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It is with sincere appreciation that I introduce the powerful collection of
poetry, The Journey is All-Supreme, by David Selvaraj. It invites the
reader into a profound and turbulent dance of existence. The title itself,
drawn from the poem "The Journey," acts as the book's core idea: that
life’s meaning is found not in arrival, but in the ceaseless discovery and
enduring movement between life’s extremes.

Cosmic Interplay and The Divine
This collection boldly explores a landscape of fundamental contrasts.
The opening poem, "The Interplay," celebrates the harmonious,
enlivening interplay of cosmic forces. Here the universe’s order
(Planets, Yin and Yang) stands in awe of the "fierce radiance of love".
This theme quickly evolves in "The Dance."  In it the divine figure shifts
from a destructive, consuming force of fire to a graceful, serene, and
nurturing Creator, ultimately beckoning the observer to join the rhythm
and realize that "the Dancer, and the dance were You, Lord". Later,
"Splendour and Grace" revisits this duality by expressing profound
gratitude to "HIM who is also HER", acknowledging the divine in both
masculine and feminine forms.

Social Critique and Spiritual Struggle
The focus then sharpens to critique the human condition. In "I AM," the
divine presence is filled with sorrow, anger, and determination upon
surveying an Earth savaged by human greed and ‘development’. This
intense rage initially seeks to purge creation, but it is eventually calmed
—not by a grand power, but by the feeblest of fingers and the simple,
innocent request of a child to launch a kite. This image anchors the
collection in hope, suggesting that salvation lies in vulnerability and
simple human connection. The social commentary deepens in "A
Weaver's Prayer," which starkly contrasts the innocent faith of a child
with the tragic reality of poverty and injustice, ending with the profound
sorrow that "Jesus wept". 
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The Journey and Resilience
Through these cosmic and social trials, a path toward resilience
emerges. Poems like "The Voyage" explore feelings of betrayal and
being tossed out, yet conclude with a focus on cycles of creation and
renewal. The ravine of life, explored in "Psalm of the Ravine" and
"Fragments," is initially dark and lonely. However, it transforms into a
place that provides the perspective needed to gaze upon the "grandeur
of the mountains". This vision is sustained by invigorating “Inspiration”,
which is felt in the powerful forces of nature—the cloud, the fire, the
breeze—and is ultimately "enfleshed in you".

The Journey is All-Supreme is a testament to resilience, a raw
confrontation with global and personal demons. It is also a poetic
affirmation that by accepting the full spectrum of the journey—the light
and the darkness, the dance and the ravine—we find our ultimate
purpose. The collection culminates with "Imprints," a recognition that all
of life’s experiences, both virtuous and vicious, leave their indelible mark.
The poems gathered in this collection are a profound, decades-long
chronicle of one person's soul-searching. To have unearthed these
poems, written over three decades by the author, and to be able to
present them now as a coherent collection is an immense joy. On the
occasion of his 70th birthday, I offer this volume  as a heartfelt gift—a
testament to a lifetime of deep observation, relentless questioning, and
unwavering commitment to the supreme journey itself.

Mercy Kappen
(Fellow Traveller)



The Planets
In thei r  orb i t
They blush
And gleam,
Myst i f ied
Yet envious
Of the splash
Of colours,
The f ierce radiance
Of love.

Yin and Yang
Seemed in awe
Of the swir l ing l ight
Of the unending,
Enl ivening interplay.

The l ights of  Deepaval i
Faded
In the background,
As the chakras,
The spark lers,
And the ‘Vanam’
Al l  together,
In unison,
Lent  power
To the fest ival—
A fest ival  of  v ic tory,
Victory of  l ight  over darkness.

1. The Interplay

The al l -embracing
Yin
Permit ted
Al l ,
With in and beyond,
To come
And jo in
In the mystery
Of many colours.
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Lord,
I  came to the dance.
Dazed by i ts  splendour,
mesmerized by the Dancer.
Upl i f ted,  humbled,  and crushed.

Lord,
I  s tayed wi th the dance.
In awe and in fear,
I  sat  s t i l l ,  capt ivated.
The f i re in h is eyes—
the beat  of  the drums.
He stamped, he thundered,
he roared,  spi t t ing out  f i re,
destroying,  consuming,  destroying.
By his presence,  by h is dance,
the demons,  the many demons,  fe l l .

But  Lord,  I  s tayed wi th the dance.
Petr i f ied,
f ight ing back the bi le,
I  s tayed wi th the dance.

And then,
as i f  sat iated by the destruct ion,
the Dancer emerged,
a new Avatar.
Loving,  caressing,  serene,
graceful—ah, so graceful ,
creat ing wi th every f l ick of  her  f ingers.

2. Dance and the Dancer
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The embodiment of  love,
drawing one and al l  to her bosom,
caressing,  nurtur ing,  car ing.
And I  swayed to her rhythm,
engul fed by her love.
Soothed by the calm,
lost  in  wonder and in praise,
I  fe l t  a nudge—it  was the Dancer
beckoning,  beckoning,  beckoning me
to jo in in the dance.

As i f  in  a dream,
one hesi tant  foot  fo l lowed the other,
fa l ter ing at  f i rs t ,
conf ident  wi th each subsequent step.
But  move I  d id,
for  choice I  had none.
With the beat  of  the drum,
the scales fe l l  off .

My ent i re being awakened.
Moving in a f renzy,
keeping pace wi th the Dancer.
For i t  was then that  I  real ized
the rhythm,
the Dancer,
and the dance
were You,  Lord.
The Creator  and Creat ion
merging as one,
inv i t ing me to the Dance—
BEHOLD, I  MAKE ALL THINGS NEW.

11



From the nadir  of  the cosmos, I  AM arose.
In the twinkl ing of  an eye,
hundreds of  human years had gone by.

Surveying the globe,
the penetrat ing eyes turned red—
in sorrow, anger,  and determinat ion.
The earth lay savaged by drought  and deforestat ion,
but  the humans cont inued their  gang rape,  unsat iated.
Holes in the ozone layer b ig enough to swal low the earth.

I  AM glared at  the humans,
r id ing on metal l ic  bees,
several  in  the cause of  "saving" souls and the Earth.
Creatures covered in foam f loated on their  watery grave,
bl issfu l ly  unaware of  the obnoxious stench.

The waters,  ceaseless in thei r  mission,
c leansed the eff luence of  the "Modern Day Temples"
in which I  AM refused to Dwel l .
In the name of  I  AM, " the crusades" cont inued unabated.
With re l ig ious fervour,
Presidents knel t  before a l tars,
seeking Div ine sanct ion to annih i late.

"This is  the worst  d istor t ion of  mysel f , "  cr ied,  I  AM.
"This demon must  be exorc ised."
Aroused,  and prepar ing to purge creat ion,
I  AM heard the choruses:
Hum Honge Kaama Yaab! '
' Inqui lab Zindabad! '
'Kohi  Nahi  Hatega Baand Nahi  Banega! '
'Hum Honge Kama Yaab! '

3.  I AM
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I t  was the Remnant,  the per iphery,
who wrote the lyr ics and the score.
The sound swel led up to the heavens.
Calmed, I  AM stood r iveted.
Other voices,  carr ied by the WIND:
"How long,  O Lord?"
" I  have been up to the mountain top 
and there I  had a dream."
"Not one man, one vote,  but  one man, one value."
"Personal  is  Pol i t ica l . "

Nurtured by the hope of  these voices,
I  AM, f i rm in resolve,  began to bel ieve in themsel f .
This t ime the pupi ls  swam in moistness.
Suddenly,  and before the eyes,  fe l l  those who sang 
and those who "dreamt wi th open eyes."
Fel led by assassins '  bul lets,  one af ter  the other they fe l l ,

The earth quaked,  as I  AM stomped
over Whi te Houses and Cathedrals,
Corporate off ices and Satel l i te  centers.
The dance had begun.  There was no stopping.
Negat ing the ear l ier  cry,  I  AM  screamed:
" IT IS NOT FINISHED!"
Down came the Kreml in,  South Block,
and the Tokyo Stock Exchange.
Nostr i ls  f lared,  eyes spi t t ing f i re,
I  AM ran amok unt i l . . .

13



They fe l t  the feeblest  of  f ingers
clasping " the mighty arm."
I t  was a chi ld,  in  the debr is .
As the volcanoes spewed deadly lava,
I  AM changed the rhythm of  the Dance.
"Help me launch the k i te,"
the chi ld,  wi th a colourfu l  k i te,  inv i ted the Dancer.

Rebuked and chast ised,
I  AM learned to f ly  a k i te,
th is  t ime the sal ty  f low down the cheeks was v is ib le.
As the k i te f lu t tered,  the colours remained v iv id.
Moist ,  vulnerable palms led the "mighty arm,"
together searching. . .

14



Claws
dr ipping in b lood,
they cont inued
gleeful ly  to feed on
each other ’s  entra i ls ,
per iodical ly  g loat ing
over thei r  v ic tor ies.

Relent lessly b leary-eyed,
amid the din
and the c lamour,
f rom dust  to dawn
and again.

Drowning the din,
b lending wi th the c lamour,
the commercia ls
peddled their  wares:
PRIDE and ENVY.

"PEACE ON EARTH."
Confused,
the beasts in the r ing
cont inued.
I t  was for  Peace
they bat tered and
r ipped each other apart .

The Demonic One
bai ted the other.
In the name of  understanding,
the demon tormented
the Chaste One.

4. Radiant Glow

Fear of  being consumed
prevented the demon
and the chaste one
from looking at  the g low.

Adorned in her Truth,
the Chaste One condemned
the demon of  debauchery,
betrayal ,  and insani ty.

The Demonic One sat—
nay,  crouched—
and glared.
The Chaste One,
in the name of  her t ruth,
confessed and cal led
on the Div ine
as her u l t imate wi tness.

"PEACE ON EARTH."
This t ime i t  was not
the commercia l .
The choir  of  the per iphery
and in thei r  midst ,
a Radiant  Glow.
Their  to i l  was
a labour of  peace.
The Per iphery cont inued
chast is ing
without  intending to.
The Radiant  Glow scorched
both the Chaste 
and the Demonic

15



Beaten but  chast ised,
the Demon, in a whimper,
said to the Chaste One:
"Blood is  not  fun.
I  t r ied to stop. . .
I  fa i led.

And the crowds
around the r ing
cheered,  even feared,
as the f ighters
lay exhausted
from their  f ight  for  peace.

Betrayed and enraged,
the chaste one cr ied:
“Not  enough,
you insane demon!
God wi l l  judge you!”

The glow reddened,
and the f i re
consumed the demon.
Only ashes remained.

In t r iumph,
the chaste one stood
stupef ied.
Tears ro l led down,
making a pat tern
on the ashes.

16

The Glow remained aloof ,
and the angel ic  voices whispered:
“Joy to the wor ld,  
the Demon is  s la in.”



Tossed out  of  the boat
and into the storm.
Cl inging on to the boat ,
which had weathered many a storm,
I  was tossed out ,  beaten and weary.

I  came to rest ,
conscious of  the raging winds,
but  yearning for  the t imber of  the boat .

I  came to be to ld:  "You do not  deserve her."
Refusing to budge,
I  p leaded,  I  panicked.
But  merci lessly I  was tossed out ,
wi th a promise:  " I ’ l l  pray for  you."
I  was chi l led by the coldness of  the promise.

Refusing to k ick,  I  real ized
that  in tossing me out ,
the p lace in the boat  was prepared for
another.

One day,
in a land of  mystery and magic,
in the glow of  dusk,  a boat  was bui l t .
I t  sai led many oceans,  on many journeys.
I t  weathered many a storm,
unt i l  the craf tsperson doomed i t
and bui l t  another boat .
.

5. The Voyage
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My father urged and prompted,
The text  Psalm 23.  
I  wondered why.
I t  dawned on me: 
the val ley of  the shadow of  death
was an everyday exper ience.

The ravine of  l i fe
gives me perspect ive
to gaze upon the grandeur of  the mountains.

As I  look to the hi l ls
I  recognize  th is  is  where my help comes f rom,
I  am able to cont inue in the ravine.

I  am surpr is ing mysel f
in asking i f  you would receive
my symbols of  yesterday and today,
a token of  my f ra i l ty,
my diminishing sense of  romance,
but  cer ta in ly
a symbol  of  consistency
in an ever-changing wor ld.

6. Psalm of of the Ravine
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In an at tempt to heal  mysel f ,
I  once again p lunge into a ravine.

I t  is  dark,  but  not  st range.
Lonely,  but  hopeful .

Other such ravines—
dark,  but  a lways a l ight ;

a microscopic i l luminat ion
which grows larger and bigger

unt i l  you are f inal ly  engul fed by i t .

This ravine of  ours
is f raught  wi th memories,

and we must  let  the dead f ind their  own peace,
respect ing that  past  part  of  us.

7. Fragments
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Overworked,  I  ask, .  
Why?
I  mistake capaci ty  for  worth 
Taking on too much.
And why th is sel f -af f l ic t ion? 
Mater ia l ism's ghost—
The fear of  lack.
But  deeper st i l l . . .  
‘A Saviour ’  complex—
To f ind sel f -proof  in others '  need.

I  am overworked.
Why does th is cycle b ind me? 
The Erosion of  the Col lect ive 
The fa i lure of  the team 
to shoulder shared weight .
 
But  why is  thei r  burden mine? 
The Dissonance of  the Human Contract
A mismatch of  assigned ro le and actual  abi l i ty .

I  am exhausted.  
Is  i t  the Spir i tual  Iner t ia— 
My own inabi l i ty  to draw the boundary.  
My own internal  res istance 
to radical  sel f - l iberat ion.
The chains are not  of  i ron,  
but  of  my own ego's archi tecture.

I  s imply want  to l ive

8. The Burden of Being
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Li fe,  a passion—
A ceaseless d iscovery.
Together
On a camel ’s  back,
Travers ing ar id desert  sands,
With the sun on your back,
And love in your heart .

Swaying
To the gent le breezes,
The gods rode
At a camel ’s  pace,
Bronzed bodies
Gl is tening in the sun.

One wi th the forces,
Passionate in thought ,
The gods swir led around.
His countenance
Ref lected the swel l ing,
As he cont inued to gaze—
“The face that  launched
A thousand ships”
Beamed wi th the sun's rays.

Her bosom swel l ing,
She arose.
The roughness
Of the camel ’s  h ide,
The scent
Of burning desert  sands,
Aided the urgency
Of the gods.

9. A Ceaseless Discovery 

Repeatedly,  passionately,
They discovered the
Mystery and wonder of  l i fe—
A l i fe of  passion,
Vis ib le in the f lesh
And through the Journey.

Thank God for  camels
Who enable us d iscover
Li fe and the compuls ion 
of  Journey.
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She sai ls  wi th d igni ty,
bat tered but  wi th d igni ty.

She sai ls  wi th sophist icat ion:
not  of  technology,  but  integr i ty.

She sai ls  to dest in ies unknown.
She sai ls  because of  the sai lors.

She sai ls  despi te the sai lors.

She sai ls  myster iously.
She sai ls  magical ly,

possessed,  provoked.
She sai ls  knowingly.

She sai ls  wi th the colours 
of  the ra inbow.

She sai ls ,  knowing
that  the journey is  a l l -supreme.

10. The Journey 
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As vagabonds,  we t ravel ,  
a t i re less,  turn ing quest  to sojourn. . .  
where the path,  unbound, may lead,  

for  the journey is  a l l -supreme.

The wheel  in fur ious,  
re lent less f r ic t ion wi th the earth,  

a spi r i t  gr inding,  against  the dust  of  ages—
obl iv ious to the common gr ime, 

feel ing only the t ransient  warmth of  the now,
the sheer presence of  the universe 

pressed upon the soul .  
Dar ing the void.

Without  the compass-guide of  f ixed pole,  
or  the tether of  the dogma, a deep,  

universal  yearning pers ists,
ignor ing the wor ld ’s   pry ing stares
that  seek,  in vain,  to cage Beauty.

Lovers of  Beauty,  Vict ims of  Cul ture.

11. Victims of Culture 
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She rose before the sun;  
she f led to worship.  

We fe l l  s i lent  
in her radiant  presence.

In awe, we wai ted,  
wai t ing to be consumed.

The splash of  waves against  the rock 
a fur ther CALL to worship.

Awed, we mounted the surge;  
h igh,  h igh,  h igher.  

Uncar ing for  the spray,  
carr ied by the passion and fury 

of  the waves in worship.  

We sped into the dusk,  
br imming wi th fever ish expectat ion,  

engul fed by her subt le majesty.

12. Radiant Ascent
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Inspirat ion,  
a c loud descending
sof t ly  b lankets me. 

Inspirat ion,  
a consuming f i re sharpens 

and sets me ablaze.  

Inspirat ion,  
a gent le breeze that  e levates me. 

Inspirat ion,  
a perfect  ra inbow that  bursts 

and br ightens me.

Inspirat ion,  
the quiet  dusk

 that  deepens and mel lows me.
Inspirat ion,

l ike a f i rs t  journey
 into the wide unknown, enl ivens me. 

Inspirat ion,  enf leshed in you,
 inv igorates me.

Be then my inspirat ion
as we cont inue th is journey—

for inspirat ion,  l ike the night ,  myst i f ies us.

13. Inspiration
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The passion of  lovers ,
the commitment of  workers
The f ru i t  borne speaks volumes
 for  the t ree rooted in love
Who wi l l  count  the scores,  
nay hundreds of  f ru i ts ,
p lucked,  tasted and savoured?

Love,  sol idar i ty
Join ing hands
Bel iev ing only in the struggle
We gent ly,  reverent ia l ly  offer  
the f ru i ts  of  our  love and to i l .
…
But wi l l  they last  for  eterni ty?
Guided by the unseen hand 
the best  we can do is  offer  our spi r i ts
To be carr ied by the WIND

This we do wi th workers the wor ld over,
 today and each May Day

14. Labour Rooted in Love
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15. Magic of the Rain

The f ragrance
of  the f i rs t  few drops
f i l led my nostr i ls
and drew me
to my window.

Interspersed
with the pi t ter-pat ter
of  the now increasing downpour
I  heard the thunder
and remained at  my window,
watching,
wai t ing,
and gazing at
the gather ing grey c louds
and the magic of  the ra in.

Now, wi th the ra in,
as I  s tand by my window,
I  am transported in t ime.
Not so long ago,
to another window.
Watching the ra in,
feel ing i ts  f reshness.
Car ing,  caressing,  and lov ing,  
by the window
with the magic of  the ra in.

Wi l l  that  moment return
to my window today? 
Wi l l  the memory nest
i ts  peace on my heart  
in  s i lence,
in reverence,
in awe
of the magic of  the ra in?

27



16. Splendour and Grace

The week is  gone,
Glor ious,
Ful l  of  splendor and grace.
Spiced wi th fear  and ant ic ipat ion,
We devoured each moment.

Memories,
Al l  of  splendour and grace,
Overf lowing.
Conscious of  the beauty,
Conscious of  the grace,
I  turn to HIM who is  a lso HER,
Awed by Their  splendour and grace.

My head bowed,
My face l i f ted to the skies,
I  taste the sal t iness
As dampness touches my cheek,
My grat i tude f inds expression
Because of  Their  splendour and grace.

"Thank you for  the l ight ,  
Thank you for  the now",
I  say to Them:
Your spi r i t  protected me, 
Your grace enveloped me, 
Your power renewed and refreshed me.

The week is  gone,
Glor ious,
Ful l  of  memories
Of splendour and grace.
But  wi l l  there be another?
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17. God of Profit

a

Li fe 's  ident i ty  Is  determined
By cold codes and formulas—

Where precis ion and Object iv i ty  Watch
the k ingdom of  Product iv i ty,  Where the
God of  Prof i t
Reigns supreme—

Riddled wi th confusion,  I  squirm,
For I  am only human, 
And th is my only cr ime.

The future 's ambigui t ies,
Coupled wi th torment and envy,  
And impotence growing deep ins ide.  
I  pour out  my confusion—
A pure fo l ly.

I f  'Analys is '
Be fo l ly,  so be i t—
But the cold,  d ispassionate k ind 
Is not  my cup.

For as I  walk
Through the val ley of  confusion,  
With envy and gui l t ,
My sel f - imposed tormentors,
Analys is,  and analys is a lone,
is  my staff .
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In the deep garden's peace,
The f i rs t  humans communed,
And paradise was born.
They shed their  fear,  unmasked,
Feeding on f ru i t ,
And on the nectar  of  each other.

In opening the gates of  Paradise,
The humans demonized themselves.
The r i tual  of  love turned sour
In a repeated dance of  death.
“Perhaps,”  said one shadow-human
to the other,
“The problem l ies wi th 
th is  ‘devour ing
For in i t  burns the raw passion
Of both l i fe  and death.”

“But”  confessed the confused,
Ref lect ive one,
“We have surely lost  paradise.”
“Yes,”  the other repl ied,
“But  d id not  someone wr i te,
‘Paradise Regained’?”

“Yes,  but  when?”
“Shhh,”  the f i rs t  whispered back,
Weary,  sheepish.
They shimmered there,  
yearning to be human,
To be touched,
In search of  that  lost  Paradise.

The palms sway gent ly,
Responding to the s i lent
breeze.

The plant  has f lowered now.
The bud,  fu l l ,  wai ts  only
To burst  for th.

The ai r,  so sweet,
Tick les your cheek,
A bounty and a grace
That reminds you of  her.

In ant ic ipat ion,
I  le t  mysel f  be f i l led
With images:
Provocat ive,  penetrat ing,
pregnant .
Memories,
Unbel ievable,
Painfu l ,  impossib le.

18. Paradise Almost Lost
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Eyes wr inkled,
Palms together,
On a lyr ical  note:
"Thank you,  God, 
for  the food we eat .
Thank you,  God, 
for  the b i rds that  s ing.
Thank you,  God,
for  everyth ing,"

Out of  the mouth of
Babes and infants,
Every morning.

The spir i t  is
Awakened.
Ah,  echoes
North and East ,
West  and South.
Ah,  the lyr ics,
The melody,  and
The posture—
Taking my name
Not in vain,
Not  a pretence,
No gain.
Ah,  sweet chi ld,
I  have come.

19. A Weaver’s Prayer

For th is ,  that ,  and more,
For everyth ing,
Thank you and thank you—
For land and soi l
Despi te the poisoning.
For women, chi ldren,  and men
Who cannot  eat  wi th me—
Farmers and peasants.
Why do they k i l l  them?
And again,
Thank you for  everyth ing,
And Jesus wept.
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Decades deep,
Everywhere,  a lways.
The r is ing sun—
His g lory,  h is  radiance—
A burst ing fa i th.
Passion heightened
As he bursts through,
Dispel l ing darkness,
Usher ing in l ight .
Impr ints,
Everywhere,  a lways.
 
Not  an academic d iscussion.
Not re i f icat ion.
Not resurrect ion.
An exper ience—
A l ived exper ience,  not  ta lk—
Leaving i ts  Impr ints,
Everywhere,  a lways.
 
Enhancing passion,
Compassionate wisdom,
A f ierce chal lenge to pur i fy,
Exorc is ing wi th a fury.
But  a lways,  leaving impr ints,
Everywhere,  a lways.
 
Ram Shankar or  Ustad—
A st i l lness in the raga.
Tagore,  Kappen, Gandhi—
A commitment to perceive
The uni fy ing character  in people.

20. Imprints

Impr ints,
Everywhere,  a lways.
On muddy pools,
Under shady t rees,
In the cool  of  the val ley,
Under the blue of  the skies
—
Imprints,
Singing to you,
Screaming to you,
Teasing you,
Consol ing you.  

Impr ints,  somet imes
Vic ious,  uncar ing of  impact ,
Somet imes v io lent ,
Car ing only for  sel f ,
Somet imes v i le,
Inf luenced by percept ion,
Often unintended,
But  destruct ive to the core.
 
Yes,  these too are impr ints.
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The Palms Sway, 
a slow response to the soft,

 gentle breeze. 
A testament to root and reach, 

To the silent wisdom of the Soil. 
We honour the deep cradle that holds us.

The plant has flowered. 
The bud, now full and waiting, 

Knows only the moment before it bursts forth, 
A perfect pledge of growth, 
A brief, brilliant life delivered

From the dark persistence of the Seed. 
We thank the slow, fierce force of becoming.

The breath that rises, the breath that returns,
A constant, fluid flow with the heavens.
The easy, endless current of the sky.
The sacred pause before the wave, 

I let myself be filled—
A vessel held beneath the great flow.
A hidden fire that forges and refines.

All held, all accepted, all consecrated.
The ceaseless, thankful cycling of the All. 

The palms still sway, and the world is still given.

21. On Becoming
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