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VIJAY NAIR 

 

TITLE OF COVER PIC 

THE SAD MUSICIAN 

ABOUT THE ARTIST 

I retired as Associate Professor, Department of English, 

Government Victoria College Palakkad, Kerala. I taught 

English Language and Literature in various colleges for 31 

years. My Ph.D. thesis was on the plays of Wole Soyinka. 

Mȅ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǾŜǊǎŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ ά¢ƘŜ /ƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

IŜǊƳƛǘŀƎŜέ όмфууύΣ ά5ƻƻǊǎ {ǿƛƴƎ hǇŜƴέ όнллуύΣ ά9ȅŜǎέ 

όнлмлύ ŀƴŘ ά²ƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ƻŦ [ƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ 5ŀǊƪƴŜǎǎέ (2013). My 

poems have also appeared in 42 offline and 80 online 

anthologies. 

I was awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 

[ƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ нлмсΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ψ/ǊƛǘƛŎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¸ŜŀǊΩ ƛƴ 



 

3 
 

2016, 2017 & 2018 at Destiny Poets, UK and was also 

ŀŘƧǳŘƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ΨtƻŜǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¸ŜŀǊΩ ƛƴ нлму ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ 

group. I have been fortunate to have had my poems 

ƴƻƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ƻƴ у ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴǎ ŀǎ ΨtƻŜƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƻƴǘƘΩ ŀǘ tƻŜǘǎΣ 

Artists Unplugged. Three of my poems have been included 

in the PG syllabus of BBMK University, Dhanbad. 

I have been writing poetry for the last 40 years. My interest 

in painting began 25 years ago. A poem is often inspired by 

thoughts or feelings about a person, place, or event that 

have left an impact on the poet, and hence compels him to 

άǎǇŜŀƪέΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ōetween the poet 

and the reader. 

ART PERSPECTIVE 

My artwork is hugely subjective and personal. Generally, I 

use bold colours to convey my thematic preoccupations. 

CƻǊ ƛƴǎǘŀƴŎŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ά¢ƘŜ {ŀŘ aǳǎƛŎƛŀƴέΣ L ƘŀǾŜ 

tried to express the dejection and the despair of a musician 

ǿƘƻ ƛǎ άōǊƻƪŜƴέ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘΦ 
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ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself.  
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
 ~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2021 
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BOOK OF THE MONTH 

ΧǘƘƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴΧōȅ .ƛƭƭ /ǳǎƘƛƴƎ 

 

LINK TO BUY THE BOOK 

https://www.cyberwit.net/publications/1722  

REVIEW BY DAVID GREEN 

https://davidgreenbooks.blogspot.com/search/label/Bill

%20Cushing 

Poets sometimes explain themselves at readings when 

filling in between poems. It can be useful. Bill Cushing does 

so here in an introduction. His last collection, A Former Life, 

reviewed here 5/8/2019, had a foreword that was more a 

biographical note and thanks but his introduction here goes 

https://www.cyberwit.net/publications/1722
https://davidgreenbooks.blogspot.com/search/label/Bill%20Cushing
https://davidgreenbooks.blogspot.com/search/label/Bill%20Cushing
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further. One might think of some poets who would benefit 

from doing likewise but perhaps it would ruin the mystique. 

By disciplining themselves to use language as efficiently, 

almost as miserly as possible, poets learn how to extract as 

much meaning from as few words as possible, Bill says and I 

like the 'miserly' in there. I'm less enamoured of the 

definition, ǇƻŜƳǎ ŀǊŜ άǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǎƻǳƭΣέ 

which reminds me of Carol Ann Duffy's 'poetry is the music 

of being human'. I'd say less than that, that poetry is the 

language poems are written in and a poem is a poem if its 

author says it is. I'd prefer not to claim too much for it. 

In this new book Bill has war poems, several that 

sympathize with outsiders and a number that are 

ekphrasticτbased on pictures that are provided alongside- 

and range from rhymed and metrical to unrhymed free 

verse and varying line lengths. For me the most successful 

is the 10 lines of Dispatches, with the double meaning of its 

title about the passing of his parents and, 
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aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀōƻǘŜǳǊ 

steeped her in dementia 

making death more like a cure. 

Without wanting to make it a definition of poetry, it's at its 

best when the language achieves more than its constituent 

parts. Also, in The Nature of Snow,  

it becomes difficult to tell 

whether it floats down 

or the world 

rises. 

Bill's enquiry into the phenomenon is slow-paced and 

mystical, using line-breaks to enhance its careful thought 

process. 

The pictures chosen as source material are as various as the 

poems, most memorably Women in Black by Marianne von 

Werefkin, 1910, which for all the world could have been by 

Marc Chagall. Ekphrastic poems need to add to their 
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picture rather than equate to them which Bill successfully 

does in Disappeared Dreams with, 

{ǘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ŀǾŜƴǳŜΣ  

these shadow babushkas 

grip full sacks in their left hand, 

holding our reveries like bales of cotton. 

War to End batters insistently on only two rhymes in its 13 

lines, three of which are 'blood'; Hazardous Material 

wonders whether import restrictions include such 

dangerous books as Ovid, Vonnegut and Solzhenitsyn 

which, of course, at times, they have. Right on Time is 

possibly the most successful of the poems recognizing the 

disregarded classes as a subject for reportage. The theme 

that draws the collection together is this concern for 

humanity which arrives at an appropriate time as America 

recovers from the horrors of the Trump presidency and the 

damage has to be repaired. There wasn't much poetry to 

be had in his agenda but we can hope that it is being 

restored now. 
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A MONSOON NOON 

We Need Legions of Traitors Like Stans  

Father Stan Swamy, not a mere voice of the voiceless,  

he, a priest who ΨƭŜŀǇǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘ 

ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴΩΦ  

 

¦ƴǎǘŜŀŘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜŘ ǎǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ tŀǊƪƛƴǎƻƴΩǎΣ 

 A frail and ailing elderly man, 

imprisoned, denied bail time and again, 

even for a sipper he had to set eyes to court.  
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Cold-blooded murder at Taloja prison.  

of course he was a traitorτhis oneness with poor tribals 

is an open testimony to his treachery! 

 

And we need legions of traitors like Stans 

who can speak truth to power,  

let millions traitors bloom  

and fill our arid lands with singing springs . 

 

Toothless patriots, sewed lips, chameleons,  

crows, rats, pigs, rotten tomatoes by roadsides    

I have seen much.  

 

I know why the caged birds still sing,  

And I know why the free birds oil feathers after each bath.   
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Abu Siddik: I am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 

Murshidabad, India. I work as Assistant Professor. I have 

contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. I have 

also published six books. 

www.abusiddik.com 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.abusiddik.com/
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WALKING PAINS 

A man so honest I  

Can't get throughτ 

His pain passing by  

 

in a short time.  

The soul said,  

do or die, 

I walked - the pain 

 



 

20 
 

 

And the soul all died 

a death.  

 

I tried with my  

Bones and heart 

 

Of body, not even  

a sharded impression: 

Months of ideation, days 

 

Of pother, - desert  

man in a hurry. 
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Adnan Shafi: I am a poet, writer, columnist, translator, 

Ghazal writer, motivational speaker, blogger, and reviewer 

from Tral Kashmir (J and K). I have contributed my poems 

to various reputed magazines and journals. I have also 

published my poetrȅ ōƻƻƪ Ψ¢ŜŀǊǎ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΩ. In 2020, I 

was awarded by Gujurat Sahitya Academy for poetry. In 

2021, I was awarded the Shakespeare medal for my literary 

merit, writing quality, uniqueness, and creativity. 

Furthermore, I have won the 2021 best achiever award in 

the field of EnƎƭƛǎƘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǘƭŜΣ ΨBest English Poet'. 
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AN OLD FRIENDSHIP 

I hear you when you say  

friendships felt like pacts 

 

that you were a part of,  

with a shaken belief on  

 

the warmth it emanated, if  

ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿƛǘƘǎǘŀƴŘ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦ  
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On a cloudy day with compromised 

lights you see better all that is 

 

blinding in stark daylight, 

like a sharp photo, not burnt out.  

 

There you see those thin discerning  

lines of rifts, ones you have ignored  

 

in the name of an easy bonding  

that time breeds in unbridled laughter. 

 

Then one day the crack-lines give in  

to some untoward event, unforeseen. 

 

All the metaphors of quakes, storms, 

avalanche do not ease your pains.  
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For the latest letting-go you resort to 

the swell of the rains. Your eyes comply.  

 

 

Amanita Sen: Amanita has 2 collectionǎ ƻŦ ǇƻŜƳǎΥ Ψ/ŀƴŘƭŜ 

Lƴ aȅ 5ǊŜŀƳΩ ŀƴŘ ΨWhŀǘ L 5ƻƴΩǘ ¢Ŝƭƭ ¸ouΩ. Her works have 

been published in numerous journals in India and abroad. 

She is a mental health professional and lives in Kolkata. 

 

 

 

 


