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Poetic Trends
Fetishising Nature and Pathologising the City 

With an overdose of self-pity, coyness, and excessive nature worship, the time is ripe for a renaissance of 
Bengali poetry. 

Sreedeep Bhattacharya, Sneha Roy Choudhury

The fancy of nature and its gaudy evocations, the maj-
esty and coyness of love, the pangs of separation and 
its sufferings—Bengali poets and readers have no 

spare from such fragile and drooping poetic content. Even in 
the 21st century, Bengali poetry remains obsessed with the 
regurgitate and the amenable. Even after three decades of 
market liberalisation, the representation of the contempo-
rary in Bengali poetry has remained stray and rare. Of 
course, the hangover of such imagery, birthed by a sloshed 
imagination, is not unique to Bengali poetry; it is common 
in other popular poetic movements like British romantic po-
etry or Urdu shayari. But in the case of Bengali poetry, several 
generations have remained immersed in nature worship. 
As if bewitched by some strange incantation, the 
ritual of eco-friendly poetry goes on and on. 

In the louring sky
Afl oat upon the mist-laden sea
The amber-hued moon

—Nirendranath Chakrabarti

The indispensable ingredients of this ritual 
have been fl ora and fauna, clouds, dreams, 
oceans, rivers, nightscapes, monsoons, spring, 
fl eets of agony, glorifi ed sorrow, and other overused 
motifs for non-stop lamenting. There is a copious 
number of “full moons,” “fallen leaves,” elaborate 
“howls of woe,” the sudden call of an “early bird,” and the vic-
tory of “supple balmy green” in these poetic texts. The poetic 
language and its inspiration remain innocent, tender, balmy, 
and cliché-ridden. The entire strain remains caught up with 
nostalgia and overtly ridden with nature metaphor and im-
agery. Who dares shake the Bengali poet out of this cosy 
stupor! It seems that their poetic labour remains incomplete 
and their poetry less poetic unless overloaded with nature 
allegories. Their heart stays scorched unless drenched in 
rain or shaded in a shower of blossoms. Our distinguished 
poets are all lovers of the environment. 

Smile not robin, I am ever a man of the garth
Don’t you cackle robin, I have known you from the start
For I am ever a man of the trees

—Joy Goswami 

Otherwise, what makes a true Bengali poet is the contempt, 
neglect, disdain, and insolence towards the contemporary, 

the quotidian. At the heart of this intentional denial, this 
calculated rejection of everything modern and urban is a 
conservative thought process of content division, that is, the 
onus of writing and describing the contemporary and the 
everyday experience falls upon the academic, the research-
er, the journalist, and on all other unpoetic and prosaic pro-
fessionals. The poet must only trudge the mystic lanes of the 
fanciful individualised comatose. This is not to suggest that 
poetry as a literary genre has an obligation to remain sim-
ple, realistic, and engage in social commentary. On the con-
trary, one might argue that an essential component of poetic 
expression and sensitivity is to mystify human experiences, 
human feelings, and claims that make a reader wonder and 

revisit the same lines, remaining immersed in 
the intricacies of the crafted abstraction. The 
ability to hint instead of stating clearly is indeed 
a self-indulgent poetic exercise. But the problem 
arises with the monotony and repetitiveness of 
metaphors and allegories, barring a few rare ex-
ceptions, such as the Hungry Generation Move-
ment and the Krittibas Movement, or the works 
of Samar Sen, Bhaskar Chakraborty, Prasun 
Bandyopadhyay, Ranajit Das, and Yashodhara 
Ray Chaudhuri. 

Ashen opacity that is born out of nature alle-
gories is coronated as organic Bengali poetry. 

It is hardly that these known ingredients are a part of 
the everyday life of the urban poets or part of their desired 
lifestyle. The poet may be social media-savvy and urbane, 
but the form and content of their poetry remains bound 
to the rustic natural dewdrop on the lotus leaves. Poetic 
representations that capture the contemporary–urban–
everyday usually carry heavy, negative connotations. The 
portrayal of the city, and of the poet as an urban dweller, 
is fraught with moral degradation, or the crisis and pain 
infl icted by the urban condition—such as a dominance of 
machines, mechanical and transactional relationships, a 
sense of alienation, despair and detachment, and the 
lack or loss of feelings. Instead of a celebration of the city, 
there is a dominant trend to pathologise the city and the 
poet’s location in that dark inhuman space as a sufferer 
either begging for sympathy or wanting to glorify the 
return to the pristine non-urban. As if the entire poetic 
project is to reduce and malign the city as a terrible site 
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of pain, depression, exhaustion, weariness, debility, empti-
ness, and distress. 

A day is like another day, another day is like yet another day—
similar, monotonous, reduced to skeleton—empty. 

—Bhaskar Chakraborty

Also, there exists the recurrence of emotional overload; 
the excesses of the heart or an experience of a heartache; 
thatched cantonments, affection-drenched rustic food, or the 
stench of the wakeful dew. The penury of failure has been 
glorifi ed while looking down on the establishment and the 
established poets. But the unsuccessful and failed as well as 
the known and unknown have mostly mocked, ridiculed, 
maligned, and slighted all that is urban–industrial–technical 
and postmodern to create this monotonous school of poetic 
thought and practice. The purpose is to return to the rural. 
To drown oneself in the rustic sights, smell, and sound is 
central to this undue excess—all the more because of the 
middle/upper-middle class–caste character of the poetic 
community which can afford to romanticise the rural. 

There are defi nite exceptions, but the notable tendencies of 
the mainstream Bengali poetic tradition remain the mainstay 
of this discussion. Critical and cynical refl ections on the every-
day urban condition can be found in the works of Kabir Suman, 
Nachiketa Chakraborty, Shilajit, and Chandril Bhattacharya, 
even though they are celebrated as lyricists/composers of the 
post 1990s generation in Bengali contemporary music, charac-
terised by the abundance of urban realism and a departure from 
this obsession with nature. Apart from nature obsession, there 
are a few characteristics typical of the Bengali poet. It is as if 
they have been told that in the absence of the combined infl u-
ence of these maladies, it is impossible to be(have) like a poet. 

As if the prosperous and the hedonist cannot be a poet—
such a timeless cultural baggage looms large upon poetic 
journeys. But does the presence of sophistication and glamour 
in the creative presentation imply shallowness? Or is the 
curated callous approach always glorious and honest? In 
order to preserve the sanctity of the creative mind, should 
the exterior pomp be necessarily named obscene? Are these 
seemingly paradoxical or does the construction of such divides 
make it easy to romanticise material deprivation and the lack 
of recognition? Material indulgence and the quality of art are 
not paradoxical. Whether the challenges of poverty or mate-
rial comforts—what might inspire someone and how cannot 
be determined by the gatekeepers of culture. 

Those that have, for generations, endorsed tender and nor-
mative poetic tendencies—encompassing content that cen-
tres nature–love–separation—their cultural agenda needs to 
be scrutinised. Much of readership, like ourselves, is craving 
alternatives. The restless mind seeks new language, stylistic 
innovation, and outlandish subject matter where there 
would be allowance for the wantonness of the unruly poet. 
With the end of this overdose of nature fi xation, coyness, 
and self-pity, the dawn of new light upon Bengali poetry is 

much-needed. And its source must not be the moon–sun–
dusk–fi refl y–candle cliches. For the steady recovery of Ben-
gali poetry, one hopes for the excess of chaos, the superfl uity 
of urbane complexities, a digital life and its depictions, stylis-
tic innovation, and outlandish themes.

[Note: All translations of the original Bengali poetry into English are 
by Sneha Roy Choudhury.] 
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Jallikattu 
Violence and Vigilantism

Jallikattu makes a compelling argument for the 
intersectionality of animal and human rights.

Rajlakshmi Kanjilal

The fi lm Jallikattu (2019), directed by Lijo Jose Pellissery, 
is set in a picturesque, nondescript forest village in 
Kerala. It tells the story of Kalan Varkey and his de-

sire for social mobility that motivates his family to 
migrate from the neighbouring state of Tamil Nadu. Varkey 
is treated as an outsider in a close-knit community. When his 
family fi rst arrived at the village, years earlier, his father 
took up the only available job of a butcher—a job that is not 
openly denounced by anyone but generally looked down 
upon. The fi lm explores the power relations within the com-
munity, specifi cally how Varkey is perceived and treated by 
other community members. Varkey takes over the family 
business after his father’s demise, making it his source of 
livelihood. Since food preferences are closely tied to one’s 
culture and religion, one would assume that as the sole 
butcher and meat supplier, he enjoyed a favourable social 
standing in a predominantly Christian community where 
beef is staple. On the surface, it seems that the villagers are 
content with his service. However, there is an undercurrent 
of distrust and dislike, albeit restricted to hushed tones and 
gossip. The setting and culture of the community are seem-
ingly constructed as homogeneous, but a hierarchy based on 
class—wealth, status, and profession—is evident.

In a key scene that highlights the network of illegal traffi ck-
ing of cattle across the border, a truck reaches the heart of the 
forest in the dead of night. Public health concerns are taken 
seriously and rules related to slaughter are stringent in Kerala. 
Yet, they are circumvented to meet the local demands that drive 
these nefarious activities. A truck with a bull usually arrives at 
night and the animal is slaughtered. In a rare instance, before 
Varkey is able to deliver the fatal blow and kill the bull, the 
bull escapes. The nameless bull runs amok in the village, 




