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Jawaharlal Nehru
November 14 came and passed; most
people in Australia did not notice. Yes,
the SBS Hindi programme mentioned
the Children’s Day. But the rich NRIs
and the richer Indians did not remember
Nehru, the architect of modern India, the
visionary who laid the foundations of
scientific research, including atomic
research and technology.

The political opponents like to remind us
of his failure in relation to China, the
Maoist country that betrayed the trust,
broke the Panchsheel agreement, and
even today continues to show its
muscles on the North-East borders.
The so not acknowledge that his non-
aligned foreign policy, that displeased
the western Power - the USA, has
withstood the test of time. India remains
boldly independent in its defence and
foreign policy.

They like to blame him, only him, for
the partition of India — out of ignorance.
They forget that even Gandhiji was so
disillusioned that he acquiesced after
initial resistance.

Readers who have not yet read Nehru’s
Autobiography and The Discovery of
India, please read these books to
understand his vision and to know him
as a compassionate man that he was.
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Nehruji’s favourite verses from
‘Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening’
by Robert Frost.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before | sleep,

And miles to go before | sleep.
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No, it’s not your fault, friend

Bit by bit by bit the heart breaks
Keeps getting broken breaking
Does not get shattered for good.

No it’s not your fault friend,
It’'s my heart that get’s broken
Keeps getting broken;

Does not get broken for good.

No it’s not your fault.

It my heart that get’s broken

and the bits
get scattered:

a piece there under your feet,
a piece in the ring there,
on that finger.

Many grains fly in the wind
getting into those eyes,
causing tears.

No, not your fault friend.
It’s this heart that did not learn
the ways of the world —
it did not learn the lingo
of the commerce of relationships;
the fool, it thought people understood
the idiom of the eyes;
did not know, the fool, that
there are layers upon layers
of screens between the heart
and the eyes.
No, It’s not your fault;
It’s the heart that just gets broken, and
keeps getting broken,
But does not get broken for good!
No, it’s not your fault, friend.
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The rainbow across
The Swan teases me to work
For the pot of gold.

2.

Which golden ray, when

At what slant, may lives illumine
Who knows; love happens.

3.

Layers numerous

Curtains on curtains. Words, words.
Obscure the feelings.

4.

Leaves bronze brown and pale
On every branch, on the ground
Life colours my love.

5.

Showers, clouds, sunshine
Changing face of the city,
Facades of your love.

6.

They sigh and whisper

They shout out aloud, publish
Sad and mad poets are.

7.

(John Howard once said Kim Beazley did
not have the ticker.)

Ga ga we go o’er

Tickery, tickery John

Got a heart has he?
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