the song Eidelweiss, the pure white national flower of Austria, we see the Captain's sorrow at 
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witnessing what is happening to his country, and his desire to remain there even as he is forced to flee at the 

same time. 

 

The German film Madchen in Uniform shows a very different girls boarding school as compared to the Chalet 

School. Here strict discipline is enforced, most teachers are unfeeling and the girls are supposed to act 

mechanical and robotic. As Manuela, starved for love, finds herself in love with her teacher, Fraulein von 

Bernburg in this all‐female institution, she is ostracized and punished by the school authorities, and was a bare 

hair's breadth away from suicide when she is rescued by the girls of the school, and the kind Fraulein von 

Bernburg.  

 

Homosexuality was considered criminal and queer people were killed en-masse by Hitler. Although we 

normally hear only of Jews, not only Homosexuals but disabled people too were killed by Hitler in 

concentration camps en-masse. Any kind of deviance or difference from the constructed norm was 

systematically stigmatised, criminalised, and punished. 

 

Virginia Woolf, driven to madness, walked into the river with her pockets full of stones and drowned herself 

deliberately. Is it any wonder that a sensitive soul like Woolf would be driven to insanity and despair at 

witnessing the horrors of not one, but TWO World wars? Didn't the shell-shocked traumatised soldier 

Septimus Smith in Mrs Dalloway a parallel to Clarissa, and by extension, to Woolf herself? Is the insanity 

within these people or is it a malaise of society itself? Virginia Woolf had to shift from her house in London 

due to the war, and she heard warplanes droning overhead and bombs being shattered every afternoon? And 

how would Virginia feel when her nephew, her sister Vanessa's son decided to enlist as a soldier in the war 

and went away to far off China? 

 

Sylvia Plath tells us about the big black boots of the Nazi brutes and how despicable the Nazis were in 

stealing gold and rings from the Jews that they killed. Feeling vulnerable, she calls herself a Jew. Although 

she did not live exactly during the war years, the enormous shadow that WW II cast loomed big in Plath's life 

and she was also taught several courses on the Holocaust in school and college. 

 

Although not exactly about the World Wars, I cannot resist mentioning my favourite singer  my beloved 

Tracy Chapman. Tracy talks to us about so many, many kinds of wars. They may not all be in the battlefield. 
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Some are fought within homes when men beat women, and when the police arrive, they dismiss it calling it a 

private, domestic affair. Tracy tells us of apartheid-- the visible and the invisible lines between blacks and 

whites that you cannot cross. Tracy brings out the pity and the pathos of a boy carrying a gun--- and shows us 

how actually society has created him. It is our actions and negligence that has led the boy to pick up the gun. 

Ever hopeful, however, Tracy still dreams of the urgency of a resolution. Tracy tells us how America has 

betrayed the dream of America--- the equality, the freedom does not exist. America has become a highly 

capitalist and consumerism society feeding on the underdog. Tracy talks of subcity with the main city--- poor 

people whom the president disregards, young girls who yearn for the contraries of freedom and belonging to 

fulfil their dreams. Tracy uses the metaphor of a fast car to escape from these prisons. Although a lesbian, 

Tracy addresses this in her love songs than in her political ones. 

 

What I tried to address here are various aspects of war and conflict, movingly represented through literature 

and art. Specific though they may seem, they are universal, whether it be Kashmir, or Afghanistan, or Syria, 

or Ukraine, or just about any place on earth. 

 

I would like to end this piece with a reference to Wilfred Owen's 'Strange Meeting' where two men meet in 

death, in neighbouring graves, underground. They recognize each other because they are the killer and the 

killed. They have been enemies. But now in death, they embrace each other as friends. 
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Susmita Paul 

 

Three weeks ago, 

the clock in my living room had stopped at four 

One couple in coitus  

sharing notable deep sighs.  

One child sucking  

at its empty bottle of milk while sleeping.  

One outstretched hand from  

behind the bars of memory  

grasping the silence.  

 

I was sleeping, 

unaware,  

that at this moment in time,  

somewhere, someone,  

is making the human connection  

bow in unbecoming disgrace. 

 

I dreamt I slipped, and 

from the broken soul erupted  

the phantasmagoria of greed.  
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My soulmate 

She is as bubbly one can get. 

 

Her two young daughters clamour over her 

As she tells me that her mum‟s village might as well be the next. 

I nod my head in silence. Then we hang up. 

I look up and see the pine trees looking through me. 

 

I am now below the mango tree, arguing with my ma 

Whether freedom is corrupting me.  

 

There is a storm.  

 

I try to gaze into the distance through the pine trees,  

As a voice reads the news hauntingly.  

 

I look up and see my son playing 

I nod my head, trying to shrug off the wail rising within. 

As she tells me that her mum‟s village is on the line, 

I am undignifiedly thankful. 

 

I am as selfish as it gets. 
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Madhumita Majumdar 

 

A Walk to Home 
 

The road ahead was unpromising 

A tin box and a toddler on shoulder 

Half veil over her sweaty face 

The tail of the cotton sari tied in knot held their last savings 

The six year clutched the 10 rupees Milk Bikis packet 

3 for lunch and 3 for dinner 

The pair of blue sunglass on the man was reminiscent of a time of some life 

400 kilometers and two borders crossed 

Home was a mirage! 

 

Three years ago a journey began away from home 

The 10 by 12 half brick and half bamboo weaves @ 800 a month 

A few hundred saved, the foundation of life unlived 

A small cot two years ago and sleeping toddlers on it 

A dream broken by an unknown strike. 

 

The master was kind and spoke of changing times 

Gave his child a few books and a new dress 

Wings for a caged bird 

The soft humming of alphabets 

The man scrubbed the car softly - a faint hope on his brow 

The slow fire at home 

Promise of a meal 

Stripped violently. 

 

A month‟s pay and no promise of another day 

The rent  not a possibility 

Cot sold @800 
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To home where no hearth waited. 

A camera stumped: How long have you been walking? 

Tears and hollowness captured with professionalism 

4 Biscuit packets a payment of the „interview‟ 

4 pairs of hollow eyes, a passerby thrust 4 bottles of water and a sanitizer 

Few helpful people masked them 

4 pairs of lonely eyes; this time the camera veered on those who masked them 

Humanitarian efforts: biscuits, bottles of water and a mask 

Yet Home was miles away… 
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V. L. Rinawmi 

 

TRAMPLED  

 

In the dead of the night, you came 

An intruder close to their homes, 

Crossing over their borders, 

On their trysa you trampled, 

The midnight call; a darkened whisper 

That turned into a blaring sound 

You fired the first shot and how mercilessly 

You shattered their cities to pieces 

With your tanks and bombs and rockets, 

That rained their morning glory. 

 

Stony and aloof, you came  

To flick on their warning siren, 

The first cry mimicked devastation,     

Whilst the world heard their cry and their call, 

Yet no one came to the rescue!  

That was when their nightmare began, 

The chasm between the words, 

The waves are big and rising high 

And whilst hope are burnt out, 

Yet they stalwartly tried to swim through you. 
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Like a thief in the night, you came 

To tamper their innocent hearts,  

Brutal and callous you embrace iniquity, 

On their souls you trampled, 

You heard their voiceless voices  

A baby, a child, an elderly, you spared no one 

A father, a son, a husband, stayed behind 

Left their dreams to sabotage your devious plan, 

You saw their bodies crawling in blood, 

Now, a smell of insane death whirls everywhere. 

 

 

A sunflower for your gun; 

Let them plant their seeds once more, 

Let them wear their yellow petals with deference, 

Go back to where you came, retreat!  

And let their dawn returned once more. 
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