"FLAMES NOT FLOWERS"
By Terry Allan

Har nari ki yahi ladai                          It is the struggle of all women
Jhadoo maro Dow ko                          Beat Dow with a broom
Phool nahi Chingari hain hum         We are flames not flowers
Jhadoo maro Dow ko                          Beat Dow with a broom

Ither se maro, Uther se maro              Beat from this side, beat from that side
                                                               Jhadoo maro Dow ko
Hum bhi marey tum bhi maro           I beat and you also beat
                                                               Jhadoo maro Dow ko

Josh se maro, Host se maro                Beat with pasión, beat fully conscious
                                                               Jhadoo maro Dow ko
Mil ke maro Takat se maro                Beat together, beat with power
                                                               Jhadoo maro Dow ko

We are women of Bhopal, we are flames not flowers
We will not wilt before your corporate power
With brooms in hand we're gonna sweep you away
'Cause we'll fight for justice till our dyin' day

You're Union carbide, you cannot hide
Behind your deadly clouds of cyanide
You gassed our city with your poison factory
Cutting costs on safety making MIC
Using double standards, untried technology
And you said it's good for the economy
You ruined our lives, killed our sons and our mothers
And before we could mourn our dead sisters and brothers
You'd already denied responsibility
For the worst disaster in history.

You made a bargain, with our government
To drop the charges and take the settlement
The compensation, you said you thought was fair
"500 dollars goes pretty far over there"
Your champagne glasses you raised in the air
'Cause it only cost you 43 cents per share
Your paltry settlement sent the prices of your stock up
But we won't give up until your ass is in the lock-up

The blood we cough up
Because you screwed up
You're gonna fess up
And clean the mess up

Nineteen years later we're still suffering and dying
And you're still claiming trade secrets and lying
20,000 dead and counting is much more than a statistic
We remember every loved one's smile, our heartbreak's realistic
More than a hundred thousand still living in pain
How can you sit there and tell us that our cries are in vain
The toxic waste dumps around your factory
Are adding insult, to injury
The poisoned water that we have to drink
Ask any daughter, she knows how much it stinks.
You thought the merger with Dow Chemical
Would absolve you of liability
But for your crimes against humanity
We're gonna bring Dow Chemical to its knees.

Dow has a history, several claims to fame
It was their Napalm set Vietnam aflame.
Agent Orange causes birth defects
And using Dursban has nasty side-effects
Dioxin squirts from every mother's breast
Worldwide from north to south, east to west.
But you corporate men in your ties of silk
Can't know the horror of mothers feeding toxic breast milk
To our beautiful babies, our newborn innocents
This ain't no way to start their life experience.
You invade our bodies knowingly
Thanks to Dow, we're living poisoned daily.

If the truth be told we would rather die
Than have to live like you where every breath is a lie
Your corporate culture, for what it's worth
Has done more to ruin our planet earth
By turning humans into hollow shells
Addicted consumers in their homogenous hells.
But in your quest for profit we refuse to take part
Against all odds we'll live our lives with joy and heart
We believe in the power of the human spirit
We raise our voices together so everyone can hear it.

We are women of the world, we are flames, not flowers
We will not wilt before your corporate power
Hand in hand and heart to heart, side by side
We will fight for justice 'til the day we die.


"torture me"
By a Bhopal survivor

aim a blowtorch at my eyes pour acid down my throat strip the tissue from my lungs. drown me in my own blood. choke my baby to death in front of me. make me watch her struggles as she dies. cripple my children. let pain be their daily and their only playmate. spare me nothing. wreck my health so I can no longer feed my family. watch us starve. say it's nothing to do with you. don’t ever say sorry. poison our water. cause monsters to be born among us. make us curse God. stunt our living children’s growth. for twenty years ignore our cries. teach me that my rage is as useless as my tears. prove to me beyond all doubt that there is no justice in the world. you are a wealthy american corporation and I am a gas victim of bhopal.


 
"In the Sweep of Human Rights"
By Larry Dohrs
(dedicated to Champa Devi Shukla & Rashida Bee)

She sweeps like Shiva’s
universal dance against ignorance
cleaning up the toxic details
without fear of reprisals,
she sweeps the excuses 
out from beneath the corporate
imported subsidy rug 
where Mr. Executive Empire
piles up his indictment 
to face criminal charges in India

Along with her neighbors -
the survivor widows of Bhopal 
she sweeps up social responsibility
for the pesticide melt down,
cry’s out for clean up 
of drinking water, 
infected water with chemicals 
decayed from cyanide exposure
(just like in gas chambers)

She shares the Goldman 
Environmental Award (2004)
with her compatriot, together 
they sweep out the evidence
gathered in stringent investigations,
sweep out the darkest grief
holding together the ten thousand-fold losses,
sweep away the social distance
concealing chronic pesticide wounds

Let us sweep
all together at their side
gather detailed answers for accountability,
sweep justice up 
with this community of down-winders, 
pick up full restitution
life long health care,
the simple human rights 
required like bread
like a searing freedom song
for the endangered 
(and the endearing)
women of Bhopal
Larry is a West Coast poet with recent work appearing in "Citizen 32" and in NthPositionDot-Com's "Poems for Madrid."  Larry values a poetry of witness and contributing to a literature of justice.  He is working on a book of poems called "Mural Poems."   He has been a volunteer editor with Poets Against War, reads often with several poetry series, and assists Amnesty International Puget Sound with literary, and human rights events.  He can be contacted at: wordheath at yahoo dot com.

 
"GIVE UP, GIVE UP DOW" *
By Rtvik B M
(fifth grader at Little Rock Indian School, Brahmavar, Udupi, Karnataka, India)

Some things in life happen
But you can’t go back
To the time when you 
Built up the killer plant, Dow. 
So you’d better 
Give up because almost
All people in our country 
And outside
Are opposing you.
Thousands perished
Because of you –
Your killer plant 
And your stinking gas
Methyl isocyanate!

Just remember
It is just because of you
And you alone.
* Dracullas Of the World

 
"We All Live in Bhopal"
By Nishant Jain

Its been twenty years, 
Two hundred forty months,
Seven thousand three hundred days,
Of betrayal and suffering, 
Of indignation and struggle,
In hope of a just Bhopal.

Voices have been stifled,
Souls have been lost,
Tears have run dry, 
Words have been silenced,
Blood has been poisoned,
While we search for the lost Bhopal.

I don't speak of a city anymore,
It is a symbol, a redemption, a lesson,
That we are not safe,
It is closer than we think,
Plaquemine, Freeport, Midland, New Plymouth, Vietnam,
Bhopal is inside each of us.

It is time to reclaim what's ours,
To punish those who trespass against us all,
To pledge that we will fight,
To ensure that there will be no more Bhopals.


 

"BHOPAL VISITED"
By Anusha Chandrasekharan
(Jawaharlal Nehru University) 

The hand of death
Extends slowly forward
Stealing upon the unperceiving child.
The cold experienced hand of death;
The touch of it freezes, blinds, maims.
A shiver creeps down the spine. 

The ignorant lie unshielded, unprotected.
The bloody fumes embrace closely, 
Grasping the soft skin on the neck,
Spreading across a face creased with fear
Blocking all air to the lungs
Sucking life out slowly, painfully.

They struggle; they are fighters, wont give up
Like the child that died in the womb 
The cattle, fodder for noxious fumes.
Men, women and children,
Sacrificed at the altar of a few men’s greed…
And the negligence of others.

Death knows no mercy, 
Makes no mistakes. 
Wrenches life out of a growing city   
The gasping eyes, the open mouth 
Stand in mute testimony to human progress
While the fumes seek another victim.

Bhopal visited:
The horrors don’t die with the dead.
They live on to haunt the living
To warn posterity against the greed of man.

 
"Why"
By Pragya Bhagat

Why they ask
Does it happen to those
Who already lost all they had

Must it be so
This tragedy of tragedies
This horror story beyond words

The tale of unspeakable sufferings
Why must it be us they ask
Who live this dark, muggy reality

This reality of death and deformity
Of life as a curse
Why must misfortune
Always knock on our doors
Why must this haunting
Stomp on our floors

Is there hope
That I may live this life as you do
Is there a chance
That I may breathe the air without choking 
This air thick with poison 
Like a thousand needles it stings 
This air that enters my being 
Not to give me life, oh no 
But to strangle every strand of resolution 
Every ounce of energy that remains 
It slowly and surely drains

After my bones collapse beneath my skin
What is left inside this mortal
Is a slowly beating heart
A pulse which quickens with every victory 
With every success my blood rushes to my fingers 
And they unite to create this powerful fist 
This symbol of my strength 
This mark of my resolve 
It hails our triumph 
Against those that curse our existence
It hails our triumph 
Against steps that you thought impossible 
It brings us together 
With immeasurable persistence 
And helps us see 
The faint but determined glow ahead

Why they ask
Must it happen to those
Who have already lost it all

Because you never really lost
What was taken from you
The freedom to breathe
The freedom to live
The freedom to act
Regain what is rightfully yours
The time is now


The following poems were written by students at Hindu College, Delhi University...

"THE FUTILITY OF 'MINE'"
By Shivani Mutneja

No. I wasn't alive. 
Then.

Then one day a teacher of us asked us, "What would you call CH __
according to the nomenclature of organic compounds?"
Some turned pages, some calculated valencies, some groped through their 
skulls, while some spat out words...then one gave the right answer: Methyl 
Isocyanate

Methyl Isocyanate.
No. I didn't know.
I was ashamed.

The next two lines in the book said, "It is the same gas that leaked out during
the Bhopal Gas Tragedy, killing many people." I remembered vaguely, once
my mother had mentioned it.

That's it. That's all I remember.
It was okay. My exams were approaching.
I had to do well.

Then one day I heard a story...
"Two more bottles of blood were required, she was already weak, delivery
had left her weaker. My wife threatened to leave home, that's how life grinds
you everyday...sixteen hours of work and your house shouting at you, 'We
need more money.'"

Roped in lives are so
Without market's digits.

Plodding like mill-horses,
They sleep beside naked walls.

The shape below the blanket might have stopped breathing,
But the pathos isn't mine
For I live behind golden curtains with peach flowers
For I just care about driving mosquitoes out,
For the pin never pricked me.
I can close doors when I smell smoke.
I can shut windows when I hear noises.

That's it. That's all I live.

But just when I was trying to dream out of the bus-window,
The 'story' crept in like a virus,
Entered my bloodstream,
Blisters appeared on my skin.
That's when the pathos was mine.

No. I wasn't alive.
Then.

"ME ON THE TRAGEDY"
By Sakshi Kundra

Life and Death
Death and Life
Different and yet so similar
Both incomplete without the other
There are some who die in life
And others who live their death
Empty wombs
Mauled bodies
Unnamed stillness
Hollow bones
Speak a different story of an unbelievable death
None's spared, the Poison takes away light from their lives
Leaves them wanting to die
Survivors, those who have awoken to find their world nowhere.

Those who have seen their kin die before their eyes
What is life for them?
But why worry, they are others and not I
They are not the bourgeois who can profit me
Why raise my voice?
Who are they to me?
But, were these not people like me
Didn't they have the same dreams?
They, the victims of Corporate Crime
Forced to sustain life out of death
But I don't care, why should I?
This isn't my story.

Or is it?


"THE BARREN MOTHER"
By Vanshika Sahni

The mother and the child,
Both distraught
Caught in the web of danger and deceit
Both innocent and unaware
What have they done?

Just loved each other completely.......
Unconditionally,
Their day had gone well
They ate together
Promised to be with each other throughout their lives
But then the night arrived, the darkness followed
The mother and the child were separated
What was happening none could comprehend
The mother was silent the child screamed
Perhaps he had the 'divine' vision
The child groaned in pain
He screeched, he yelled, he cried for his mother
But she did not come.
The mother was helpless
The mother was defenseless
The mother was desolate
The mother was lifeless.........
The child had died in her arms
All she could do was watch him die,
Die slowly but steadily
The shock had benumbed her
She assimilated it all
She gathered it all
The pieces of the ruin

19 years have passed.
She lives on.
Watches her children die each day
She cannot voice but weeps inside
This is the story of the 'Mother'
Mother Bhopal.

SUBTERFUGE
By Akhil Katyal

DOW
You need to refrain now
From your subterfuge.
After one Bhopal, we have been shaken,
Our peers' lives have been taken.
Don't take refuge
In industrial jargon.
You must abide that,
When you took Union Carbide,
You took its assets and liabilities,
Now don't shirk from your responsibilities.
You have left 20,000 people dead,
120,000 people half dead.
Government numbers are not realistic,
Reducing a human to a mere statistic.

Come to terms with the toxic reality,
Chemicals still pollute Bhopal's sanctity.
The night of December 3rd, 1984
Brings dire memories all the more.
Anniversary is approaching near.
Nineteen years of persistent fear.
Don't deceive us,
Come, believe us,
Join, instead of counterfeit ignorance,
Aims inside the commercial mind,
Don't capitalize on our presence,
Kill lucre-ridden politics, find
Human and humane,
In natural domain.
Kill the pesticide air,
Forever, humans become the pest,
We together, should strive for the best,
Justice, sir, not deceit
Is what Bhopal needs.

We'll not tolerate this time
Your actions of corporate crime
We'll not back out, we'll not shudder
Understand our strength, human brother
Let us not ostracize
For that would not be wise
If you understand otherwise
We'll boycott your brand.
Beware DOW
Clean our rivers now
Have human care now.
And if you refuse
And carry on with the subterfuge
Your end would be the next news
Another Bhopal you would not want
To happen in your premises,
Join us in killing the last one
Or nothing for you but nemesis.

