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Terrorism and Genocide

Jai Hind
1

Long lines of corpses proceeding,
All in coffins amidst the mourning,
Flower petals are heavily raining,
From both sides of mansions,
Grief and awe stricken people,
With candle lights in hands ripple,
Front of the procession,

Face the burial for their mission.

From the other side of the border,

Rush bullets, killing our villagers.
Hundred coffins are brought for burials.
The whistling wind threatens our foes.

Our only one leader is ready to return blows.
To make the bereaved ones strong and mighty.
[s it an example of perfidious barbarity?
[s it an example of an attack on humanity?

Brothers and sisters in our border bleed.
Our great Army ready for our India’s lead.
Our border is masked by terrorists’ greed.
Every day begins with innocent deaths.
Still men there never cease their manuals.
Life again begins after the temporary
Suspension of faith in man’s journey.
Life, love and fire are the eternal humanity.

Imphal, 17/5/2017
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Hail to the Genocide!
2

The world is now panicked with terrors.
Every sunrise recalls last night’s killers.
The innocent envision endearing hopes
Of a new dawn with life friendly tropes.
Everyday death processions feature
One worst bombard region to another
Terrorism engulfs the minds of people
With panic and fear and life is a bubble.
Knows nobody when and how it will stop.
Deterrence, counter attacks hardly crop
Any hope and help only the Mankind survive.
Our ‘Waiting for Godot’ be the only contrive.
Undecidability.
Uncertainty.
No resolution.
Only alienation.

Calcutta, 28/04/2017
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Am I Indifferent to Genocide?
3

We dream as long as we breathe in.
We cease to live in this world’s inn,
The moment we falter in our love song,
Walking shadows that follow us only bong.

Dreams! She murmurs in a tune as possible be
She flings a surprise look, inexplicable to me.
Suddenly I return from trance to reality.

[ see her no more in my eye custody.

Echoed to me, “Don’t kill the innocent humanity.
Life to me is precious, I fear when I see.
The strong bomb the weak, young and old
News of genocide makes me cold.

She reappears before my mental eyes.
She with her tearful eyes loves me to rise
And whispers to my waiting ears, “come out,
Do what you want those killers to any rout.

Terror’s hatred needs to be wiped out.
But it is not at the cost of the cosy innocent.
Nature flows in its way and all we greet,
We avoid nations in nasty bloody teeth.

She then smiles obliquely and bends
Upon me, “See how the civilization ends!
Be blind to writhing pain, people in Syria

Suffering and in other parts of Africa!

Calcutta, 02/05/2017.
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Lost My Poetry
4

I lost my spontaneous poetry last night,
Television shows people being killed,
| sweated, my spine, | feel, being chilled,
The communal riot makes me panicked.

Love lies in eyes only then in mind,
Feel of love h’es in heart’s joyous grind.
Love is in blood but not in the bloodshed.
The terror and the riot, Love never pined.

The world sinks into hatred and cruelty.
Virulent nationalism welcomes brutality.
Global warming creates nature’s hostility.

Mankind gripes for its untimely obituary.

It is the love that binds all and everybody,
Instinct for self-preservation is our glory.

Calcutta, 03/07/2017.
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Hailing Noah's Ark
5

Time Eternal fees time Arrested for all.
Our doom and Noah's ark aren't mythical.
End of the world welcomes the old beginning.
Man's history of ci9vilizations is repeating.

A day will come when all will be destroyed.
Noah builds the Ark and the Genesis proclaimed,
It will help the civilization to be justified.
Beginning then is free from the genocide.

Missiles flying over Japan and the Pacific
Never be found in the baby civilization.
Science will journey from its baby stage

To destroy all, we achieve from the ledge.

Calcutta, 17/12/2017.
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Fire in the Border
6

[ know not where to go and retire'
From the scream of the death and fire,
Maybe, to my home and to my love,
Maybe, that is the quiet refuge and safe hive.
Can my love insulate me from the life real?
Can | ignore the bomb and the fire at all?
Can my love and I be separated from our
Surrounding and live a life in a cosy order?
Can the aroma of my lady love remove
The smell of the burning human tube?
Can I look back and shut my eyes,

To the death and the fire in the Border Line?
My cosy love nest starts trembling,
With heavy sound of bullets firing.

Our love is as delicate as beautiful glasses,
With the bomb blast it falls on the grasses.

Calcutta, 03/10/2016.
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On Loneliness

Love to be a Loner.
7

In a fit of my sadness I love loneliness
Loneliness to me is then a trusted friend.
[ then feel not at all suffering pensiveness.
My sadness freely interacts with my legend.
I sense familiarity with him a oneness,
And I coll to let that state of mind stand.
A life in constant jolly company is dull,
A life of ready joy makes me in lull.

A life of complete fulfilment I do not desire
A life of achievement has nothing to aspire
An exile of sadness from my h'fe is like a desert.
Joy and sorrow spaced in life is a one part.

Complacence in life is man's worst enemy,

It can only make a man despondent and lonely,
Nor he knows what he wants and what not,
Life with unending happiness is an absolute rot.
Is constant intersection between joy and sorrow
My opportunity to enjoy my space for morrow?

Calcutta, 20/06/2016
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We are Not alone
8

In nature nothing is single and alone,
The sky meets the land in the horizon,
The river meets the sea at the confluences,
Two mountain peaks linked by valleys.

Two birds are together seen twittering,
And the two eagles in the lone sky flying,
The storm always blows with clamour,
And the two poles make a tug of war.

Depression and reason our life partner.
Joy and suffering our steady reckoned,
Rise and fall lead us all to ripeness,
No reason to be alone in this limitless happiness.

My patrtial identity that lies with you is my melody,
[ hear you singing my favourite songs of beauty,
In a fit of melancholy I at you behold,

And see you drive me a life with no cold

Calcutta: 27/09/2016
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On Nature

Nature in My Room
9

Nature in My Room
[ stood on the foothill of a snow capped peak,
When the threatening white all around was bleak.
The windy Himalaya looked so great and majestic,
With its aggressive dread and whistling sound enthusiastic,
Dwarfing me like one with glory in vulnerable ecstasy,
Being indiscreet and awed I was terribly happy.

Should I go again to North Sikkim for that thrilled sight?
Revisit reverie retreats from my melancholic mind usually bright.
Joy and fear bust in the clouds in the moon-lit night
Can't I be iffy enough what to decide about the border
Amid the bliss and the eye-kiss to that snow liner?
Now I love to see Nature in my room with a room heater.

Calcutta, 02/05/2016.
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Ode to the Season Cycle in Bengal
10

There was a time when [ would scale
The touch of the six seasons in Bengal.
Each season would bring life’s new smell
[ now see three seasons and they are,
The summer, the rainy and the winter.
Sarat, Hamant, Basant felt no longer.

These days I miss the autumn’s leaf
After the rain, comes again summer heat.
Hamant in Bengal with breeze and quiet

Is unknown to us now, forgets to appear
Before our love for quilt and the cold,
That lasts a month and the cycle is over.

Science benefits us thousand comforts
Thousand delights with modern gazettes.
The world is small for easy transports.
We dominate all domains of our thoughts.
We go to the moon and we think we are all.
Our life bothers least the balance ecological.

Fled are those three savours and we missing
The touch, look and smell of lost seasons’ bliss.

Calcutta, 17/10/2016
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The Sun Peeps through the Fog
11

The last evening sky of the year looks very gloomy.
The grey envelops the day dim and foggy.
Leaves nearby trees are idle and drowsy.

Peacocks on roof tops still and shivery.

The city is now noise free as if the life
Is suspended in animation from day’s routine rife.
Everyone looks weird and despondent.
The weather of the dying year is malevolent.

The end of the year marks the beginning,
We all usually wait for the sunny morning,
Prophets are all hopeful and so they say,
‘The best is yet to come’ next year, they pray.

Shall it be a cycle of the good and the bad?
Shall we envision the stereotype old clad?
Shall we all be in a joyous mood to welcome?
Shall the new born sing the joys of balm?

Shall we see the New with no animosity?
Shall the new dawn show no one hungry?
Shall we see everyone’s eyes with no tears?

Shall the world greet us with all its cheers?

New Delhi, 31/12/2016
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Nature Trimmed
12

My ongoing visit to a mod city in Odisha,
Forcefully pushes to a place of Utopia,
Amazed with its pomp and grandeur.

While I stroll as an amateur walker,

[ find men and women necking with cheers.
No sign of malnutrition on their faces,
They move smartly with no stresses.
Eye arresting they are in their apparels.

Nature in and out is friendly.
The breeze blows soothingly
The city is starred with cafe and coffee,
People enjoy mouth-watering food recipe
Parks are well tilled for growing flowers,
[ move around with no purpose and cares.
Nature like a caged bird in this city fares,
Unlike Nature remains in mountain with flares.

Trees and thoroughfares are taken care of.
The city authority keeps its vigil hardly off.
Citizens regularly pay taxes for that.
Nature is kept far and far away from vat.
Nature looks herself a manmade object.
So we take pride in taming Nature,
Failing to foresee what would occur
If Nature whims and be full in her anger?

Calcutta, 26/04/2016
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Our Love of Nature
13

Nature physical and nature humane
Both are hostile to man’s inept bane.
Nature physical with its wrath and caprices
May destroy us all with all our laurels.

Men all in Kathmandu were incestuous?
Men all there committed crime heinous?
Why are they wiped out with no fault
Of their own and got the earthquake jolt?

Why flood in Punjab made all homeless?
Was there any wrong or they faithless?
Nature made Mankind suffer from time

Immemorial, showed its might in rhyme.

Who cursed Nine Eleven in New York?
Who killed people in Paris with ugly fork?
Who now wreck peace in Bangladesh?
[sn’t the human nature in cruel mesh?

Man is gullible, we love nature beautiful,
But beneath its veneer, nature is dreadful.
Yet, we shall chant the moon in our hunger,

Forgetting all, and live forever and forever.

Calcutta, 14/09/2016
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Is Nature really benign?
14

Pathologically often I fancy spirituality.
Psychologically I perceive Nature lively.
Gleefully [ explore my mind dancing couth,
Flowers fluttering and flipping in the air smooth.
The evening sky mingles with red hues
Of the sun, gazing with all his benignities.

[ witness the dazzling white, the Everest,
[ get my mind cleansed and I am closest
With inexplicable proximity of the Divine.
My mind plunges into serenity and twine,
The sublime joy and the melody of my cry,
Nature to me is celestial, I hardly vie.

Nature from the time of our distant past,
Was our solace and the delight that last,
For millennium after millennium and I,
Lifelong remain with her contact and dye
The whole of my Self with the sublime tie,
The life I lead with the transcendent I glorify.

Despite my all happy associations, how

I can forget Nature that makes me bow
To her quakes, floods, and forest fires
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That destroys our lives in multi-attires?
Nature with her caprice wages long wars.
Against civilizations and our pride towers.

Is Nature really friendly to us or she
[s uncaring to us and uses her key?
Of her whims and her strength mighty?
How did the English Bard be so mystery?
Why we see Gabriel’s pastoral tragedy?
Why is not Nature in her responsibility?

Calcutta 14/09/2016
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A Short Visit to a tiny village.
15

A short visit to one Bengal’s tiny village,
Gave me something cynical mileage,
The village looks stationary and idyllic,
Bullock cart carrying crops with rural music,
Coming out from the small radios obsolete,
Are kept carefully with the ox-driven carts.

Men and women take baths in one pond,
Along with cows and buffaloes with fond,
By their masters with a bunch dry hays.
Nobody has any concern days after days,
They talk about they are health conscious,
Because they say they spray lime strenuous.

A mobile tower that proves they are modern,
They are proud of their current life pattern,
They say they are honest to their ethics.
Because they believe their women are hives.

A contrast, the modern and traditional,

A coexistence of the past and the present,

There are some cold storages nearby town,
Some youths go there for work on daily coin,
Some days they spend nights for merry,
And in those nights their wives suffer misery,
We with one leg planted in the last century.

The other stands in the century of futurity.

Calcutta, 29/06/2016
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On Love

Relationship Eternally Spoilt
16

We are often zealous about our relationship,
We always associate love with proud courtship,
We often fancy love as something loft and divine,
We love lovers’ tearful and black eyes bovine.

In society relationship stands on a tug of war,
Love leading into marriage is a formidable power.
The irony in love and life is that our institutions rest on
Obligations breeding interest greed criterion.

Love parade parades our pervasiveness and intellect
Our own ego we love most, we can'’t resurrect.
And this King size ego is our intuitive vanity

And God create us with his planned malignity.

We all are fanciful and love to live in Utopia.
This way eternally we love life with our manila.

Calcutta, 22/12/2017
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What I Feel For Her
17

She is cute as | have wanted her to be.
She is unlike other beautiful maidens, with lee.
When | see her weather-beaten, looking bold at me,
[ feel warmth of her body as possible as it can be.

In a fit of her spirit, she has her space and identity,
She then ensigns her self-assertion and maturity,
[ then love and love her, holding together tightly,

[ then yearn to take a long rest on her bosom wavy.

Calcutta, 17/12/2017
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What to me you are
18

You are my truth like the dew white
In the morning after a chilly night.

My lips touch your cheek, ear and eye
And feel the petals of a rose in your dye.
You are my beauty like the formless form

Of my aesthetic percept that conform

To an image I aspire for millennia
With a yearning of owning, my agenda.

You are my touch, smell, hearing and taste.
You are my day and my day etherealized.
[ am incomplete without thou in my cell.

Neither my part nor my whole, only thou are all.

Calcutta, 02/10/201
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Is Love Transcendental?
19

Patches of clouds spot the blue sky,
It is the evening, the day prepares to die
For the next morning to be born in glee.
My love and I look for days ahead happy.

Tomorrow we will meet, [ now tremble
Thinking if I can’t speak, if | fumble
This is the first time [ will meet my lady
Though we love each other for years many.

She enters my room and I feebly stand,
Rounding her eye balls, she says, “Hush”, and
She rushes to me and hugs me delicate
[ feel a celestial bliss for a minute.

The moment lasts long, utters no words.
It is like one statue made of two pods.
The moment is something undefined
It is not the body, the mind confined.

We are in silent love transcendental
Love sublimated, nor corporal, physical
Smelt embalmed air around her body’s aura

And wish this eternity in joyous trauma.

New Delhi, 17/08/16
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Always Faithful to his Routine
20

It is a quiet and pleasant evening.
The moon in the sky beaming.
Since morning his mood is good,
He never becomes to anybody rude.

Sitting on easy chairs they were reading,
In the noon some poems of Browning.
She now comes, loves him and he hugs her,
In his hand with a mug of tea soft flavour.

Some clothes for each other they buy
For their thirtieth marriage anniversary.
Bedecked their cosy room with their choice,
To celebrate the year yearned rejoice.

They take their grand dinner at home,
She with all attention cooks foodie foam.
He sings a Tagore song this evening,
She, when he sings, fondles him tinkling.
To the bed at last comes the inviting night.
They lie down closely side by side.

He switches off the light and chirps
And they sing one song with their harps.
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He knows not how long it continues,
All is right with the anniversary night.
Suddenly she switches on the tube light,
Shouts at him, “see me in the light bright”.

Pale and also petrified, he looks arrogant,
He feels what hurts her, isn’t he innocent?

Darkness leads him to someone else,

He reluctantly returns to his routine bells.

Calcutta, 10/09/2016
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Smell in Ecstasy
21

[ love stars and the moon, I get my lady
With her smell in moony beam full of eerie,
Alas! Science unfolds all our mystery,
The moon be unknown, we be dreamy!

The advance of Science we all greet
It leads us to comfort and discreet.
A limit line in its pursuit, ‘crossing its bar’,
Makes us Tamburlaine, finally we suffer!

Oh Science! It is time for you to stop,
Enough is enough, we need a living scop
To win over the Science to end its journey,

To help us smell full in our loving beauty.

Further marvels of Science are unwelcome,
For, they will sacrifice our love, a calm balm.

Calcutta, 27/08/16
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She is my Rhyme
22

She looks mesmeriser,
When she is in her anger,
Like a Lily she shrinks,
With my touch she blinks.

She feigns with her joyous invite,
When she sees me with her soft mite,
Like a teacher with a breathing,

To rouse my feeling high pitching.

She looks cute and shying,
When her moods fluctuating,
Like the changing sun in the sun set,

Do I love her really or love in bet?

Calcutta, 20/07/2016
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Man’s Search Eternal
23

Is love like a polar brand for everyone?
Is love the unfulfilled one or our fascination?
Is it a love with love, a love for the Swan?
Is it something aesthetic satisfaction?

[s it an exclusively biological formula?
Is it a bond of two fine sensibilities?
Is it like Antony’s love for Cleopatra?

[s it a heart to heart mix of all identities?

What does it mean, ‘our love for Nature?’
What does it mean, ‘hills haunt me?’
What does it mean, ‘my love for the sea?’

What does it mean, ‘the Divine so dear?’

Love is monolithic, single and unitary.
Love is man’s search for the Divinity.

Calcutta, 30/08/2016
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My Weekend
24

Seven o’clock morning.

In bed I with my side pillow rolling,
Thinking how I celebrated the last night,
For my pleasure’s sake in my social bite.

Ten o’clock late morning.
Still I am in my drowsy bed.
Today being Sunday all in red.
After all Sunday clarions the week’s end.

From ten to six I work in all week days,
Struggling with jobs in programmed ways.
No time to talk to my lady with the rays,
With her in smile now only in the lazy lays.
She sits close to me and warm Kkisses,
Benumb my senses with joyful releases,
From weeklong pent up feeling steady,
Ticks one o’clock and my lunch is ready.

Calcutta, 04/10/2016.
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My Salvation
25

My freedom lies not in the Light of my Soul

Freedom I find in every relation of my life.

[ love to be dear among all, I love and like
World in all its forms to me, is beautiful.

Hail to my flesh and then love for beauty.
Hail to my finite frailty and flippancy.
Hail to my lady’s cosy zone of creation.
Hail to all that results in my rejuvenation.

Love affection, hatred and anger I retrieve
From my bottom of consciousness deep
All these are the elixir, enthusing me to live
Joy of life rests on all, in one connective.
Only one condition with my Inner Energy
I welcome both the beauty and the ugly
They sling neither petals nor mud on me.
[ being indifferent, remain all along free.

[ am reluctant to love the infinitum even
[ invite the infinite into my limited life own.
I love to be in sin and virtue and in all

Equally I look like a snowy peak tall.

Calcutta, 20/07/2017.
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Love joyfully bruised
26

Many a time you hurt me silently and [
Suffer a lot and my unwavering belief,
My whole hearted surrender get only tiff.
[ realise not where, with you, lies my tie.
You are my rose as red as blood, and my
Passion drives my red colours on Thy
Red soft feet and I love you with shy.
Thou are everywhere and even within 1.

My aesthetic consciousness is quite hazy.
My love is an emblem my desired daisy.

[s it the mundane or the spiritual, sure it is
A combination of ecstatic and usual ease.

To me you are my entity of my whole.

Indivisible togetherness of body and soul.
Help me face and fight my life’s miseries.

I believe all is right for my total warm fuzzes.

Calcutta.08/12/2016
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Flying High in the Sky
27

She is not fair as all damsels are.
Black are her eye, her dark hairs care
Her complexion and makes her rare.
Little more rays in her smile brighter

Would have spoilt her personality tower

And made her brain little weaker.

Her Calm black eye ball amidst the white,
Inviting me to dive deep into her twilight.
Nay, it is her enticing bliss that leads me
To paint her face by long kisses’ naughty.
She in total is both the spirit and the body,
Confused [ am and what actually she is.

[ am under the benign spell of her beauty,
[ am aware of finding no discrepancy,
Between her appearance and reality.

[ expect not any taint free divine merit,

In her look, but only love with certain limit.

And I am absorbed in her eloquent quiet

I love to fly high and fly high in the sky
Then, the union of our souls will all defy.

Calcutta, 18/10/2016
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My Wishful Thinking
28

[ dive deep into my mind.
And I'm sure a gem [ will find.
My spirit and my body she will bind.

She is inexplicable to my eye,
Many a time appears in my sigh,
With lips enticing me with her natural dye.

A little less of her tears drop,
A little more of her smiles prop,
Will liven up me with pleasure crop.
I yen for her to be as she was long back.
Change in her visage may create any crack.

Time arrested deviate her not from her track.

Calcutta, 30/04/2017

68



28. D20 2BTROD B¢395H

0 0

L BrdHzedy T L5k eSsééaeSjé’é
B B PpINBore Dendd &0 GHBE0N
T ), B8 8B 0GOH.

8 T° Eod sedoedd
T 58 Jepdned® (HEELHH00 SIEFE
&5 e %"otﬁégo@s, é&so?:? STt

8 80U edoderar)en
JeniHen 8)&5833& AISEEVS

T HODFow (Ddresepen

A KEDT® @R BrHS® Sdy) ToEREEKB0ET
DR, Lotf) B ToHED (@B
P00 SATP 8 PO EREE0E0ET.

- 0¥z 30-4-2017

69



Her Red Rays Rosy
29

She emits red rays rosy from her body,
She embraces me with her hands lazy.
She ignites the fuse and I feel numbness,
In that state I want to die in full bliss.

I don’t know how long [ am in her taste,
I keep my head upon her straight swallowing breast,
Maybe, till the end of that fairy moonlit night.
This is the night studded with stars bright.

Then my love for her empowers me
To enter into her celestial glee.
[ thank my God and Goddess she is,

She is my all and all she is in her ease.

Calcutta, 9/11/2016.
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Our Love
30

You love and care me very much, I know.
Your concern for me always, you show.
Nobody denies your love spell for me.
And both of us requite our love, I agree.

My love for you is the love, my dear sweetie,
Of the moth for the light in the Dewali,
Love for you is the longing for the Sun rise,
Wishing the evening Sun in the sky for demise.

You towards the Western sky tilting to
My twilight Sun to rekindle and to woo
My light and hope, and I spend the night,

For our celestial Union in the morning light.

Calcutta. 14/12/2016
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The Kanchenjunga
31

Behold the whitish peak in front of you!
The Kanchenjunga every moment is new.
The Sun rays change the colour of the dew,
Dotted thatched-eaves with celestial hue.

The pyramid-like snow heap brightens.
My maiden’s silent look deepens.
Her graceful joyous calm heightens.
My play with her blood slowly quickens.

[ want this moment of joy continue.
The morning glitters the white in lieu.
The Sun makes the snows cape blue.

And soothes our restless mind with rue.

[s life a grand continuity or fragments?
Is life a stitching of numberless moments?
Anybody, caring the pain past, laments?

I don’t know who is he, but I love croissants.

Let be our end in this blissful embrace.
Let us two glide into the embalmed grace.

Calcutta, 28/10/16.
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What Relationship is
32

When [ browse in half sleep my beauty
Do I enjoy the shine in her body?

[ don’t know how her skinny leg
Make me crazy and to forcefully beg
Her soothing smile and love in one peg.
[ meet her in my daily schedules,
And talk to her on many modules.
Happy I am and feel no need for manuals.

Relationship is something abstract,
It hardy bothers any social concert,
It is neither a pleasure nor a pain
It is something in life we naturally gain.

It is the craving of the flowers to grow into fruits,
It is the craving of the cloud yearning for the bursts.
It is craving of the river to meet its end in the sea,
It is craving of the beehives that attracts bee.

Calcutta, 30/4/2017
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Form or Spirit
33

Is there any dialectics in love?
[s love with our ladies like a doting dove?
Is there any confusion with its hub?
[s it something what happens in life?
Is it a desire to see the unseable?
Is it a desire to know the unknowable?
[s it a desire to attain the unattainable?
[s it a desire to conquer the unconquerable?

Or is it the lip that unites two parties?
Or is it the eye that ignites two bodies?
Or is it the rhythmic waves of her cookies?
Or is it the union of what are our crazies?

If she is with her no shape what can we desire?
If [ love her ecstasy then what means the fire?
Can’t my ecstasy and fire go in one tier?

Can’t we live with all these with no veneer?

Calcutta, 31.05.2016
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My Yearning
34

For thousands and thousands of long years,

[ travelled like the insane with an intense desire,
From North West Alaska to South East Tasmania,
From North East Korea to South East Kerala,

[ travelled everywhere with nothing specific defined.
But that purpose remains till now unsurpassed.
What is this search [ have undertaken for this long life?
[ treaded the terrain that finds nothing in my life’s hype

My hope is steady and I will find the right reason,
And sure to find in the life hereafter in due season.
The incessant search is the purpose of this life.
This life is a point in the circle of timeless type.

[ have enjoyed joyful moments intersected by sorrow,
And I have nothing to ask Him and to borrow.
The world I live is tolerable and perfect to me
And let Him live gloriously with His uncaring glee.

Calcutta, 21 -06-2016

80



34. (-9€§')€§

ole

Ferd, S ég} Sodyoren

BsDS Soss® agier [BatrBomri
TS WP, $0D BTHSH EPIICTE
&g S°0A5e £od Jawd SBY H8
BEERDS SoBee0 BLOT® (B0 B
B3 SEE DR & IBHP BroTe

& 5&5» L8085 & 558 QoH?

£DE HoH5oS® TEH Dot HT B,

T 98 JEDIG, T GFHBE0H JJ$ 5780
1B awdHE® oHHon 535 4D%o.

&3 QBoSY S5S £ o g0 HBod

S8rd SEos® & EQSInE HoHD.

350 ©9588Domedy Logre ésc‘é?g &oggeen

©BE WETO08, WP BT I WS
326326& S (BDoTo T JODNEH IHe

8K (DPBRTNE EJ @63&‘)@5 BeniHe® Feanr!

- $osz 21-6-2016

81



Time Stops Suddenly
35

[ see her coming towards my door,
When it drizzles and results in the downpour.
She walks with her rhythm and measure,
Lest she falls in the ankle deep water.

She enters my room totally drenched,
Looking slim and precisely sculpted,
Her attire is glued with her body wrinkle.
Her beaming sketch makes me tremble.

‘Spake not’, she winks with her fingers
Crossed at her rain wet lusty lips.
She looks for the fire for being ignited
By passion of her longing well lighted.

I hug her tight, flood her eyes and face
With kisses and not even a pin of space
[ spare of her neck with both side curves.
We are in love with no sense and nerves.

Our eyes uprise to the rain cloud sKky,
The time stops, it does no longer fly.
We stand with no space between us.

Not know how long we are canonised.

Love, affection, concern, fear and oneness
All are dissolved into indivisible togetherness.
This spell breaks with “the day light,

But the moment lingers in my life flight.

Calcutta, 13.10.2016
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My Never Ending Quest
36

Then you ask me who your beauty is.
[ look at her, pause and say it is only ease,
“Ease for what?” My aesthetic pristine pees
[ feel at my body and my lips for cheese.

Diving deep into my mind I form a body,
A formless form, I hug with my hand holy,
[ make her hair leisurely hanging curly,
Like my unconscious misty icon of beauty.

With my paint brush | make her teary eyes
That tell me joyfully sad story of our loves.
She pulls my head on her full blown breasts
Marks my forehead with hundred kisses.
My lifelong longing for my nameless grace
Will not cease till the end of my life’s lace.

Calcutta, 18/09/2017
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On my Tribute to British Bards
and one Bengali Film Actor

To Shakespeare
37

A great poet Thou art with capacities,
Changing thy multiple apt identities,
No one in the past forgot your great tragedies,
And still now they live in our memories.

Thou and thy Othello is identical,
The negative capability is your cardinal.
Thy power and ability to be Macbeth and
Lear and Hamlet is thine great grand.

Eliot calls artistic failure in Hamlet.
Who cares a play with reasons of bracelet?
Thy plays access to truth and instinct.

With no logic and no argument distinct.

Thou shalt last Oh immortal Bard forever,
Time will surely stray from you out of His fear.

Calcutta, 27/07/2016
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To Keats
38

[ am not an excited hater of pain.
But in my life I suffer in my gain.

No pleasure I enjoy without taints,
Even in my most precious moments,
Fear of the end of happy moments haunts
And crushes me with writhing pants.

Great men say moments, painful, joyous
All games are in life and parts of us.
Often they say us, ‘accept and reconcile’
Whatever comes to you, even the vile?
Inspire me not but reminds me of a hero,
Who muses not to sing the song of the past
And to be happy with what we have with us?

Joy and sorrow all are in our life wheel,
It rotates h’ke the seasons in a year coil,
Every season has her own unique crawl,
Autumnal sky with its music orchestra,
Calmly quenches my all desires extra,
Why songs of the spring? so [ bonanza?

Calcutta. 28/07/2016
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The 24" July
39

On the 24t* July passed away our matinee idol,
Old and young folk of Bengal
Suffered trauma at the demise of that hero.
The charge of Time changes our motto.
The hero not now alive who is now in photo,
Even after long years He is our ‘good morrow’.
Even at this age [ remember the 24t July,

I discard my reason and indulge in secret shy,
[ celebrate my depressing joy in his picture,
To keep my rare rosy moments nearer,

I forget what I now watch and gobble
Films with my eyes blinking and mouth bobble.
Suffocative effect of one special film song,
Takes me to the past which I still long,
‘You are my only own’ the sweet memory,
Very often makes me joyfully shaky.

We all live amidst the real and the virtual,
To me still the ‘Harano Sur’ is a happy stifle

Calcutta, 24/07/20017
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On Dream

A Dream I dream
40

There is no cloud in the sKky,

The sun with vengeance isn'’t shy.
Farmers with hands on their heads,
Sit under the weird leafless trees.
Their eye drops only wet the earth,
And they writhe in pain for their birth.

I saw many a farmer toiling hard
From the field they brought sweet curd.
Their wives sang songs of their one bard,
With memories of the peace abode.
Children in front dance in rhythmic glide,
They see their fathers with joy and pride.

Votes are now their rights mighty,
Know not how demo crazy can comply.
But they lift their eyes to the sky,
For knowing what democracies signify?
Often they cogitate to commit suicide.
My feeling for their spine [ hardly hide.

My happiness reposes to their fights.
Rain comes with their hopes coincide.
They gaze at their crops with no grim.

They return home in joy and hymn,

Wait for harvests with no confines
Waking up with smiles children chimes

Dated: 01/05/2016
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An Incessant Rainy Night
41

Night long incessant rain drops,
Falling rhythmically upon the tin roof props,
An orchestra of sounds, keeping me alive,
Drifting into a joyfully pensive drive.

The symphony of music, the timely musing,
The outside invisible crickets chirping,
My mind swings between joys and pains,
Swayed away by ecstatic remains.

[ am alone on my bed, and all around me
In deep slumber and this noisy silence,
Continued with my quiet space, I am happy,
And I dream all around me looking shabby.

To Thomas Hardy Nature is hostile to us.
To Wordsworth Nature is benign and she
Doesn’t betray the soul that loves her,
To Tagore Nature is infinite and adorable.

Not I know continual rain only is painful,
But I feel I enjoy and I suffer at the interval.
Is Nature to Mankind our friend or terror?
But I love incessant rain with joy and fear.

Calcutta.19/11/2016

94



41. SIS0 H1,0 DOVD T

o°(Soee é)é&égg&s) S aéégo 81535 05e,
THo PEDP 8 o D) SR
e éiﬁq Sohgo JK9) 60N0L DOBI,
55y BB 3906 apdsre S°NOSE.

& Yoh8DH 5%, estste &

20t EHoey ehHe &

T° Do &3Her&od Logre ariie ESvlaly
PR HESESE HBHY oL,

Br0So DS I e.0edrr, ©d) o Soéapoe
PSS & &0 g éO%fgacgo

8 grdBt0; I HBowrr B0
BePBEOBT &S D8N

TR 508 (580 yesrso
SBYOGE %8 osdhso

855 (HDoR 8E)H b0 VAR,
eRtE% (%8 eodo, sSolmrabdo

EBELBHOT HBD I8 werEo

DOV I SK50BFK, T°EPIE DO
©%)D SrSHE YP&rSTe T8 TERErRHSe
J & T (D1 8b0Bos®, Pahos®.

- oz 19-11-2016

95



I’m Not Gerontion
42

I’'m not Thomas Stearn Eliot’s Gerontion,
I'm not a man waiting for the Third World
War to wipe out this amazing creation.

[ don'’t foresee the century’s degeneration.

I’'m not Gerontion because religious faith,
To me is a perennial peace and truth.
To me the Tiger comes as an eternal Saviour,
Our crimes change the Tiger’s behaviour.

Evidences are present in the signs in Nature.
Of all signs I'm a passionate believer.
I'm a pagan and I yearn for God’s miracle,

[ abhor “windy spaces”, a spiritual debacle.

I'm not a “dull head among Windy spaces”.
I'm hopeful in the bright future of all races.
I find a healthy human relationship.

[ long to breathe in with love and friendship.

While I lead my life, | gaze at all beautiful,
Often I get nonplussed with my path rightful.
Often my feet tremble when I pass under
The Bokul tree for its embalmed colour.

The dried up rivulet, nobody knows
How it gets flooded with water flows.

I'm joyous at the return of my lost youth,
At the age of my old age dotage.

Calcutta. 01/12/2016
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Musing on my City While in Delhi
43

A land I live amazes me often,
Aland I dream unseen to me even.
[ know not when I will see that city,
No beggars and the footpaths glee,

[s Suitable for smooth walk and dirt free.
But this is a city where man pulls carriage,
To transport the goods with low wage.
Nobody cares how city looks get damage,
And half fed those rickshaw pullers’ old age
Maybe they will make our useful passage,
Our colourful life will be with no filthy luggage.
And those starved people share our dotage.

Some areas of the city are well illuminated,
Fashion shops full of men gaudily dressed,
Costly cars are there found eye arresting,
Vanity parades of men and women warming,
Come out of restaurants eating lavishing.
The city with its overhead Metro rail running,
That makes parts of the city joyful sewing.
The city thus contains too wealth, too poverty,
That saddens me for this intensity of disparity.
We all are individuals and no men are equals.
Some disparity is a need for someone to grow,

Minimum requirement for breathing is thus so.

Calcutta,16/06/2017
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Sitting at my Doctor’s Chamber
44

[ fancy a world of my exclusive own.
There I love to live and not to disown,
What my like or dislike is of my beauty.
No intrusion in my private space likely.

My ‘mine’ that is of my king-size pride.
Only [ know how I court my Belinda bride.
That Kingdom is my own, I often try,

To spread my wings to fly in the high sky.

[ yearn the blue sky my secure dwelling,
[ live there with my balmy beauty of Troy,
Winking bliss we there ooze and enjoy,

[ and my lady’s thigh together adoring.

Sitting at my doctor chamber for his call,
Feeling some acute pain tolling my knell.

Calcutta, 03/09/16
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On My Mystic Belief

What he’s
45

He searches what he'’s;
A theist he’s?
An atheist he’s?
He doesn’t know what he’s.
Still he gets delight with his peas.
And feels proud of what he’s.

On many occasions he eats beef.
He fondles and loves its tiff;
And compares cow is clean;

He reasons goat is spleen.
Thus he sequences his poise.
And he articulates his voice.

He’s a confirmed Marxist.
He always confesses it.
He says aloud in reason.
But he fluctuates in emotion.
When he resorts to his perception;
He plunges into abysmal desperation.

In his life he upholds Marxist morality
He always stands for character purity
He’s against Bacchus in his tipsy party.
But in his life private he invites inebriety.
He welcomes old wines after sunset.
So he claims to be a natural Marxist.
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He goes to Varanasi several times.
Lord Shiva he repeatedly rhymes.
Gayetri Mantras he ardently recites.
He takes his saintly dips.

He frees his soul from all sins.
Still he’s enthused over his beliefs.

Calcutta, 14/04/2016
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Our Long Cherished Endeavour
46

Nobody likes to be independent,
Freedom and liberty, we do not want.
We love to be in refuge in time of perils,
When our reason sits idle and madly reels.

In time of success it is I who does all,

My knowledge and wisdom I then call.

It is only my strength that is my laurel.
You smile then, staying behind the portal.

My body with soul grows for ten months
In my mother’s womb that protects me.
And hang over of this security continues
In life till our death and protective we be.

We all depend on each other,
We all depend on Nature,
We all depend on the Prime Mover,
Dependence is our bone marrow deliver.

Our strength along with our surrender
To the Divine, we may call it in any order.
Both will bring in our life a quiet shower
For our journey, our life long endeavour.

Calcutta, 01/10/20.
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Nothing Unusual
47

Death and screaming,
Department of Cardiology,
Ontology and immunology,

Urology and Virology,

Where ever [ put my year,
Only pain and writhing cry I hear.
When the end of any patient comes,
[ hear the sound of footsteps
Of Staff, nurses and doctors,
Amidst the thunderous silence of corridors.
The department of Gynaecology, when,
Proclaims the presence of a babe born,
My lust of life reaches its full height,
This is the continuity of life and all is right.

Calcutta, 14/09/201
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A War in Self
48

[ always misunderstand, now and then;
Who is my dearest, thou and the fen?

Thou walk in my mind’s ecstasy that I can’t deny;
Concurrently my fen’s physical ornaments cry
A boundary between your body and self,

[ often feel how appealing is my pelf.

So I am a despondent lyric, nonplussed;
Not [ know what to be prioritised.

Life in life is like something confused;
And you tell me I can get everything defused.
Is there any war? Thou and your fleshes?
Not reconciliatory between these clashes?

Calcutta, 12/04/2016.
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Effacement of my Self
49

She asked me to surrender myself to Him.
When Crises rock me one after another,
[ face all adversities with my own power.
Since my sense, I do all the needful due,

Nobody helps me fight my own battle,
And hoist the flag of my king size ego.

Why do I annihilate my successful Self?
Without my Self how do I live in my pelf?
[s effacement Self a death of my mind?
Why keep [ not my body and Self in bind?
What is my stake if Scriptures disobeyed?
Anyone guarantees God will be annoyed?

God has His own Empire He rules.
He has no time to see our life’s tools,
The world environment creates us all.

And we celebrate our Selves with no fail.
God is noninterfering and least caring,
To what we do or undo our life’s making.

Deliverance lies not in my Self negation.
It lies on how I make my joy celebration.
Joy in challenges is the power of my Self.
If God is anywhere living, taking care of me,
He is not my Saviour, only I pray to Him,
To empower me with my dearest esteem.

Calcutta, 31/102016
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A Search for my Bulb
50

[ want to be lonely and to shine,
Want no one to share what I pine,
Nor my beloved knows how I suffer
The life I lead which is simple and ardour.
Anything divine is impossible
The divine is something within the life,
Life is something that explains a lot.
No reasons are in life to vegetate.

Since my birth from the unknown rout,
[ with no stop breathe in and breathe out.
[ have only one life here to lead
Who knows what happens
When I farewell my relations and be dead?
Neither God nor any noble soul can answetr.
Who knows I may leave the world next hour.
Isn’t it right to enjoy physical bliss further?

[ plead to my lady who emblems my aesthetics,
Silent she and slings at me her skewed smiles.
I look at her intently for what she opines.

At last she moves her eye balls, I get it,
What she wants me to meet and interact,
With the silence in Nature that never reject,
The insatiable quest of my identity and love,
And makes me alive and sail my boat tub.

Calcutta, 01/07/2016
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My World Finite
51

[ stand on the sea beach and I find
The sky blue meets at the distance,

The blue water of the sea that reminds
Me of the earth’s end line, a glaring instance.
My eye estimate makes the world limited
I am then joyous for nothing is excluded.

[ go to the Himalaya and stand near
The Everest and the sunny snow liner.
My eyes are jammed and see nothing

Behind the snow but the earth’s end lining.
[ hail to my eyes for surveying the size
Of the earth where [ am born and I rise!

Poets, philosophers and scientists say
The earth is God’s immeasurable creation.
My eyes accept not this and I am at bay.
How can | ignore my own observation?
Are they correct and beyond the horizon
Can’t my eyes see what in the phenomenon?

Calcutta, 10/07/2016.
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My Silent Foolery
52

On some occasions [ assume the role
Of a fool to feel what other people feel,
To me this is a fun I enjoy with my zeal.
Often I fling my inept look with this deal,
That makes them glad to have and grind

My patience but to me they are very kind.

[ am very acceptable to all my friends,
For my listening and behavioural trends.
Oft, I enjoy many Shadwell’s intelligence

And they “never deviate[s] into sense”.
[ see in it nothing wrong and tricky,
Let I be listener and speakers be many.

3/8/2016, Calcutta
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Do I Care Anything?
33

My friend passed away last night
This early morning I go to her funeral rite.
The Bengali Bard Tagore says Oh death!
You are like my Shyan, and you so are great.
Glorification of death was a pet theme
In the twentieth century Bengali rhythm.
Sorry, you all say death is a threshold
Of life eternal, to me it is a painful cold.

A man who dies is sent to the Electric,
To me it is horrible and cruelty centric.
I have no answer to tell you my dear
What is what and what I really care.

[ leave aside aU my private faith and ask
A rational being what after one’s demise.
A puff of air coercively passes through
Our mouth, she says, it is our soul true.

[ am the last to believe this lofty fancy,
But in some weak moments I fantasy,
And accept the soul’s indestructibility.

God may bless my feeling and my ability.

Calcutta, 09/08/2016.
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Waiting for someone unknown
54

In a state of my private loneliness,
[ suffer a lot and enjoy my distress.
[ invite those moments silently

To make myself content and happy.

I create then a life of my own,
[ talk to my fancy and to my beauty laden
With her inviting skin no more or less

Light or shade oozing my desire in mess.

My life in number is definitely a must.
I don’t have any control over that thirst.
[ hate success not in my life in delight.

But [ don’t know waiting eagerly for what
Prayer to the energy unknown to me
To lift me up and to meet my end free,

From all prettiness of this beautiful life,

And a smooth transit to the life I strife,

Calcutta, 25/05/2016.
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Better to Delete our Search Icon
55

The baby is born but has no life,
Before the baby takes the first hype.
And the life begins when the baby cry.
All in the family will then hail and say hi.
Why the babies in an air of joy then yell?
Why does then everyone become so peppy?

No answer [ know,
Should I go, To a man of wisdom?
I reach the pedestal where my Sadguru sits.
He looks at me with his words bits.
[ understand nothing what he grids.

My Sadguru unfolds the mystery to me,
But all goes in vein and at last I identify,
The Guru as a part of my helpless fancy.
[ go to the science for explanation,
The science describes only an enunciation,
And finally says it is God who knows why.

The baby in the mother’s womb moves,

The baby is then alive but why the baby looks,
Lifeless and dead till the baby’s loud weeping?
Is it the baby’s stepping into the world of suffering?
Was the baby happy before taking here her birth?
Let us delete this search icon for our mirth?

Calcutta, 08/10/2016
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Truth and Lie: Two sides of a Coin
56

Every auto biographer is a blatant liar.
He cannot all unfold his private affair.
Some selective secrets, he only reveals
To the readers, that suits to his interests,
And protects his status and hides,
All his permissiveness and base ideas.

Nobody can be true to his own self,
For he has to abide by certain social pelf.
Only the religious confession sprouts
Pent up feelings from mind’s hide outs,
Fear psychosis dents some routes
When the sinner faces One in the whole

Something in life cannot be shared
With all, though they are our very endeared.
We separate those feeling from our lace,
And save secretly in our private space
To enjoy in the moment of our distress.
Life is a limited span of time with mess.

Life’s many interfaces are again a reality.
With fact and fiction in gestalt theory.
The whole, not the part, is a guarantee

Of one identity, h’fe to be seen in totality.

Truth and lie all are life’s light and shade,

The part we read, the whole unread.

Calcutta, 06/10/2016
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Evening Dirge
37

The death of a lovely and shiny day,
When the slow sunset withdraws its ray,
Patches of clouds glide over the Bay,
Swaying the mind with pensive May.
Migrating birds overflow the twitter sky,
The slow dying evening seems to cry.

[ clasp my love with my love dazed body,
Ready to leave my whole into her beauty.

This moment of bliss and physical joy
Leads me enter into my mistress coy.
Despondent joy in my inside and outside,
For the time bound moment gleeful bide.
Farewell Happiness but [ will be Happy.
Life is light, shade, joy and melancholy.

Kakdip, 06/08/2017
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My Split Selves
58

In this rain fed early twilight eerie sky,
Blanketed by fog that covers my lazy eye,
The moon is hazily seen, so looks uncanny,
As if the beckoning of doom coming.
The Bermuda triangle to me is threatening,
Who says nature is kind and nature is loving?
Nature under the veneer of love is virulent
Nature betrays Mankind, not benevolent.

My state of transparent tranquillity
United my mind with timeless eternity.
In my crumbling cottage by the riverside
I am lonely but my other selves guide,
Talking to my endearing company,
Encouraging me to meet any calamity.

Srirampore, 24/08/200017
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On Time

Time Circle
59

On the bank of the Ganges morning
I see two women briskly walking,
One is young and the second one old,
One is vibrant lively another aged and cold,

[ stare at them intently the clear contrast,
The old and the new show no mutual distrust,
The Past and Present live together,

And lead the Modern civilization further.

Tradition and modernity build our future.
The young march and the old disappear.
The new born babe will be present.

The young and the old will be then coexistent.
Even our phase divided life is an order of circle.
The old for the new have to make reconcile.

Calcutta, 21/09/2017
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My Time up Love
60

[ went to Konarc temple
And I saw there an umbrella a Bo tree,
The tree, thousand years old humble,
Showing no decay and it is care free,

The Bo stands as steady as expected,
The living image of Lord Buddha is there seated.

My love for you as bright as the moon in the sky,
My love is like the hug sculpted on the temple body,
But a bard in Britain says the life, love and beauty
Will die and all in this world is transitory.
Nature ravages civilizations and all are creepy
My love will not last long like the tree Bodhi.

Life, love, beauty and truth all are myths only.
They all die but they live only in our memory.
Time eternal will even destroy that Bodhi tree.
Only He says, the ‘Sylvan’ love in the Grecian Urn,
Will escape its end and will live forever.

And it’s deathless and enjoys Time’s favour.

Man’s love is permanent though lovers may not be.
The love is like the Bo with a tenured proximity
Time cannot ruin our all myths in memory.
Our myths will live through our progeny.

This way we accept the life, love and beauty
Will make our Time up breathing here happy.

Calcutta, 03/072017
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Time’s Magic
61

The red evening sky with patches of cloud dim
The red setting sun in the distant horizon rim
Silent soothing breeze and trembling leaves
Thousands birds twittering all their privileges
Return their nests in tree top boughs with noises
Cattle with their neck bells return their shelters
Chased by the lone shepherd with his walk tender
Make me joyous and for no reason equally sufferer.

[ stand near a rivulet reasoning out my melancholy.
The distant snow capped mountain tops change their hue
With the sinking slide of the sun, the silence tells me,
You are alone and the loneliness is your splendid entity.
In your life you have quietly searched this identity.

A Time will come when this identity will be spared not.
Occasional moments of joy in life make you forgot
This inconvertible fleet of life’s beauty and truth.

Calcutta, 06/07/2016.

136



61. 590 0P

©BEHEH Joh Sapos® HiiE2E08 @ Jehoseeo
OR[N Bo°Bgtd 363&5‘&(‘33 B5PE) @otH

?D%zg?gorw ﬁ)‘@né& DA O, HeaHdd) eden

Seed HEen 88Serdhrdr Shsaon g

By o8 B0 LengrdBotnanon

RES® Kotren IerheHodme DDHIOFD 363605&@
2,000 HHHO 5200 B wHIIT VST

©e0N0e3 wéé@?é&a"&f) WOV & Cﬁa%ego % 253351)?3?00&.

O BEN Voald T JTroeds 5280 IO
Bedorr 0H3mporen S SoHoty ST
XA DBRED TR BeINB[HB Jao

9% e.0edre &I, 0d8J0 H8°8 S0

9 EQsd00ze HAE 0 IB8TY SFPborr.

& J00HI0008H, S HOoT® Dorfed.

ODPEJPET oD @508 Beaoen 9% 508HAJeom
HBIDe) BHS %"066?32633, ééééeéw@ aéavéao)é?O &Sg°Q).

- 0¥z 6-7-2016

137



To The Peacock
62

In the backyard of the guest house,
I find an eye soothing peacock in drowse,
Maybe, she browses her love’s image,
She wakes up with her warm plumage.

Her peacock male arrives from where
[ know not and both look blue and green,
With colourful eyes gazing each other,
Oscillating, and dottily loving serene.

The male one moves round and dances,
For not showing his vanity and lenses,
Their beauty and the calm courtship
Is an impetus of our life partnership?

Those two will die but their love eternal,
Human love will conquer even Time,
War and fire destroys all external,

Man will go on living with his peace prime.

Calcutta. 21/07/16

138



62. 30O

ole

8O0 DES w5ens®

T EADONOETE 0LHS IO
08 IHEBITEIT B (DeHd &%
B0 HNT°E IEEI 350080 $go

WK TrETS wdH TVTE T°Eg0
BBDER 1OFS Y, DY) Boihod®
Borhdorhe B8y HoRose

oo Eho0s® [SSRrR0E

S0 BHoD Bochorr BB
JEP FEchHen oS 0

8 oo, (8 50

SEHB Troddy BDEN8 &S0

@ SIVEH) 0 (D FEBo

B85 (D Teerd) N6

aBnEo, of)) @A SEProTvT®
)

S5 QW o8 Ddreo

- Sz 21-7-2016

139



Dashashwamedh Ghat at Varanasi
63

[ visited Varanasi with my jolt
Many times with my grandfather.
The Varanasi in those days I felt
Different from what I see at this instant.
It was a city of temples, bulls loitering,
Embalmed moss on old building,
And they remain with least refashioning.
[ see only new generation fondling,
With Hindu tradition kept in heart.
They have their bikes, college degrees,
And modern moves with dress smart,
Smart phones and all electronic items.

[ go to the Dashashwamedh Ghat,

I find young and old men worshipping
The Ganges towards the North flowing.
Priests clustered by devotees chanting,

All feel proud, for they are Hindu devout.
And look blessed with Mantras listening,
With only guess of the Sloko’s meaning.
Educated Indians hardly know Sanskrit.
But very much passionate in realising

The essence of their sacred creed.

[ find some devotee’s eyes with tears,
Rolling on their cheeks full of cheers.
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An old woman begs on a Ghat site,

She stands, I give her a ten rupee note.
She soliloquises, “May God bless you, son”.
I neither smile nor pity her for no reason,
She forgets her own misery and misfortune.
[ find a man well clad listening to songs,
Looking fully absorbed in his devotions,

Often clapping his hands with rhythms,
While his one hand on his back pocket,
And aware of attempts of wallet snatcher,
The spiritual, the mundane both bare.

Had Aldus Huxley revisited Banaras today,
He would revise his idea of Indian psyche.
Huxley’s superstitious India is though alive,
He would also notice India western and
A blend of two traditions thus continues.
The Time modern and the Time traditional coexist

In India which is glaring Indianness?

[ wish Huxley return to today’s Banaras
See their tolerance and life demands.
How they welcome the new and the old.
Cynically I feel feebly what that woman is,
India ancient and India modern together.

Calcutta, 15/07/2016.
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On Miscellany

Calcutta Metro Cash and Carry
64

[ go to Calcutta Metro Cash and Carry,
[ find a big mall, men and women crazy,
Buying items, hundreds thousands, if

Not more, for their pretentious living tiff.

They look half mad for anything shelved.
[ keep myself from the evening distanced.
Nothing to buy, so do I look subdued,
Not even ten percent items I needed.

They look mad for anything arranged.

[ keep myself from this fest distanced.

Nothing to buy, so do I look subdued,
Not even ten percent of items I needed.

In life most of the things are redundant,
Some foods and clothes and a shelter,
We are in dire need but we also look for

Our lovable choice and movement free.

Anything excess in our life is obscene.

Demand for unlimited needs is a toxin.

Calcutta, 08/09/2016
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A Tree with Multi colour Flowers
65

Delhi, a witness of tumultuous events,
Since the time of Mughals and Pathans.
Who reigned a major part of our country?
Finally they became a part of our body.
None of them looted or plundered us,
And thus they all are Indians unanimous.

They settled here and didn’t colonise us.
They built the Red Fort, the Kutab and the Taj.
All epitomise our wonder and surprise.
The posterity will happily surmise our
Poetry, painting, art, music, and our culture.
We're impossible without those settlers.

We are proud of our ancient glories
Those unite them with all our identities.
All are we and are the sons of our lofty soil.
And we let every creed blossom in full.
A unique tree with multicoloured flowers,
That is our pride and our unity towers.

New Delhi, 23/08/2016
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Joy Interrupted always in our life.
66

In life a straight line of grand continuity
Of joy and the union is possible with the eternity?
Does life end in the hope, in the fulfilment
With no dismay and only in attainment?
Does our success lie in all our own merit?
And cherish a monolithic lifelong spirit?

[ love my rose in the morning dewy,
My cheeks blush in bloom with the hue,
Me and my sweetie fly in the sky blue.
We sing only the love song full day.
We tweet in the trance of honey lay.
The sun rays soon break our joyous play.

The scorching sun in the noon burns us
In separation and we sit apart in thirst.
Then come the evening and the night
The time to retire in joy and pleasure.

The cycle of joy and pain gets complete,
The same our life does in the replete.

Our life has no grand continuous tenure,
The tenure is a fragmented fleet of moments.
We stitch moments of joy and failure,
We look back in nostalgia our ancients,
Pretending our past a continuum of glory
Blissfully ignoring our pearl moments rosy.

Calcutta, 09/10/2018
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My Joy in Hype
67

Life can be felt only,
Life can’t be speeched loudly.

In life we can soothe our thirsty lips,
Gazing intently at tree’s trembling leaf.
When autumnal breeze imparts relief
And joy, only sadness is our life’s tariff.

Light and shade both are coin’s two sides,
Bizarre to keep only sorrow in hides.
Oh Dear! Come, showcase only our joy,
And we are happy with our laurels coy.
Forget what you have not got in your life,
Feel your dirge in your easy joy in hype.

Contain with smile what we can’t accept,
Need to reconcile all in our intellect.

Calcutta, 20/10/2016.
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Albatross
68

Knocking on doors of my nears and dears.
[ got neither responses nor answers.
Loitering under the sky near the stream
[ met an old man with a face grim,
Telling me to go top of the power hierarchy,
And undo achievements and past glory.

[ recognise the old man, my resident evil.
He is my Albatross, and he rings the bell,
Sometimes he whispers in my ears, not
To ‘stand and stare’ but to run and grab
The Laurel and the life’s dream crab.
[ hold that speed in my life, now feel tired.

[ ask my darling, ‘can I kill my Albatross?
No’, recall Frankenstein’, she faintly says,
‘Think of Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner,
Snake or LAlbatros or Mary Shelley
Don’t kill Albatross nor catch it for sport.
You will be sinned and you suffer’, she stops.

Writhing heart ache drives me into
My end, I see all around me spinning.
[ find you no more by my side, was she,
Real or imaginary or my cosy Lee?
Oh my Albatross! My endearing devil!
I keep you alive and caress my rosy evil.

Calcutta, 25/10/2016.
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Neglected Urmila in the Ramayana
69

Laksmana follows Rama and Sita,
For fourteen years they are exiled in flora
Lord Rama and Deuvi Sita are to him God

And Goddess and are his soul’s abode.

They three cross forests to forests,
They three cross terrains to terrains,
They three reach Chifrakuta Mountains,
They three build a cottage of their own.

Dasaratha the King of Ajodhya dies soon,
The exile of his son, Rama, saddens him,
The monk Vaisistha offers the throne,
To Ram’s second brother, Great Bharata.

The King Dasharatha and Kausulya, none
Disapproves Laksmana’s decision bun.
Lakhsmana is Rama’s inner heart brother,
And the immortal place he earns forever.

Lakhsmana is Rama’s devotee and he loves
His elder even more that what in his life he cares.
Thus he can sacrifice all he in h’fe aspires.

He neither sleeps nor eats without Rama.

The Ramayana is a eulogy of all duties.

All except so called the Evil show values.

Sita, Rama and Great Laksmana all are
Symbols of Virtues with no bar.
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Rama’s sandal, Bharata puts on the throne,
On behalf of the elder, he rules the crown.
How inspiring is Bharata’s dutiful role!
We all are moved by his virtue as a whole.

How is Urmila when her husband follows
Rama and Sita who leave Ajodhya for exile?
With grief and tears her gaze mellows.
Laksmana hardly heeds to her for a while.

Does Urmila violate any principle of duty?
Is Laksmana’s love for Rama a divine glory?
Does Rarna enjoy his brother’s loyalty?
Do our minds ignore Laksmana’s cruelty?

No one cares how Urmila is uncared for.

The King Dasaratha doesn’t even bother,

The extent of her writhing pain in secret.
Does Lakhsmana do his duty to her appropriate?

Do valmiki and Kirtibus oversight Urmila?
Do Epic lovers today feel Urmila’s aura?
Are the Epic poets aware of their readers in future?

Is Urmila awarded for her dues in literature?

Calcutta, 06/10/2016
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A Salute to the Setting Sun
70

Why we not salute the setting Sun
Why we salute Devi Durga’s immersion?
Why we want Devi Durga come next year?
Why Devi Durga’s farewell and the Sun setting differ?

All fold their hands, pray to the rising Sun.
All welcome the start of a new day slogan.
Every moment instils in mind a new hope,

None sings songs of the setting Sun’s trope?

Calcutta 08/11/2016.
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Internet Vs Book Reading Habit
71

[ wage not war against modern technology,
Nor I deny the modern life and its utility,
Without electronic gazettes I'm immobile,
[ am its ardent votary and not the servile.

My love for Internet is of long duration.
[ accompany Goggles with my all passion.
And [ make a lot of search for information.
Then I page many books for authentication.

We visited libraries in our college days,
To locate a point we read cover to cover
Of a book and that search till date pays
Us with insight to be a dedicated teacher.

Today our children collect information
From Googgles and hardly read books.
Standing before stalls in old book bazaars,
Enjoying those in nostalgia as old timers.

Computers are now modern friendly raids.
For acquiring knowledge they are our aids.
Our knowledge pursuit ends here not.
Computer is a tool but not a study hot.

Modern scholars are good researchers.
They locate easily all with their computers.
As letter writing is now a” days a lost art,
Allow me not to say book reading habit is an old cult.

Calcutta, 18/11/2016.
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When Old How I would be
72

Shall I score my age of one century?
Shall I see then what will happen to me?
Shall [ swan off then on my lucky holiday?
Shall I feel then as young as [ am today?

Shall I accept then my physical decay?
Shall I be sure to “de-age” my flamboyant mind?
Shall [ convince my darling of my environment kind?
Shall [ be able to do my toil till my That end?

Shall the posterity welcome my poetry my poetry?
Shall they sing my heart song with mind jolly?
Shall I be a mismatch to what they enjoy and feel?

Shall I then languish then for the lack of my zeal?

We see the present through the unseen future.
Al mighty wants us not to worry for hereafter.

Calcutta, 15/12/2016.
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Dirge in My Hope on the Christmas

Do I believe in the Divine glow?
[ am sceptic, yes or no, I do not know.

In time of my trauma and distressed dream,
My back gets glued with life’s last wall,
Like a hapless creature I miserably crawl.

[ give up my hopes and then my belief in Him
Enliven me with a life celebration in Hymn.
My surrender leads me to my lost rhythm.

Calcutta.24/12/2016.

164



73. 80505 65-8 toseBSo
2 <>

BL;ETOB B DERIT?

J BoBParad, T8 BOHE.
Baae)e‘éﬂé')zééapc‘é;, Bode é@@f;

T D) wHBEnoenod DB weditEsH

a8 o utore Ik ArBHE0LrSD

2% 9, BHED J85°Q) DErenB0erd
ghsore 8% Hotkhi DL

T Sorbarin PRt oohad ToSRHA.

- So¥z® 24-12-2016

165



Life’s Binary
74

Pain and pleasure are not two opposites,
No bar there is and they are really twines,
Love is not at all thorn and tension free,
In Polaric tug of war lays our life’s decree.

In Nature both calm and tremor prevail,
Life flows with all, going with a glaring trail,
Of both life and death, of joy and suffering,

Of day and night, of love and detestation.

Success of h'fe lies in the reconcilability,
Of both the friendly and the adversity.
Attainment in life is a fine art of our survival.

Love for beauty is the denial of the trivial.

The more we enjoy, the more we be happier,
No compare of the great with the greater.

Calcutta, 12/01/17
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Only Yen keeps us Alive.
75

Cold wave and wind whistling,

Snow falling eerily threatening,

The country huts are trembling.
Villages are engulfed with shivering.

Rivers slowly swelling and all apprehending
Nearby villages will be submerging,
Inundating crop land and all housing,
Deepening man’s indescribable suffering.

Hope, there will be seen Noah’s Ark saving
Man from nature’s overwhelming role destroying,
Showing flickers of light and yearning

Surely, the bright day is yet to be coming.

Calcutta, 18/01/20
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If A Rose Dissected
76

A single rose in a Garden looks weird.
The beauty of the single is then myriad.
Not a single rose arrests my love’s eyes.

A single rose quivers in breeze she’s.

A ten thousands rose in a garden is unitary.
All in One I see at a glance is your beauty.
Anything marvel is only a whole not a part.
Beauty objectively dissected is a name for dirt.

When I hear the symphony of many sounds,
[ hear the song that is beyond the bounds.
The voice and the violin are in full harmony.

Trance benumbs me in its total melody.

[ cannot survey the image of my lady love.
To me she is the total in my love’s hub.

Calcutta, 27/01/2017
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Peace in Oasis
77

Peace is an oasis in our proud life’s right,
One is lost willingly or not in a desert,
Runs after it madly in glittering day light,
For quenching one’s insatiable thirst.

To attain peace one requires God’s grace.
The few are blessed, peace they trace.
The blessed strive and prosper the brace.
The strength of peace lies in his total bliss.

Complacence we all, more or less attain.
Sufferings in every form we all disdain.
We try to be happy and finally we regain.
We live as parting days make futile refrain.

Peace is one’s own self and in accord.
It is the mundane or celestial love in record.
Love for body leads one to the ethereal.
We win our peace in the transcendental.

Calcutta, 04/04/2017.
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The Appearance and the Reality
78

A remembrance of the past is my peeping.
But very melancholic and suffocating,
Very painful what [ was and what I'm now,
Still life is an aspiration and happy plough.

Is life a trailing smoke of only failings?
Are our wounds followed by other ordeals?
Does one failure beget a series of failures?
Is our life only the soggy history of tears?

We all love our roses, our passion emblems.
In our fancy we find hardly any problems.
Rose in Garden grows with poignant thorns.
We love the red ignoring its fierce strings.

Life’s joy and sorrow are two phases in one,
In a lake all bubbles are like one swan.
Fools we are, fond of our private dreams,

Life is a split full of pains and gleams.

Calcutta, 12/03/2017
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Proud of my Lady’s Empowerment
79

[ always decry patriarchal hegemony.
[ often condemn it and I love my family.
[ save the honour of my daughter and wife.
[ take pride and my tiny family is my life.

My wife and I go for our work together.
We return home evening with no bother.
My wife serves me then a cup of tea.
And she goes to the kitchen for dinner ready.

She being damned tired comes to my bed.
[ then want to play wildly with her blood
She reluctantly responds to my passion
Unwillingly she enters into my mansion.

She is my honour, she works at office.
She takes care of me when the tea I relish.
She hands me over her salary payment.
I'm with her and she with her role dominant.

In the week end I toss my foot fingers.
She returns buying morning vegetables.
She loves me for my late dawn lazing.
I am satisfied; to me it is for her loving.
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One evening what happen, you know?
She is sick, from office she takes a day off.
[ return home, she takes my shoes off.
For this gesture, I simply bow my head.

So I feel elevated for my lady’s due right!
[ always allow her to exercise her might!
To my wife [ have my huge commitment!
So I am happy in woman empowerment!

Calcutta, 10/02/2017.
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Bengal’s Bumptious Durga Puja
80

Durga Puja, a festive month in Bengal,
[llumination, Innovation and animation,
Food court, crowd in colourful procession,
All are in excess and all seem to be magical.
Bullet trains, bullock carts all are existent,

Poverty stricken people and the affluent,
The rich, the poor united, all hand in hand,
Billions of Chores thus we waste and spend.

Along queue in emergency units in hospitals,
One teacher for sixty students in schools,
We all by birth tolerant to this squalid darkness,
We love two extremes and anything obscene excess.

Had Aldus Huxley been alive today and see these all,
He would scrap all he rewrote about Banaras in full.
We are proud of our rich ancient culture and heritage.

The irony is we are unaware of our attitudinal poise.

Calcutta, 24/09/2017
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On Nature in Nebraska

Nature Aggressively Friendly
81

Undiluted blue, Nebraska Sky is at Kearney.

The end of fall inviting dark months Wintry,
Green trees are turning into yellowish, waiting,
For shedding their leaves to withstand snowing.

This Semi-Artic region is aggressively friendly.
People struggle against the day and night windy.

Nature betrays even the man who loves her.
Wordsworth here wouldn’t see Nature friendlier.
Migratory birds are ready to take off their flight.
Snow and hailstorm deepen their lives plight.
Birds are in long and colourful rows horizontal,
Flying high sky for their annual visit vertical.
They move to the South as warmth seekers,
Gloom saddens all and all look for cosy corners.

Kearney, Nebraska, 26/10/2017
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A Split in Nature Hostile and Love Human.
82

Grey carpeted hills with misty sky above,
With no orchestrated music of insect and dove,
Sombre silence and only my breathing sounds,

[ feel I have my life dwarfed by the huge bounds.

It is not a sense of my awe helplessness.
It is not a sense of my fear and vastness.
It is not a sense of my loneliness.

It is a revelation of my empirical happiness.

What would have been had I seen an elf near?
Could she enthuse me with her inviting fire?
Snowflakes falling incessantly, sure to damp, my
Desire to play with her blood and her inert red dye.

The immeasurable continent for no use of man,
Lying in my front that ends the white domain,
The image of the Arctic makes me a dwarf,
And annihilates soothingly my egotistic self.

The elf in the distance comes to me smilingly.
[ feel I am a part of this infinitude inseparably.
Life is love and fear, joy and pain in togetherness.

The rare tenure of joy in life is hardly limitless.

Kearney, Nebraska, 07/11/2017
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Wake Me up Not
83

Let us sing the song “Wake me up” not earlier,
We two retire in cosy doodling with our toddler.
The winter peeps through the door sill,

Hail to Nebraska’s chill of merry go feel,

Who cares what happens outside our home?
Who is afraid of snowfall and the cloud dome?
Who disdains us for our lonely get together?
Who are to decide what we need to bother?

Our life in the public and our life in the private
May not be in a dire necessity to repatriate.
A subtle balance we long to pilot our open life,
Sacrificing not our private passionate hype.

Grand Island, Nebraska, 14/11/201
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My Refuge
85

[ love seeing the bright blessed blue sky,
That cleanses all my mind totally gloomy.
When no liaison between my self and the outer,
I find my heartthrob longing me to be closer.
Then she looks at me with lovingly inexplicable.
The blood in vein pulls me for the right tradable.
[ hug her, ripening swallowing and bumping innetr,
My life hereafter is welcome is welcome after crossing the bar.

Missouri City, 03/12/201

188



84. 8300

() ()
Q Q

T80 derseaeR) Prido

T Brben HES SR EBATROES

T @088 PP Koogo BIHPE

R vales iV lelatu RNt afatelsy &% 0000

WD TRY F00 wE08 (D&

85T PoNS B@Eo Sy BKE%H Bokyod
B AD0HBD éé&dﬁaoéﬁ SroNSero
©EoHod T8I T DT ©50K08°® @I,

- %0 Sifdo 3-12-2017

189



Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD

M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

Poetry (Telugu)

©o NN~

10

Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)

Oka Sarassu — Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
Marana Saasanam

Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram

Kuyyo — Morro Satakam

Bhairava Satakam

Poetry (English)

11.
12.
13.
14.

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22.
23.

21

Shades

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,
The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem
Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...

Walking with My Moon
Reflections
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v

Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu)

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)

31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part I
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part lll
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — PartV
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)
60. Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

61. Christu Adbhuta Geethalu

62. The Path of Christ
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. Silappadikaram

. Manimekhala

. Sangam Poetry

. Conference of Birds (Attar)

. Masnavi - Part 1

. Masnavi - Part 2

. Masnavi - Part 3

. Masnavi - Part 4

. Masnavi - Part 5

. Masnavi - Part 6

. Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)

. Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)

. Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)

. Prema Kurisina Velalo... (Master Poems in English-3)
. Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)

. Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)

. Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)

. Endaa — Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)

. Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
. Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)

. Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
. Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
. Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)

. The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

. Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

. Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

. Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

. Pablo Neruda Poetry

. Mexican Poetry

. Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)

. Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

. Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

. Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)

96.
97.
98.
99.

100.
101.
102.
103.
104.
105.

Bhagavatam (Potana)

Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)

Modern Bhagavadgita

Samparayam (Suprasanna)

The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)
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106.
107.
108.
109.
110.

111

123.

124.
125.
126.
127.
128.

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)

The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)

. Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)
112.
113.
114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.
122.

Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)

Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)

The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)

The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)

Ten Color Rainbow - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
The True Meaning of Life - Rashid Pelpuo

The Wind My Lover - Ade C. (Bilingual)

Jak Ziemia Po Pierwszym Deszezu - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
Prima Ballerina Roberta Di Laura

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

Barefoot to Arcadia - Aprilia Zank (Bilingual)

Lets be one in The One - George Onsy (Bilingual)
Riding the Tide - Ashok Bhargava (Bilingual)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad

New ones- to be released

129.
130.
131.
132.
133.
134.
135.
136.
137.
138.
139.
140.
141.

The Epic of Gilgamesh

Krzysztof Kokot - Around the Haiku

Renata Cygan - | am a troubadour

Sergio Camellini - The Planet of Pink Clouds
Kumkum Bharine

Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi - A Long-winged Breath
Agnieszka Jarzebowska - The Fifth Season

The Making of Mahatma

Juliusz Erazm Bolek - The Secrets of life - A Calendar in verse
The Songs of Annamayya

Basudeb Chakraborti Poetry

Poland Poetry - As Clear as the Sun

Nazi Naaman Poetry
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Basudeb Chakrabortl

Basudeb Chakraborti is Professor of English and Faculty Dean of
Arts and Commerce, University of Kalyani, India. Mr. Chakraborti
obtaining the Master's degree in English from Calcutta University,
left for the University of Houston, Texas, U.S.A. and there he
completed again the Master's programme in English. His Ph.D. thesis
is a published one on Thomas Hardy's Novels and short stories.
Professor Chakraborti wrote a good number of books and articles
more than one hundred in India and abroad. As a visiting Humanities
scholar in February 2003, Professor Chakraborti conducted a week
long workshop for English department students and faculty on the
poetry of Tagore, lectured to writing and Rhetoric classes on the
problems of translation and delivered a series of lectures on Language
variations to Graduate students of the University of Central Arkansas
at Conway, Arkansas, U.S.A.

Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad





