saavitri: 1949 - 1991:: Had she lived longer, she would have written more, and certainly more brilliant poetry. saavitri was born into a highly feudalistic family, married off into a more feudalistic and cruel family! During her short but very productive lifetime, she fought and fought against male chauvinism. She wrote about two dozen poems, a few essays and came to be known as ’radio saavitri’ for her talks on the AIR. She died of tuberculosis, and after her death, a few of her friends brought out a volume(’saavitri’) of her writings, under the editorship of aranyakrishna, in 1992.

Some critics recognize(rightly so!) that her poem ’baMdipOTlu,’ written in 1984 became an early and positive catalyst for the current upsurge of feminist poetry. baMdipOtlu was translated into english by C. Rama Rao and Arlene Zide as ’Dacoits’ and was published in ”In their Own Voice,” the Penguin Anthology of Contemporary Indian Women Poets (1993), edited by Arlene K. Zide. I will give both the original and the translation below.

Prof.Chekoori Rama Rao publicized this poem, read it at several university meets, reviewed it, and wrote an appreciation of it! He even included it as a must-read for B. A. Telugu candidates!!

c ¯ÍÑŚ QĞś

ÑĄ RĂ ¯ D aĂ ľ LŊ aĂ ľ GĂ ÑŚ VŐ aŊ àš LŐ éĄď ZĂ Ï aĂ ¯VĞĂ iĞ -IĄgĂ ZĂĺaĂÒľ SŐ dĂ fĂ eŐ nČ ¯Í

bĎ nĞĂ SSŠ ZĄ eŊ Ğ IĞĂ È ZĄĺ È ! kĂ nĂ gĂ - eŊ Ğ ¿ŽZĄ nŊ i ã kĂ şSĂ Ï ZĂĺfĂ ő ZĂĺ aĂÒľ SŐ ZĞĂ eĂĄ ZĂ eŐ nČ ¯Í

kĆSČ GŐ ¯ eĂ IĂ -eĂ ê gĄ NÏ SĄ eŊ Ğ IĄ kĆ żZĂ aĂÒľ SŐ gĂě eŊŔ ÑŚ f¯Í

aŊ jĂš ¯QŐ aŊ XĂę åpĂ Ï eŊ Ğ IĞĂ SĂ¯QŐ nŐ şLĄŽ dĂpĂÿ SĂ Ï

eŐ ¯ ÑĄÞ ¿Ž aŊ ¯¿ ZĂ N ZĂ ¯SSŠ nĂ IĂ eŐ eĂ eĂ ŋ Þĺ ã dĂÂ ¯¿ ÑĄÞ éŚď ¯XĂ Ï !

– March 23, 1984 ¯YĂŕ ÅŠő Ê kĆ gĂ aĂ Êŕ GĂ

Dacoits

When the teacher said: I’ll get you married off if you don’t recite the lesson I was afraid.

When my brother said: My ’husband’ is my boss who never grants me leave even when I need it most I grew suspicious.

When the neighbours said: But, he’s a man, a’maharaja’ so what could he be missing? I understood.

That marriage is a huge punishment, that a husband gobbles up your freedom, and that half the population that we nourished at the breast divides and rules.

– Translated by C. Rama Rao Arlene Zide.

Acknowledgements to Sri Venkateswara Rao Veluri for this posting on telusa