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The realization of the self is the main concern of R. K. Bhushan’s poetry. Apart from his techniques and forms, his basic theme is the desire to know and realize the different levels of his conscious and unconscious personal self- romantic and religious, satiric and spiritual. All these strains are well reflected in his maiden poetic accomplishment. Whatever be his moods and memories in his poems, all are a conspicuous attempt at the fulfillment of his known and hidden self. This desire to realize the self has troubled man’s thoughts for ages and has become particularly compelling in the present day theories and society which has completely at a loss to understand cultural, religious or ethical moorings. The poet seems to be purposively obsessed in the present collection of poems with the question of the realization of the self without losing the outer identity. It is rightly commented in his Introduction.

Uncompromising in his crusade, upholding the dignity of human life, Bhushan has never shown any kind of frustration, in spite of the bitterness and anger he sometimes feels. Ever cheerful and ever positive, he is a brilliant conversationalist. His deep concern for the steep decline in moral and spiritual values in the daily human life, everywhere is expressed in all honesty though with a sharp sting in his speech and writing. (Introduction)


All the poems of the collections show a deep perception of life and its experience which forms a hardened centre in the mind as the self, a deteriorating factor. We may be tired of the worldly experiences of fame, notoriety, wealth, sex and so on but we all want greater, wider experience of some kind. The pursuit of experience is the right way of life in order to attain greater vision. The mind is ever seeking experience, and that experience hardens into centre and from this centre we act. All of us live and have our being in this centre, in this accumulated, hardened experience of the past. It is also not possible to live without forming this centre of experience and sensation because life will then have significance quite different from that which we have given it. We are all concerned with the extension of the centre, recruiting greater and wider experience which ever strengthens the self which finally limits the mind. It is possible only when we have full awareness of life-an awareness in which there is no motive or choice, but simple observation of the daily go round of life and also its lived experiences which leave their best influence on the growth of personality in general. In this respect D. D. Bibra says about R. K. Bhushan’s poems:
The most striking future of Bhushan’s poems is their subjectivity, his poems come straight from his heart. In him, the man and the artist cannot be separated. Most of his poems are about his personal experiences, from adolescence to maturity, his mother and father, his musings and reflections about things and experiences which shaped his life and art, his emotions colours almost everything he writes about. (Introducing Bhushan’s Poetic Artistry, 2)


He is much dejected to see the world of man where ‘The birds of culture, the privileged vulture’ have become ‘the pride of civilization’. He expresses his anguish in ‘This is The World of Man’:



He projects nature thus;



He rejects nature thus;



He hurts nature thus;



He asserts nature thus;



Will if be his swan’s song?



Well, this is the world of man



In which lives the man of the world (22)
Even Jayant Mahapatra was highly impressed by the basic honesty in R. K. Bhushan poems when he said: One is particularly impressed he writes a line flatly like this, ‘This is a city of the dead’ when he succeeds admirably.” 

Most of the memory of man is based on sensation that can be either painful or pleasurable: from the painful we try to escape to the pleasure we hug. Thus the centre of our experience is essentially based on pleasures and pain. We are always pursuing experiences which we hope will be permanent and satisfying. Hence, there is everlasting conflict which is a destructive factor, both within the mind and our relation with the world which is society. One can see the conflict in his mind.


Now even the sense of complaint



Is dead and



There is only Happiness



Which poles into insignificance



All earthly pleasures (27)


The poet takes out some faults of society out of his wider experience where he observes man’s diligence has gone astray and it is ‘divinity to create and destroy the creation.’


Here daily human bonds



Are bonded together



With pole and hole, rape and tape;



Borrowed beliefs and unsure relief



We sense the mood of the moment,



Surrender with the sign of the lament (42)


According to the poet the mind which seeks sensation through experience becomes insensitive, incapable of swift movement and therefore it is never free. But in understanding its own self-centered activities, the mind comes upon this state of awareness which is choiceless, and such a mind is then capable of complete silence, stillness.


When we identify our self with a larger, the self disappears; identification is the process of self and longer is the projection of me. All the various forms of discipline, beliefs and knowledge only strengthen the self. We see the ‘I’ working all the time and always bringing anxiety, fear, frustration, despair, misery, not only to our self but to all around us. The poet creates an experience in which the self is going to be strengthened. When the man wants to dissolve the self he has only need to say to be the same to which he is looking at. That is the experience of the self and so, the self is strengthened. The poet wishes earnestly to merge in other creatures but fails hopelessly:



If I were God, I’d show mercy;



If I were a saint, I’d take pity;



If I were a sage, I’d sermonize;



If I were a tyrant, I’d terrorize;



If I were a savage, I’d kill and fly;



And all this for delight



Alas! I am none, nor would be one (65)


Sri Paramhansa Yogananda says:

Millions of people never analyses themselves. Mentally they are mechanical products of the factory of their environment, preoccupied with breakfast, lunch and dinner, working and sleeping and going here and there to be entertained. They don’t know what or why they are neither seeking nor why they never realize complete happiness and lasting satisfaction. By evading self-analysis, people go on being robots, conditional by their environment. True self-analyses is the greatest art of progress.  (Yogananda, 73)


The poet in R. K. Bhushan is always in the constant search for the self where man may not preoccupied with daily routine and temporary joys. He says in ‘The Thistles of Acacia’:



I longed for the death of lust,



I rot in the shadows of dust,



With my soul staring at the speck of trust,



When winds could not fell the wobbly bust (48)


The poet thinks that if man forgets himself, deny himself, put himself cut of the way by dedicating his life to something much greater and more vital than himself, he will perhaps experience a bliss, a happiness which is not movably physical sensation and if man can do nothing of these things, man can hope to stop thinking about himself. R. K. Bushan also loves each one selflessly and says that love has been a puzzle to him throughout the life. It is not clear weather man is living for love or he loves to live and finally he is convinced with the answer of his own self and says:



All my life



I could neither understand nor solve



Still I love



Without any meaning in it



And also without any joy or delight (11)


His feelings of love are also self searching. His poem ‘Not Knowing’ is the perfect example of this where he is unable to define or understand love. J. Krishanamurti also says:

Love is the only thing that is new, eternally new. Since most of us have cultivated the mind, which is a process of time, which is the result of time, we do not now what love is. We talk about love; we say we love people, love our children, our wives, our neighbor, we say we love nature, but the moment I am conscious that I love, self activity has come into being; therefore it ceases to be love. (Krishnamurti, 143)
Bhushan Also says:



Not knowing



What love and last were



I desired you



---------------------



A few summer afternoons we stole



For stupid delights



That was all and no more! (33)


To make his point more clear, he has explained the problem of the self with various, social, biological, psychological and philosophical theories. He has opened several veils of the mystery of the inner being to discover the self, the essence of human life. For him, the real meaning of one’s self is to merge in the glorious existence of God. He says:



I long to be close-



So close that love,



More love, still more love



Leads me-in oblivion I-



Into the deepest deeps



Of soul-the only bliss,



They say unattainable



I yearn to lose myself



There! (9)


The human predicament for longing to live or live for love is well exposed by the poet. The human soul also become the prey to it and his JiJivisha grows more and finally man is helplessly compelled to live and follow the commands of his heart. The poem ‘Live and Love’ explains his meaning in a satiric tone when he ends his poems saying, ‘Helpless poor me/ obeys the commands’. Once again man’s longing are on the track when he tries to realize the power of ‘be’, that ‘be’ that wishes to be one with the supreme soul when that ‘be’ alone makes the difference and man is qualified to make a plea in the Court of God:



But beyond youth



Where gleams the divine truth,



A passing illusion here,



And our plea



In the court of eternity (12)


Man is always mixed in delusion unless taken out by his consciousness and his consciousness cautions him when he is failed in life in some respect. Then the question for the self rises. His beautiful poem ‘self delusion’ is an offering to failures in life. Various colors of life are pictured here. Failure always paves a way to success. Man knows well that his material pursuit will lead him nowhere and in spite of gaining all he is still empty handed.



We follow them all



With a choice to win,



And a will to lose



Reaching nowhere



Through somewhere (15)


‘Man to God’ is his salutation to God. He sees everywhere the all pervading God to rescue, help, bless and love the man. Perhaps all of us equally realize the God, so during each suffering we lift our hands for the help from God. He prays: 



Hence I feel prompt to invoke



Thee to keep me somewhere (21)


According to the poet if man sees outwardly, he is merely an amalgam of notions for gain. He does not wish to loose anything and when the question of morality arises, he instantly retains unhesitatingly his sense of gains kicking his moral sense. So for the common man, life is quite understandable to him when there is a talk on morality. The whole soiled material surrounding has marred the morality of the modern man. Man has no identity of his own. He just want to be the bone marrow of whole texture of world and in doing this, they are losing their identity. The whole modern concept is well portrayed by the poet here:  



I live amidst



The living dead, haphazardly fed,



For strike and sex; carnal carnival



Soaring tunes amusing with



Pops and raps; websites and mobiles,



Concealing our squeals



I live, surely, amidst



Existentialists! (26)


‘Mood of Inward Looking’ indicates poet longings for meditation. In the typical modern world, outward, joys and pleasure can not be everlasting. Only the meditation serves the purpose; what you are! And why you are! By looking into his own conscience the poet feels contended and happy and he rises from the level of complaint and fame. For him, if man looks into his own heart, he will find himself the treasure troves of ecstasy beyond ‘all earthly treasures’.


For knowing the self, there is an utmost need to know God, the creator and his power. The poet sees everywhere the omnipresence God and each time, he feels the ‘celestial music’. He says:



I see and hear



The waves of celestial music



And glow of His being



Expanding fast to circle the universe



To shape the vision of mankind-



Man, world and God- all One (34)


Romanticism has great impact on moulding of the poet’s sensibility. He tries to discover what is at the centre of an individual’s life and though he does not claim for any finality, he discovers an essence which has close affinities with human soul, which is in fact the human soul. His mixing of romanticism with spiritualism is the chief attraction. So he says:

Poetry is an internal quest for the eternal. So the course of poetry is ever fed by the eternal springs gushing forth from the sources known and unknown, visible and invisible, but cool, fresh and fragrant, dancing out in the luxury of jubilation. That is why, this course, instead of going dry, has been flowing fast, flooded deep shallow, silently, noisily, turbulently, straight or zigzag from the glorious summits through the hills, woods and meadows, skirting round and through the hamlets and cities carrying on its bosom the tranquility, the tension and the turmoil leave, dead, flowers spread and twigs ahead, with eternal sounds and melodies, hues and hugs of the seasons, sobbing sighing, roaring, laughing-never stopping but singing and singing producing even jarring and discordant notes, age after age.” (Preface, 9)

‘Gaining the Lost’, and ‘Pains of Prosperity’ are some examples in this regard. In ‘Gaining the lost’, he spreads the colours of romanticism:



Wrapped in the flamboyant colours,



Bathed in the intoxicating fragrances,



Of the early spring morning



With dew dancing



On the petals and leaves



In all their cooling freshness



You came to regale



My soul suppressed long (42)
‘Ruin Revisited roused a riot of emotions in him for ‘dazzling diamonds and pure pearls white’ presenting bewitching beauty-‘You looked enticing, though in haste/Broad smile on your twisted lips/And a smart twist on your hips…,’(66) These references of coloured reflections recited to the poet ‘lays of hope lost long.’ It seems both a yearning and a fulfillment of the romantic self of R. K. Bhushan. This romantic self is both literary and ordinary. He evaluates his romantic self in the lasting romance of the adventures of brain and brain leading into the enchanting romance of magic and black art, splashed desires and fathomless passions. Equally enticing is the tale of adventure of Odysseus narrated with high sounding passion by the poet to realize his own in ‘The Magic and the Magician.’

The collection affirms the birth of the ordinary individual and his everyday life. He intends to discover extra-ordinary in the ordinary through his power of imagination. He also attacks the predominating attitude of contemporary society while a glorious technical and scientific accomplishment takes little stock in the imagination or in individual talent.


The human soul has certain latent characteristics. It has intimations of immortality and has the capacity to overcome the existential anxiety over death. The thing which makes man ill-equipped to handle the phenomenon of death are abstract ideas, alienation from others, surrender to unreality and false self-hood and those who enslave themselves to their ideal, limit their choice for death and undergo a living death. R. K. Bhushan’s memory on his father entitled ‘My Memories of My father’ reflects the same about his father.



Always true to yourself



Happy with the little pelf



Easily misled with crushed innocence,



Sacrifice was --- of your pretence!



Dark rationality guided you all your life,



Even when the adversities were rife



Gulled by all and lulled by none,



You were sorrowed by savagery



And strained by service selfless;



Your affections stood undefiled



When suffering were largely piled (52)


In fact, his father knew the dark domain of death, so he gave everything for other’s comfort without caring for his own and thus the poet describes the end of his life:



Lighter than a lotus when I lifted you last,



Caring sons preparing for your obsequial bath



Your heroism and charity sung in dirge so fast;



Crowds of memories crossed;



For you, no consolation, comfort or reward



Your return! God forbid!



Beloved father (54)


Thus by giving the example of his father’s life and ultimate death, he wishes to prove that when death puts an end to the physical life. Why a man should must attach so much value and comfort to it. His all efforts to amass wealth in old age lose its significance as it is a must and people easily reconcile to it. Besides, death is also no less sensational. It forces people to think over the virtues or the vices of the dead. This glowing tribute to his father and his admiration and idolization for the life his father lived and endured is a strong pointer to his own self. But he does not stop here rather he pays a poignantly moving and splendid tribute to his mother in ‘Salute to Thine Glory.’ Thus, intermingling the Godly status of mother as the very source spring of all light love and learning in human life, It looks as if the poet emphasizes his own self both as mother and father for his own children. He brings to light every kind of wrong which man of present times is doing. He mirrors finally, the disguised life of man in ‘Homage to Hypocrisy’



Tactful at concealing the real self,


He never shuns cunning for pelf



He feigns sensitivity to all criticism



But is liberal in relishing all witticism



To please the monkey and flunkeys, he carries tales,



Audacious in retreat, if quoted and the other pales (57)


He is somewhat dolorous on seeing the negligence, discrepancy, delinquency, pretence and distortion of man. He brings out special package to them all that such people are ‘seemingly respected by all / backbiting made them tall’. In such circumstances, the question of raising the sleeping consciousness can’t be put forth. The people doing such gymnastic in life can not think of their existence or self. They just know their matter of course. Neither they can be called introvert, nor can they see the invisible remote results. He says:



Nature he felt helpless to change



Invisible to him was Nemesis within range



Often dressed in forgery all the issues he pressed



Good at knowledge shallow, in oily tongues blessed (58)


The poet is fully aware of the rot that runs and works in society at the political, social, economic or religious levels. His painful self reveals itself in his satiric vein- soft, stinging, biting and of course, candidly and courageously. In ‘Rhyming Rhymes’ he tells us about the whines ‘Of the fattened hounds/Crossing all bounds’ and ‘The secret service minks/Peeping through the chinks.’(7) All painting-

Their existence with shams and cants

To conceal their shallowness and starvation. (19) 

He moans:

Our sense of loss is dead and 

Morality thy name is Mammon!

The world is too much with us. (21)

These lines are from ‘Beyond Understanding’, his award winning poetry at the International Poetry Convention held in Washington DC (USA) in August 2001. The satiric strain in more haunting in his ‘The Vision of Grinning Monkey’, ‘I Live Amidst’, ‘The Celebrities at the Gallows’, ‘Hymn to Tomorrow’ and in the naked brutal images in ‘Testing the Taste of Time.’ His ‘Hymn to America may appear to be a myopic view of American history and society but it is not possible to ignore the undercurrent subtle satire. We may surely say that R. K. Bhushan tactfully and daringly realizes and expresses his true self in his poetic creations.   

   To such an observing eye and absorbent mind as that of R. K. Bhushan, it must be an absolute necessity to seek relief, and fine expression in poetry. In seeking that expression which is a subconscious effort all the time culminating in those few moments witnessing the birth of a torrent, the poet attains height of self- transcendence. There is an echo in his poems and his experience is getting transmuted to a universal level. He is also conscious of the spiritual vacancy and poverty of imagination in modern man. Fear of death, fear of self, fear of facing the world, fear of a certain kind of faith and many other nameless fears crowd man, and asphyxiate him. He wants a sort of getting through. Most of his poems are perceptions, fresh and marked with a fine imaginative sensibility of disrespectful aspects of external reality that sustain suckle and swell his gloom edged consciousness.


To sum up the whole article, we may say that R. K. Bhushan’s poetry has ample course to delve deep in self and sustain the outward shows of the world that have surface value and less thoughtful. The language, the ups and downs in speech, the internal rhyme, cacophonic sound, and these poetic devices make his poetry emotional equivalent of his thoughts. His use of sounding words equally attracts the readers and makes him satisfy. Thus Sentinel of the Soul perceives the modern way of life sans any thoughtfulness and observance in which strife, confusion and antagonism are ever spreading and ever engulfing so the book is a fine attempt of the poet to decipher the self. 
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