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10 Kittens

Ten kittens in my home now
Ten little brats

Their mothers never knew how
To catch the cupboard rats!
Their mothers never knew how
To go for hunt and prey

How the kittens would learn now
Anything other than play!
Their mothers never knew how
To pounce on a mouse

The poor kittens are all nhow
Just idling in my house!

Their mothers never knew how
To make their own food

Why still the lazy kittens now
Making me feel so good?
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11/12/13

A funny date
getting messages that say
HAPPY DAY

It's a happy day

a wonderful date

only when seen the English way
but the wonder is gone

when it's arranged American

12/11/13
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1924: A Love Story

The day you walked in
Stood on my door

You were nineteen

I was twenty four.

A look at your face
Weakened my knees

In your sweet fairness

I experienced bliss.
Throbbed hard my heart
My body felt so light
That spelt the start

Of my love at first sight!
The day you walked in
There wasn't anymore
Happiness for nineteen
Peace for twenty four.
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1973

Can a year change a man

to what he is
from anything else

of life
his notions
emotions

Can a few garbled words
of unshapen thoughts
inked on paper

carve the way

for the rest of his days

Can a teen's painted mind
a treasure finds

that he holds on

making him alone

but rich in loneliness
never craving to possess
but embrace

what's his destined

a love a heart

but when goes past
never breaches his trust

Can a year make a man
what he would be

the rest of his life

when he inked on paper
his first poem

that to this date

shapes his fate

keeps him free.

Did all these the year

1973.
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2 Lovers

On her course merrily flows the svelte rivulet

She meanders not alone carries the sky on her breast.
In him grows a longing, love flowers in his heart

She doesn’t know it, on the sea is set her heart.

The two flows embraced in unrequited passion

The sky ferries his lover to her beloved ocean.
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2 Squirrels

Two walks at the park

Leisure strolls on her ground
Watching squirrels on tree bark
Before I turn homebound.

Today while passing along

On them my eyes fell

One in a bush alone

A little away another squirrel.

I wondered in my funny caprice

If they have ever had a chance

To exchange warmth and good wish
Or they haven’t met even once.

A little more daring in my whim

I thought the distance for them too far
So she roamed alone dreaming of him
And he unknowing forever seeks her.
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29

What's the chance?
She frowns askance

My face she wants to feel
Soon after the deal!

Lights up my face

When jacks and nines bless
Shows up the mess

When I go pointless!

Spade is strong if I finger my hair

A tap on left chest means heart

I don't mind being a little unfair

She must know my strength from the start!

The hints she knows too well
Why I touch the forehead

In my heart she dwells

Clubs with me on diamond bed!

With us are king and queen
The trump suite suits us fine
No way can't we win

This game of twenty nine!
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3 Horses

There are three horses pulling your life
Attitude, want, and of course your wife

The first pulls you through life's high and low
The second pulls you to where monies flow
But it's the third that pulls you the strongest
The other two horses must run at her behest!
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3 Mice On The Tin Roof

3 mice on the tin roof

though their minds were on food
an impulsive id drove them

they swung to different mood!

I warned myself here no poetry
no story to make out of it

let them have in privacy

a good time bitterly sweet!

3 mice on the tin roof

swayed by their id

I should have stayed aloof

and not watched them in greed!

I told me there’s no poem

in the 3 mice and their id

leave them alone with their game
but my greed paid it no heed!

It’s not civil not nice

to act a peeping Tom

see furtively the 3 mice
breaching all courteous norms!

3 mice on the tin roof

to me I had this to say

go your way stay aloof

and not venture on their way!
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3 Miserly Men

There was once a family of three miserly men

Miserably miserly they were, spending money was such pain
So when they had to travel for business to another state
For the three they bought only a half ticket.

The train arrived and they occupied their seats
Forgetting they ought to have at least three tickets
They sat comfortably cut jokes and laughed

Very happy that the cost was reduced two-halved.

Merrily chatting they didn’t notice the man in black coat

Checking the tickets and marking off on his note

They thought there won't be ticket examiners on that line

With a half ticket they could get away without having to pay a fine.

The alarmed men planned fast they weren’t short of wit
Two of them went below and one remained on the seat
The checker came and when found below the seat two huddled men

Asked the one above ‘for three a half ticket, how you that explain? ’

That man of clever think without a wink said ‘I can easily do,
You too know it sir, it comes to half when one is placed above two’!
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3: 45

If I could fly back to that strip of life

When showed the church clock three forty five

I held her hand together walked to the green lawn
Baffled how I would ever live without her alone!
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30 Years

If I had my will
I would’ve clocked back thirty years
With her on the Ferris wheel!

Go girl red ribbon on the merry-go-round
Go back on the rocking boat

Thirty years whizzed past us

That time looks dreamily remote!

My belle gaily girl of yore

Go ride once more on the wheel
I would clock back thirty years
I would hold time still!

Still lurking there in your eyes’ gleam
Still stirring there a dream

That goes back those thirty years

For popcorn and licking ice-cream!

Girl, go, run once more
Thirty years is never too far
It’s still there with open door
The time it can't forget her!
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4 Letters

I beg just four letters of you

Of no use to me the twenty two
Give me those four letters of you
They’re all without them I can’t do.

Only four letters in your eyes I search
Can do without the twenty two

Is it looking for too much,

Seeking that precious gift from you?

Four letters I won't ask for more

I can walk miles to get from you

When you find me standing on your door
Know I'm craving those four from you.

Four letters isn’t a tall order

You can easily spread them my way
Over all the wall all the border

Can give me those four any day.

I want little will do with your four
For them I do beggarly crave

When you see me on your door
Give them and make me your slave.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

15



5 Acres Of Night

Far away from the city

One bed for the four of us,

We ignored the nitty-gritty

The night was superbly precious.

5 acres of open darkness

We couldn’t for more bargain,

The new moon hid her face

To envelope the 4 lonely men!

We sank and deep-breathed the smell
Of a languor that only silence can bring
Drunk timeless without any wine’s spell
We flew with the nightjars on wing.

In the sky’s faintest dream light

One bed with no hint of nightmare

5 acres of softly passing night
Transfixed 4 souls out there!
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5 Minutes

5.00 am

mr. run-o-mill

from a mundane slumber
wakes up.

His sleepy eyes

Scan the walled curtained
Half-lit room.

He introspects

In gloom

Tucks it into his head

It's not worthwhile
Leaving his bed

To open his window

To the same show.

5.03 am

he heard a tune

a bird’s call

that soon

turned a cacophony.

He felt tickled by the buzz.
Curtains

Rebellious no more
Yielded dollops of light.
Mr. run-o-mill

In him something stirred.
He couldn’t say what it was
He didn't see

He just heard.

5.05 am

two-three words

came to his mind

and to his pleasant surprise
they found a few more

and formed a line
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and then more and more
poured in....

that end of night

without breaking a sweat
mr. run-o-mill

by some hidden design
turned a poet.
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5 O'Clock Dream

You came

At the 5 o’clock dream

Sat with me for sometime
Touched once with your lips

Left a wet imprint

It was still there when I woke up!
I asked, "Can’t we meet once more,
Just once? ”

You moved your head

A smile passed your face,

I couldn’t decipher,

“I'm always there,

And you always think of me,
Always, not just once”.

My eyes were wet

When the world woke me up
From the 5 o’clock dream!
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6 Highway Snippets (3x6)

When the westerly sun
on the canvas spills red dye
fly the birds to the other end of the sky!

Between the windshield and the sky
wind borne
the dreams fly!

Knowing I haven't seen a rainbow for years
sun makes one
with the rain's tears!

As I think how far is the city
the expanse above looks down on me

in pity!

Up and down the road
Nature on me
her treasures

The farther I roam
feel insanely

sick for home!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

20



7 Days

Monday I swam out of cavern
Tuesday I grew my wing
Wednesday entrenched in tavern
I was jolly perfectly going.
Thursday saw my graying head
My knees weren't that strong
Lights in my eyes did fade

When Friday came along.

I started missing the bygone
Took refuge in my past

Felt deserted all alone

Friday didn’t long last.

Saturday came clothed in curse
My senses dimmed voice hushed
Sunday arrived on a flowered hearse
Knew not when the week passed.
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7 July'14

Today is7 7 14

Starting from 1st Jan 2002

Such perfectly summed up dates
To once annually continue

at two yearly intervals

Till 2024

Repeating only again

From Jan 2102

Beyond the lifetime

Of most of us!
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A Bird A Hidden Bard

If you were a bird

with a poetic brain

could draw your thoughts
needed no key or pen
poetry you could pour out
perched atop the tree
float them in the wind

on sky ink artistry!

none would know the bard
masked in bird’s face

dipping hand in rainbow
scribbling on cosmic space

but they would read your poems
on the blue canvas

hear your mind’s nuggets

in the wind’s rush!

if you could spread your wings

a bird a hidden bard

in each flap a magic rhyme

each flutter a glorious word

they wouldn’t know the poet at work
but once a while would stop

to marvel at the night’s mist

early morn’s dewdrop!
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A Blind Lane

Nothing could mitigate the woes

Of a being suffering in death throes

The ones around may feel a little pain
Going through an end never happens again!
When blood spills from the nose

The predator looms large and close
Standing there in helpless agony

You witness the messing up of all harmony!
While creating life God plays an animator
In destroying it the ultimate annihilator
Leaving us to know it time and again

The game we are in ends in a blind lane!
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A Blissful Age

The sparkle in her eyes
Time-trampled dies

Her visions fade.

Ceases all surprise

She needs no disguise

She is heaven made!
Devoid of youthful width
Her beauty has reached zenith
The skin though is pale.
Through her stressed breath
Breaking all myth

She is a jewel!

She has taken on her stride
The rough yet joyous ride
Bearing no malice.

She doesn't need to hide
The life's other side

She's in perfect bliss!
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A Bloodless War

We are living in war times

You can't see the blood though

The air is thick with it.

We are right, we are better

We stand for all that is good

We are in no mood to listen

Tolerance is the last thing in our mind.
People say there's so little war
There's so little bloodshed.

The war now is of terrifying silence
More ominous, more destroying
Cutting through love, endurance
Eliminating relationship, humanity-
Perpetrating a bloodless coup

Where blood is not seen, agonies aren't heard!

We are amidst war each against the other,
Silent, bloodless but more macabre!
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A Brief Rain

A short sweet rain

Washed clean the sky

In the emerging moon's lust
Glowed the splendent dust.
The earth begged for a drop
Said the soil &quot;it was my call&quot;
Their joy would not stop

The leaves drank them all.
The rain was without might
Feeble its spell was brief

Yet it revived a summer night
As life's succour and relief.
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A Civilized Onslaught

The dark wood resists the light of progress

Lives there for thousands years an introvert race
Here they are born here lie their sepulcher

A few withdrawn people with a fossil culture!
Needs they have little, a little bit of food

All that they want they get in the wood

What lies beyond they don’t need to find

These folks of a tribe with plain thinking mind!

Those civilized outside thought it otherwise

The poor tribe suffers is what they surmise

‘Rare as they are they are really prized

Let’'s groom them to become civilized"!

So long happily away from a farce called mainstream
This intrusion broke them, shattered their dream
Why turn them out and not be left alone?

The question is unresolved the battle goes on!
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A Confession

Inspector Fox felt emotionally blackmailed

his eyes blurred the first time in his life

the man cried pitifully to have the suspicion dispelled
there was motive for him to have killed his wife.

I picked her up almost from the street
you can call it love at first sight

whose fragrance in heart I always carried
showed me the way her love's light.

If you ask if she was always faithful to me
she was and not a moment she left my side
laid herself bare and so happy were we
years passed like an endless joy ride.

Never ever, never once, I have to say
she set her eyes on any other man
happy as she was in my love all the way
as I was in my loveliest woman.

She loved not me but only my money

so would the tongues roll in mischief

how they envied that I was so lucky

our devotion to each other was beyond belief.

Behind me she slept with other men

I had to bear with many such gossip
two love doves we were crazily insane
our love was true and fathomless deep.

It hurt me Mr. Fox and I couldn't take it anymore
those bastards spreading canards about her

so I started to love her more than before

and now must have killed her some jilted lover.

The inspector noted each word in his book
thanked him and got up to go

to give the note a good look

at home in his table lamp's glow.
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He read it once and then again and again
each line in isolation and with the rest
till he pieced together only the first lines
got the confession cleverly crafted!
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A Dark Abyss

In the dark labyrinth penetrates no light

Sight like all else is out of sight

There’s no virtue no wrong or right

Nothing but evil and evil shines bright!

It's the breeding ground for the darkest of thoughts
Putrefied stinking around it darkness clots

Where is such place where can we find?

It's lying within us, it's our mind!
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A Day's Journey With Her

Nicely she said was spent her day

run in her own plan having her way

I traveled from the morn had a long day out
she wasn't with me was with me no doubt.

On the drizzle washed path lined with green's grace
right up beside me beamed her smiling face

the verdant yield stretching far as horizon

sang she's here won't leave you alone.

As they passed by rows of thatched hut
enamored in the shade of green coconut
gave glimpses of her filled me in her scent
said she's here with you this moment.

When the sun travel weary dropped down for a rest
left crimson trails on his track down the west
my mind colored in melancholy's hue

urged time to go back she's waiting for you.
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A Day's Yield

as you wake up each gifted day
you hear within a voice to you say
all that's hidden unknown untold
would lay bare gradually unfold!

a day is not just some hours' spend
have turns and twists at each bend
comes your way without a hint
smiles of joy sadness' dark tint!

you may be down or in high spirit
show your strength or lose your grit
may happen things to prod your cheers
brakes of failures to bring you to tears!

a day may break or make you peace
make pursuit of happiness a hit and miss
may turn not the way you want it to be
in colorful plumes like a bird carefree!

but then you know in whatever shade

a day is like temptation irresistibly spread
we have to walk in and inescapably yield
till they all walk out when our life is stilled!
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A Delayed Confession

There's no way I could justify
any of the failed loves.

They only demanded from me

a little more strength
some more endurance
walk a longer length

but when close to the peak

my knees grew weak

doubts brewed in my head

my resolves started to fade

I was seeking more precision

more commitment from the other side

and what happened was no doubt
their obvious fallout

a retreat when it would have been right
to in love scale the needed height.

Then as a cover up of my shame

tainted the other with all blame

last nail in the coffin being

hold her responsible for everything

then solaced in escape's upbeat mood
saying what happened happened for good!

Now I have to admit willy-nilly
my lapses in love come back to haunt me.
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A Digression

If you call it a digression, I have to agree

Not every mundane occurrence can be made into poetry.
Take for instance what happened the other day in the bus
An aged woman was struggling to cope with the office rush.
All the men occupied their seats looking the other way
Offering her a seat being too heavy a price to pay.

Of the all one kind soul vacated her his seat

I call him kind because not many like him you meet.

The episode could end here with her polite thank you

The act wasn’t so great that more than it was due.

But that woman god bless her kissed him on forehead
Said, ‘sweet angel, you are in heaven made.

A stranger though in you I see more than my son

Our paths may not meet again but my heart you’ve won’.

What's there in this account of a mundane occurrence,
To make from it a poetry and burden your patience?

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

35



A Dirge For Transience

On a dead dull night

When the moon goes hiding

And the barn owl hoots for its love
The fireflies romance the darkness.
The glowing beads dance to celebrate
The nights of long past buried for good
With the treasures of lost happiness,
Wind sings a dirge for transience.
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A Duel

Fourteen paces apart
They stood face to face
The place was Belvedere
In death's close embrace!

It was morn at half past five
Air thick in rivalry

On stake was hung two life
They were bitter enemy!

As it lies all evil's root
False ego and vain pride
Squabble and dispute
Demons men can't hide!

That hour was eerily lull

Birds stopped to chirp in trees
As glistened the two pistols
And none could afford to miss!

Damp was the August clime
Time perched on rested wing
Zeroed in the scheduled time
Broke out the starter's ring!

Francis fired first

But preordained was fate
Though loud went the burst
He badly missed target!

Pierced his powder's stings
This time was there no miss
Found his mark Hastings
Fell to the ground Francis!

He muttered I'm a dead man
Hastings ran to the spot
Uttering as he ran

Good God I hope not!
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The day turned golden bright
Mist of smoke dispersed
Revealed the glorious sight

How his enemy Hastings nursed!
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A Dumb Wish

Ever so silent in pain

Dour in death’s anguish

Called dumb by us men

To have their strength I wish.
Dumb yes without a remedial mean
No succor for them no medicine

In my backyard under open sky
These mute little fluffs quietly die.

I feel remorse a passing penitence
To have never been able to bridge the distance
Act in time for the help of a vat

Can’t count my humaneness, it's just a poor cat.

Poor yes but with a strength underneath
To brace death the way they do
Uncomplaining till their last breath
Leaving me a lesson or two!
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A Family In The Marsh

The mother and child

In strength with us no match
Fading remnants of the wild
Struggling on the last green patch.
Eat baby you have to grow fast
Sometime more in the marsh roam
Before you fall prey to our lust
Before fast disappears your home.
Vanishing sure and quick their green
From god each day they borrow
For fighting a battle they can’t win

For a space that won’t be there tomorrow.

When they take the last bow
These birds from their shy nook
Them our children would know
From the pages of history book.
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A Few Seasons

I strolled to the park after a long time
In between passed some seasons
Hunted there for meaningful rhymes
Give the ink's flow some reasons!

The place didn't look exactly like before
The trees seemed to grow taller dark

The buds had flowered fruits now they bore
New lovers had arrived in the park!

The faces I knew were not passing by
The poets the revelers and the crooks
A despair grew I let off a sigh

Had disappeared my frequented nooks!

Old pairs were gone surfaced new teens
Wind carried raw mango's scent

Mowers had changed known faces of greens
With only a few seasons spent!

Nests up the trees were clearly redone
Peeked out from them new pairs
Children that came to the park for fun
Had must now grown long hairs!

I searched the park from the seasons rolled
And when I reached her quiet stream

My face told me though I had grown old
still clung to all the past's dream!
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A Flower Of Cactus

You could not ask for,

And I dared not offer you,

the small inglorious flower of cactus.
Instead I brought you tulips and roses,
to fill our lives with transient happiness.
In the darkness we hid our face.

Thus passed years,

Times we shed silent tears,

For having not dared the most precious -
A small inglorious flower of cactus!
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A Forest By The River

November mist wraps a wet blanket

as I walk the falling day's labyrinth
beneath neuronic trees of a waking forest
along a river dying in hyacinth!

the boatman sings a home going song
floats happy at the end of the ride
the river is narrow a few furlong

and his home is on the other side!

oil lamps flicker from the bank huts
winds carry their laughter and cries

grow darker tree barks as darkness shuts
all but the sky's heavy sighs!

I hasten to escape this melancholic gloam
an alien in this forbidding night

the boatman must have reached his home
and the river is lulled in starlight!
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A Frail Woman

Hovers ever so thinly in the air

a frail woman the fragile December

With the burden of building on the gone by's residue
New times beckoning in the year that is due.

A perpetual question haunts the December
What for to look back what to remember
From all the treasures scattered on her miles
Heartbreaks and sighs friendships and smiles.

Come floating in her eyes scenes of happiness
Blurred by grieving tears that knew no redress
Hearts aiming high but dying in no gain
Aspirations withered dreams cruelly slain.

December she knows times will have her shred
She has to take the call snap the last thread
And before her fall she is destined to ferry

All shades of tints to pass on to January.
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A Galaxy In Old Album

She looks at me with that lusty youthful smile
Happy to be hunted out in daylight

From her permanent abode in the treasure box

Fully enjoying the remorse shimmering my eyesight!

She looks unreal like an alien from a land too far
Frozen in that mocking smile in prime's full vigor
Proud to have made her place in forever love's mime
Occupying a chunk of me a part of space time!

A wave of desire passes through me bleeds anew the scar
I let her go couldn't possess her damn I still love her

Or is it that lump of fire still burns alive inside

That years cannot extinguish time's layers cannot hide!

She lives there in full moon's glory right beside me
Shining light of a dead star in old album a galaxy
That in June sky on the meridian waits for my eyes
Wakes with the grass flower blooms with the sunrise!

Young lovers I beg of you once you love never dither

Before summers pass you by come winter the leaves wither
Hold hands tight not let them go travel in love that far

Where you rue not like me in blurred eyes damn I still love her!
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A Gentleman's Guide To A Woman's Heart

The easiest way to the heart of a woman
is tea-sing her.

Make her a tea

Sing her a song

And yours she would be
For lifelong!

If you think I fable

See me making that
At the tea table.
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A Good Bargain

Each goods is hundred rupees
Screams the mobile street vendor

Doing perfect justice to his sale
Each item weighed in the same scale!

It doesn’t matter if it's plastic or steel
A pot of water or a kitchen utensil
No gloom of loss or elation in gain
Each hundred rupees and no bargain!

There’s no item without a use

For each one is an excuse

Would not rust with time nor would stale
Made in strong mould weighed in same scale!

The mobile street vendor goes door to door
For hundred rupees one couldn’t have it more
The wisest man with his wares of justice
Brings to all hearts good bargain’s peace!
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A Gravel On The Beach

I felt the transience

when the blue-green sea
sprayed me golden,

and there on the shallow reef
I sank in the sifting sands!
Above me towered trees
sculpted on the shore

for years not known

rooted to the copper-bronze landscape!
Awed yet knowing,

my intrusion into this art,

I dreamed to turn

a gravel on the beach!
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A Hollow Nothing

While the raging fire burns down the earth
I cocoon myself beside an imaginary hearth
Dreaming of rains to douse the fire

‘It won't be there’, my hopes aspire!

While the tides sweep lives away

I imagine I can forever stay

Hidden from the tongues in lashing motion
Beneath a placid and protective ocean!
While the storm roars and the gale hisses
I pray for God’s grace and good wishes

To save me come what season

‘T must live whatever the reason’!

Living thus in an imaginary land

Building castle in the drifting sand

I turn a moron selfish and mean

A hollow nothing beyond bone and skin!
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A House Is Not

Just some walls
doors windows
moonless roof

mute aloof!
Close at hand
reach not found
drifting island
melting ground!
Drawn curtain
dark grey shade
hiding pain

of un-warmed bed!
Rich in style

no substance
rings no smile
sings distance!
No goodbyes

no welcome
dim-lit eyes
echo glum!

It's so easy

to be a family
but they forgot

what a house is not!
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A Journey

The dream hangs heavy in the air,

Heavier still is the burden on his back,

The child trudges along the dusty road

His mother in tow -

The sun rises and sets on him

A child, a boy, a man

The burden shifting between the back and the heart!
They try desperately to reach out to light,

Before the darkness wears them out.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

51



A Just God

They go around rag-clothed filthy

Born in the gutter trampled in dirt

No expectations no tomorrow

A population of the living dead!

There are more of them on this soil
Than the ones on whose mercy they live
Yet they're aliens to their own kin

Alike only in their human form!

Still you ask me to believe in god
Believe that justice reigns in his abode
Believe in an order amidst all the mess
Believe that everything happens by god's grace!
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A Kitten's Story

Hurrying to my work in the untimely shower
Caught my ears the mews but it was rush hour
Must be another kitten born with no luck
Abandoned in the shrub growing on sidewalk!

The day soon rubbed off the mews from my mind
Till my feet trudged home leaving the drudge behind
Once upon that sidewalk in twilight's grayish hues
I heard it from neath of grass pain's plaintive mews!

Must be an angel possessed me I did find it out
Picked up took home put warm milk into its mouth
My lady unpleased said our hands are already full
Here you bring another like you isn't another fool!

But she was the first one to make it a cosy bed
She was the one worrying how it to be properly fed
Yet filled the air its agony's mews all day and night
She said your taking it here wasn't all that right!

Its ma must have left the baby in the bush safely hiding
Picking up and taking it home was quite a wrong thing
She must be now crying wild searching everywhere

The baby wouldn't stop crying till getting back mother!

So the cute kitten I placed back in the hideout on sidewalk
With the prayer it gets back ma wishing it good luck
Leaving it with heavy heart I walked away for day's work

Sighed the silent sidewalk on my way home after dark!
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A Lifelong Friend

If you pause awhile and look into their eyes

You would find sadness tinged with surprise

These sentinels of trust, with themselves at peace,
Need your love a little, but you hardly notice.
None really knows what goes on in their head

As they forage in the dirt for a crumb of bread

If they chance upon a scrap in a dingy by-lane
They wag gratefully in the shadow of men.

Food is so scarce though so often they waste

The men are too miserly to share with the rest
Yet they bear no malice as they flock the dustbin
These loyal creatures never know how to be mean.
Today on the street if you see one of them

Don't just pass by its emaciated frame

Ignore not and notice, it's there on the street
Waiting for your love in the dust and heat!

Stop awhile and look deep into its eyes

Step out of the shadow and reach it sunrise

See how it returns the love you warmly lend

And rewards you with truly a lifelong friend!
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A Little Good

I am borrowing from you everyday
I am over head and ears in debt
Is there no way I can repay

Or I leave with an empty slate!

O there is so much I can do

Cheer a heart bring a smile or two
Reach out to where I could

To do this world a little good!
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A Little Of Me

A little of me I left in mother’s womb
A little I left in her heart

And now that’s gone with her in the tomb
I feel it's no more my part!

A little of me I planted in dad

A little I left in his eyes

I wonder now if I ever had

What's gone when he closed his eyes!
A little of me I left in first love

A little I left in her mind

Flew away with time that little dove
With what I'll never again find!

A disintegrated me is what I'm now
With so many pieces lost on the way
But truly I know, I can avow

A little would survive and stay!
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A Little Pause

Days are busy, so are the nights

with endless struggles, clashes and fights
time ticks away, quietly flows the tide
pining for love and one joyous ride.

Days are busy, so are the nights
a little pause would have taken

happiness to great heights.
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A Loss To Gain

If you have to be at a loss

be it fat.
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A Lost Game

We never wrote here your name

Lost ourselves in the rush

Because maybe we remained the same
Love never changed us.

We never looked deep enough

Got stuck on your face

Because maybe your flirtatious laugh
We construed as happiness.

We never really got to your heart
Captivating was your lip

Because maybe we never made a start
The surface was all we could keep.
There was so much that we never did
Busy as we were in the game

Because maybe we didn't want to read
And write in our heart your name.
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A Love Poem

I had told you about Hengloo
I was fond of feeding him
he was fond of me.

I had told you too

Come Saturdays

returns the pain

of not seeing those waiting eyes.

Now you ask me
why I write these all over again?

For at the grocer's
came a brown cow
his dangling head
his storm-cloud eyes
signing to me

feed me

I too am hungry.

So this Wednesday evening
with my socks still worn
a love is born.

I hear a voice say
Here I send a new friend
find me in him.

My socks still worn

I dip my hand

deep into

to find more friends...

Saturday is just three days away.
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A Lump Of Joy

She remembers the lump of joy on her breast
Where love made a permanent nest,

What she didnt know was between smile and sigh
Years would quickly pass by.

Years would quickly pass by
Years would quickly pass by
Riding on smile and sigh,

She would never know

She could never know

The nested love would soon die.

When I held the lump of joy between my hands
I saw only love quietly making its nest,

But now in my eyes sorrows’ rain lands

Knew not the years would pass in haste.

The years would pass in haste
The years would pass in haste
Riding on smile and sigh,

I would never know

I could never know

The nested love would once die.

When we brought the lump of joy between us
Love made a nest in our heart,

We never knew the years would quickly pass
Leaving love’s nest a barren desert!

The years would quickly pass

The years would quickly pass

Riding on smile and sigh,

We would never know

We could never know

They would leave a gulf between us.
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A Magical Surprise

Waking up with the first sunrise

Dreams roll on, land on my eyes

I stay alive coz without them

I would've long given up the game.

The day surely has enough in store

More than just a daily routine chore

It's up to me to go get them

If I fail there's none else to blame.

You may ask, 'What's there in a day,

other than work and a little play? '

Surely you're joking there's a lot more to it,
Enough to give you a jolt miss your heartbeat.
Rabbit out of hat, the day's magic show

Of pearly white rains and the cutest rainbow
The puddle on the street that trapped the sky in it

The fragrance of flowers and wind's soothing treat.

Surprises galore, of beauties no dearth
All for our joy, happiness and mirth
They're the dreams that roll on my eyes
Each day of living is a magical surprise!
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A Maid's Affair

The child always thought mom didn't treat her fair

Never one good word for her labor not one kind gesture

She got only her rebuke and never once her care

In his mind all these were when she started having an affair.

How would a child know about a girl's love affair
Other than from the winds catching elders whisper
Mom was telling dad such are the maids you choose
Girls without trace of shame wicked morals loose.

From the day it was known grew strong mom's doubt

The maid was barred an exit wasn't permitted to go out

The brunt of mom's ire was more frequent and sharper

And the child was left wondering what's wrong with an affair.

That May was melting tar heat not yielding even at night
Days were leaving blazing trails nights brought no respite
The child wasn't getting a wink of sleep tossed on bed restless
Staring out at the window moon the vain clouds upon her face.

One such night as he got up with eyes in sleepless gloom

They fell on the empty bed spread in the kitchen room

Where was she this stilly hour and as such thoughts him flocked
Caught his sight a slit of dark through the stairs' door unlocked.

He caught a glimpse of two shadows hugging the moonlit street
Of them one seemed familiar the child's eyes had often met
For a moment the sight froze him in a wild and unknown fear
Was it the maid his mom disliked for having an affair!

He tiptoed back in furtive feet worrying on his bed
What if mom found her out drove her out unpaid

How good this affair was the child was baffled in head
Was it worth all the trouble taken on her by the maid!

You can call it the end of story having guessed her fate
Though the child never spoke a word held onto the secret
Mom told dad enough of it from now maids I'll choose
And be sure won't find a girl with morals like her loose.
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A Man Of Words

A man of his words
I could never be
Nor a man of deeds

Oftener time my commitments
Lay broken like shards of glass
Dead as the trampled seeds!

Good words are easier said
Good deeds are not easier done
Words not kept are loan unpaid
Good work left undone!

It's sad that oftener time I fail
Spoken words I let them rust

If I weigh myself in an honest scale
I have been too long unjust!

Good deeds undone are forever lost
Good words are wasted dearly
When I think of the ones it cost

I can’t say I feel heavenly!
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A Moment Of Love

A moment of love

Turned me beggar and blind
I made my bed on moon dust
Everything else I left behind.
Love just once

Left me in a trance

I put my heart on stake

Living became loving without break.
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A Moment With The Magpie-Robin

Where are you now the magpie-robin?
The fleeting moment I saw you

Lies imprisoned with me

Though I never met you again!

Where are you now the magpie-robin?
I'm drunk with your innocent eyes,
Your songs of the sweetest melodies,
Your smell of the earthen love!

Where are you now the magpie-robin?
I hope having found a place to roost,
You've gone back to the greenest garden
Leaving me your whiff in my heart!
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A Monk & Two Men

The monk with his disciples was traveling by car
The journey was long and arduous

When with a screech stopped it a flat tyre
Causing them a break from the rush!

The monk was upset with still a long way to go
Halted by this unforeseen obstacle

When caught his eyes the river in calming flow
Upon her an island’s spectacle!

He asked his disciples to find him a boat
For he had some time in his hand

The island beckoned him alluringly remote
With its forest and the silvery sand!

With one of his disciples he took the boat ride
Soon his feet touched the green of the forest
He felt the pleasure of being on the other side
For a stroll and in the green a little rest!

Walking some way they came upon two men

So emaciated their ribcages jutted out

Sitting under a tree couldn’t be said for what gain
The monk thought them mad men no doubt!

He made a coughing sound expecting them to rise
For those men seemed lost in a trance

Their spell thus broken they opened their eyes
And rose to their feet that instance!

They bowed to the monk in the most courteous grace
With folded hands and stooped head

No distress of being famished showed on their face
They stood tall and erect instead!

The monk asked what the duo was doing there
In that forest wasting out their day

Beneath a tree sitting nakedly bare

It was not meditation’s right way!
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A Guru they must get and follow his creed
Must chant the secret hymns taught by him
There are rituals to follow rigid paths to tread
God cannot be reached by mere whim!

To all his words they nodded humble and serene

Not an utterance once escaped from them

Remained bowed in respect their frames frail and lean
In the forest two seekers without name!

It was time for the monk to get back to the car
For remained for him still more mile

The island and its forest would soon recede far
In his lifespan some memories awhile!

While boarding the car he saw an incredible sight
And it broke the hard shell of his pride

Those two men were walking in the sun’s failing light
Across the river without the aid of a boat ride!
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A Monkey On The Roof

There came a monkey on the roof
he had this raised in his mind

long stayed in the jungle aloof
was time he met his superior kind.

He tried to charm showing tricks
made all kinds of faces to entertain
they ran after him with sticks
causing him considerable pain.

To make friends only he had come
thinking they would mix freely
offer him a pleasant welcome

and not act as if he was an enemy.

In the ruckus he forgot the road

fleeing from the stones that were thrown
thereby for good losing abode

got no home to claim as his own.
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A Morsel

you're no good

A drop of tear fell on his food
earn your meal or go to hell
in his mouth froze the morsel

the swallowed burned in his pit
wished he could vomit

then pouring they came
raindrops of shame

flooding the part eaten meal
crushing his will

ever to live again

in hunger's pain.
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A Mundane Tale

We know each other the two of us
I was in a hurry in a time of rush
He was happy his eyes joy-lit

&quot;Spare a little time, for one biscuit&quot;.

Just then came the red office bus

I was annoyed, I was in a rush

A moment's hesitation and I boarded it
Glanced at him and our eyes did meet.
Something I saw moistened his eyes

A surprise it was he couldn't disguise

He couldn't believe, the thing of the street,
that I would leave him without biscuit.

It found me again back on the street
Someone was needed to buy him a biscuit
Other things could wait, such as office

Not for the world could I give it a miss.
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A Murder

On the floor mat stains of blood are still not dry

The hole at back of head now clogged with blood clot
The body lies on its face the room is filled with her cry
The sleuth is hot on the trail to unravel the plot.

In solving such crimes the sleuth has spent a long stint
He has been through cases simple and macabre

Now as he examines on the windowsill a footprint

His lips break into a faint smile noticing the odd affair.

He moves to her saying I know how shattering your pain is
And I'll not add to it by questions that at this moment hurt
Please be composed and point out when something I miss

I'll recount the events as told by you from the start.

Last night your husband had come back unusually late

From your room you had drowsily heard his movement

He hadn’t come to you and his room too was soon quiet
Found him dead next morn as I gather from your statement.

You say ma'am you remember having closed that window
After you had your dinner and retired for the night
Someone got access through it and delivered him the blow
With the flower vase on the showcase with all his might.

So an outsider must have entered in the cover of the dark
Some enemy business rival that would love to see him dead
Only thing remaining unexplained is the windowsill’s footmark
Pointing the intruder had gone out through it and not entered.

It points too ma'am the culprit if entered from outside
Came not through the window but came in by the door
Even the worst of murderers their trails cannot hide
They leave some clue as visible as this body on the floor.

What happened is when last night he came home late drunk out
Poured on you his hatred’s venom you couldn’t stand anymore

I had enquired from your neighbor who had heard you shout
Go back and spend the night with that goddamned whore.
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She breaks down and her sobbing face is now ashen white
I hate to tell you the bastard was never a loving husband
In drunken brawl when he called me a slut on last night

I banged his head with the vase with full might of my hand.

I stole out of the window to leave thereupon a foot mark
Got in through the door feeling unburdened and light

No trace of guilt touched me as I lay in the dark

Dialed the police when ended my happiest night.

You can now give me up to the law having known the fact

I am ready for it in the delight that I did grab the chance

To let myself free from that devil and his wedlock’s pact

I won’t mind if I die now having achieved this great riddance.

The sleuth’s lip broke in smile as he gave her a knowing wink
I too ma'am am delighted to rightly track and follow the clue

But let me tell you I'm yet to discover this case’s missing link

Since your hand’s print is not on the vase
who was it that did it for you!
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A Mute Withess

Today I made love with a goddess

Before a god peering down from the wall
And I can't say his face was all happiness
God, he was the lone man that saw it all!
God was unhappy that I had him tamed
Passionately unclothed but never ashamed
But when he created he could never measure
How much it means the carnal pleasure!

My act was so unkind, on his senses a tax
To be a mute witness to the steaming climax
While we lay there worn out and spent

He found little solace in his own testament!
Or did he feel sad and woefully dismal
Passively peering down from the wall?
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A Name On The Tree

more rings added to it
must have grown in height
towering for skylight

the tree is there all right.

on its age worn bark
upon the darkened stem
my nails scrap and search
if is there her name.

I etched it within a heart

her name a small sweet word
times have drawn us apart
forgetting seems so hard.

knew would wither that moment
on the bark would remain my write
warm in its place permanent
reminiscing in the depth of night.

there's no trace of that word
but in the languor of pain
forgetting seems so hard

this heart can't weather her name.
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A New Day

In the stillness around
I can hear the sound
Of life being born once more

A new day knocking on my door.

A day anything can happen
Some smooth some uneven
Whatever it would be

I want you to be happy!
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A New Style

He moved it across but the comb slipped
Little he could do

A cruel hand had them all clipped
Leaving a strand or two!

He breathed a deep sigh

Mercilessly the times fly

Leaving him a knave

To have once boasted of his black wave!
It's always destined by fate

For the bushy to turn to arid plate

To himself he gave a painful smile

Why not take it as a new style?
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A Note For Me

You left me a piece of note

Many seasons ago

I moved away I forgot

It is stuck in my heart though!
When I open the window

It comes with the light

With the winds the words blow
Comes back in the dream of midnight
I have forgotten the words though!
It remains with me a musical note
The tunes of which still flow

I moved away I forgot

It is stuck in my heart though!
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A Note Of Gratitude

You bring me garlands everyday,
Strung with the most delicate flowers
From your virgin garden!

Each one of them is a gem

One as beautiful as the other

Laden with your myriad emotions
Exuding your innermost thoughts
Spreading the most heavenly aromas!
I thank you, poets of the heart,
Architects of hopes and dreams,

For making me aspire for life!
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A Perfect Mate

From the first floor window
Sadly noticed her age showing

The moon striations martian canals
Cutting her face

Scarring her youth

That day and night

Being around her like a satellite

I missed.

I was too close

As rose the marks

Expanding imprinting devouring
Shaping her

In time

To be the perfectly aged woman!
Perfectly aged

I saw myself in the mirror

And knew

I too now could lay my claim

To be her perfect mate!
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A Piece Of Dupleix

The museum was deserted at mid-noon
The summer sun more than his taste for history
Drove him in for a stroll among the dead faces and objects.

His eyes caught the two warnings
Photography prohibited and
Don't touch objects

He furtively cell-clicked Dupleix’s Bed

Solid 18th century teakwood

Carrying stains of his passions on white linen
Imprinted with the motions of his emotions

There he saw the ruler on the bedstead
With tender touch of fingers on his head
One svelte hand on the dark wooden stand

His hand involuntarily touched the wood

A small chunk fell into his hand
And without a second thought
In a forbidden impulse

He shoved it inside his pocket

He came out from the musty smell into the sun

A chip of Dupleix in his pocket

His passion’s outlet

Escapes from the ravages of war
To find solace

From the tender hands around him
Bought by force of wealth

Far far away from home.

Away from colonial past he breathed deep

The little wooden chip would be a memorable keep!
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A Piece Of History

Where once breathed life

You smell rust

Years torn by strife

Turn to dust!

Where once echoed the sound
Of the pride of might

The nestling bats abound

In the dark caverns of night!
Where reigned the royal whims
Hangs the time-worn portrait

Of fallen hopes shattered dreams
Swallowed like all else by fate!
Where once danced in lust

Warm flesh on soft mattress

Lies a ghostly looking bust

With a stony unexpressive face!
The living comes to visit them,
Awes at the displayed story,
Once living is now an item

From a bygone era, a piece of history!
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A Poem Walks With Me

A poem walks with me
he knows me

when feeling alone
he gives me company

Like the dog at his walk
precedes his master
pulls the leash
faster...faster

keep pace with me
find peace in poetry

the two

side by side

break in sweats

the dog and his master
the two poets

forget

who runs who

merge into one

making a poem
fully done.
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A Poet

Nothing escapes, nothing stands a chance
He's the seeker of theme, from life’s each instance
From random babbles to soliloquy

From a breaking glass to a droning bee
Nothing escapes his elephant ears

From joyous guffaw to lonely tears

Doesn’t matter if he’s alone or in crowd

He’s looking for one and surely hounds out
His ideas from the vortex of life

From the most innocuous to the raging strife
Picking each grain like the pecking birds
Make each grain into woven words

Anytime of day wherever he is

From a cracker’s burst to sound of kiss
Shaping in glory seeming mediocrity

Making idols somber to the most witty
Through sleepless nights on his dazed bed
From the dark silence picks glimmering shade
A possessed man with the destined fate

His canvas is never blank, he’s a poet.
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A Poet And His Muse

The only poet I saw from any close
never married his muse

wrote poems for her

offered her rose

but when she asked to tie the knot
found an excuse!

love's road ends in marriage

when he told her this

with on her forehead a gentle kiss

she got a shock

the poet cleverly averted wedlock!

they had a prolonged affair

each day he gave her a new name

each day she inspired a new poem

each time she proposed marriage
umpteenth time he would repeat the adage

love's road ends in marriage.

thus nailed with wisdom and parried
on the tenth year she married

and soon the poet forgot his coined adage.
He wedded a woman half his age!
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A Poet I Found

In a quiet corner of the lawn

His forehead dripping sweat

Who's that man sitting alone?

Must be the lonely poet!

From a distance what I could surmise

Was this man was drowned in thought,

Not minding the fleas and flies

That around him did freely cavort!

Was it disappointment I saw on his face?

Not having any luck with the words today,

So hiding in this corner for a quiet recess

To reflect and have them in his head replay!

He was swaying a little from one side to the other
I presumed by the tides that swept his inside

But as I approached him close, Oh brother,

He was plain snoring and no poet on a hunting ride!
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A Relic On The Walli

The shirt hangs on the wall.

Stirred by the wind,

It sways loose and empty.

A blue envelop in its pocket

Bears his time barred thoughts

That never reached the mail.

The shirt frames an ominous void

Of a journey of no return,

Leaving behind a relic

To sway loose and empty in the wind!
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A Requiem For June

They smile and push each other

Glistening teeth in life's rough weather

Got nothing more to give than hearty smiles
From rustic children to the traveler of miles!

Childishly embarrassed is the unclothed kid
So small his world so little his need

He bows his face views the lens with shame
The faraway boy without a name!

In my frame is revealed her beautiful face
Where from she gets such benign happiness

In tattered skirt with unoiled rusty curl

There never was on earth a more beautiful girl!

For a while they bask in the sudden arrived fest
With a stranger in June a waylaid stray guest
Who would move further south to be with the sea

Soon forget those children he photoed under a tree!
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A Ripple's Life

A mysterious crave entwined the air

in that moment all words were mess
when river breeze frolicked with her hair
sun pinked rose smeared her face!

We stood below a casuarina tree

the dust windblown scattered far

neath slumberous sky that breathed lazy
there was so much I wished to tell her!

But rested my hand upon her nape
dreaming that frame to shimmer long
with a clumsy yearn that took no shape
dropping to earth with casuarina's song!

Of passing time a momentous shot
in the autumn noon's silent cavern
a ripple's life was all it got

no rewind could be no return!
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A River Of Tears

He was for long on the river sailing since sunrise

When under afternoon clouds the hamlet caught his eyes
Wearied by the sojourn to that land a faraway call

The green beckoned to rest his oars for a leisurely stroll.

He sat under a banyan to heal his limbs of pain

Darker grew the clouds the winds hinted rain

His heart too was aching the heart of a lonely man

For he had left behind his sweetheart his beloved woman.

It's not known if clouds swelled in his dreamy eyes

His mind was too obsessed for the Empire’s rise

There he stood on the riverbank an alien on another’s soil
That he must till to build a kingdom paying with sweat of toil.

He remembered his three children their skin’s blended tan

Their rustic eyes reflecting their mother the one his woman

He reminisced under banyan shade how he fell in love with her
Only if he were a little late she would’ve been burned at the pyre.

The man loved that sleepy hamlet built there a factory
The trade post became a city earned place in history
The river still meanders laden with the tears of pity

That swelled in his eyes for the woman he saved from suttee.
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A Room Of Memory

Four years and his room is untouched.
I would love it that way
For years!

Stays spick and span
The memory of my old man.

The southern window side of the bed
Where he laid his head

The eastern window that broke his sleep
With the sun’s first peep

His snapped photos on the wall of west
That ache my chest

On the northern wall the clock
That still of his time talks

His divan forlorn
Resting cold from his last morn

In each bric-a-brac
His touch his track

In ticks and creaks
His memory speaks.
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A Room Without A View

Suppose you are confined to four walls
Don't get to see the sky

Live in a space just too small

But aren’t to question why.

The room doesn’t have a window
Only a door to shut you out
Can’t know when it’s tomorrow
What's today is in doubt.

Imagine for it isn’t that hard
There can be such a place
Where from all else debarred
You're alive in death’s embrace.

You alone with a fire within
Without a thing to defend
Caged for what's passed as sin
It's too late to amend.

Let’s stop here this imagined doom
For you haven't preferred to choose
The pitiless hell of a windowless room

With only a hanging noose!
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A Secret

Not even a crow should know
what now in you I confide
turning his voice too low

he drew him closer to his side.

The listener strained his ears hard
nodded his head in assent

he wouldn't divulge one word

of the secret shared that moment.

Soon his face started showing crease
his belly bulged like balloon

he started feeling ill at ease

the burden was no boon.

He told his wife what now I say
not be passed to another ear
mustn't see the light of day
keep to yourself only my dear.

The secret did her badly tease
made her silent morose

she couldn't breathe without release
must tell someone her close.

The secret spread like forest fire
were talking too many men
winds breathed it in the air

sun shone on it poured rain!
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A Seed Of Romance

A whiff of smell

You left in the air
Keeps aloft my sail
In the rough weather.
A hint of smile

You left in my eye
Drives me miles,
Keeps my spirit high.
A hope for warmth
You left in my heart
Still fires my hearth,
Refuses to depart.

A seed of romance
You sowed in me
Gave love a chance
To grow as a tree.
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A Stranger In The City

He does an incredible feat

While the world moves meaningless
Abandoned on the street

Roams the man with the dirty face!
A cruel fast-paced heartless city
Where nobody has time for him
None tells him a word of pity

The nights fade the days dim.

Yet unmindful of all

The ragged holds his head high

He still can walk tall

Without a hint of sigh!

The odd man out in the city

An animal, a mad scavenger

He needs no words of pity

He's happy to remain a stranger.
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A Successful Man

He never goes to a temple

A mosque

A church,

Feels no need for prayer!

He simply loves and cares

In his own little way

Lives that need them,

Lives not for himself

But for others

And feels rewarded to import
A little happiness to others!
Can you call him a successful man?
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A Summer Day At The Zoo

I don't get it into my head
She says

Why in this scorching summer
We're at the zoo gate.

There wasn’t a soul at the counter
Except the heat lulled ticketman
And before him a man and a woman
Arm-in-arm companion!

What's the pleasure

Of staring at half-starved animals
Counting times in caged dooms
She fumes.

Don’t mind the weather

I tell her

Get it into your head
We're here to be together.

Let’s find a tree’s shade
We sing in chorus

Let’'s go ahead

To rebuild a place

For two old lovers!
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A Table & Two Chairs

A seasoned lover
Clever
I praise her tea's flavor

Thank her for the gift
Of morn's spirit lift
My adoration she savors.

We sit with the brew
Talk a word or two
As each morning we do

For something more who cares
With a table and two chairs
Four hands and cups two.

A small time but enough
To make things less tough
Brave the day hereafter
A small space yet deep
Spent in blissful sip

In banter and some laughter.
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A Tale Of Four Lives

The two brought their parents no glory, all they brought was shame
One was convicted of murder; the other eloped with a dame
The parents were left alone with a son getting life term in jail
About the other was nothing known, of him no one could tell!
They pined away in grief, before their tears dried up

Life was all a dark alley, full was misery’s cup

Thus rolled the years, then came the appointed date

If ever the forlorn souls could know their lost son’s fate!
Their lives broken and their dreams shattered

They went to their graves, it little mattered

What about the sons, what happened to them?

One died in jail, the other lost his dame!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 101



A Tear Or Two

Flow enough tears
but all these years
I burn them in fire.

Still a drop or two
past fire come through

finding earth's need too dire.
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A Thought For Stray Dogs

Lonely eyes, they are victims

Live on scraps, die on our whims

None to care, none to look

No love for them, no warm nook

If only a little concern, a little pity

Just for the sake of life’s dignity

By the lucky ones with home and hearth
Think, they need your heart’s warmth.
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A Trophy In Your Showcase

Behind the dusty glass,

My corpse from that halcyon moment
Stands mockingly frozen,

A relic of your glory

That began and ended my story.

I lived just in that moment

Pride glowed on your face,

And died a trophy in your showcase!
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A Turtle In My Stomach

Wrenched from the depth of the blue
Where it flapped its wings

In the waves’ symphony,

A turtle landed in my stomach.

It swims in my digestive tide

And would soon reach the red sea!

A fantastic journey

Just to feed my greedy fantasy.
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A Village Far Away

Come to see my village

Where time is caught in a warp
Though it's not on history’s page

Nor would you find it on a map.

It lies so far from a city

Can be reached by a long walk
There’s no road no electricity

Still we don’t rue our luck.

It's enough we grow our own food
Toil and till under the sky

Then in the evening come home to brood
In the glow of the dancing firefly.
Here we have no clutter and din

The dazzles of thousand lights

In the dim flicker of burning kerosene
We weave our dreams for the nights.
Our children are happy to play and sing
Pick mangoes from under the tree
Frolicking angels flying on wing

They are as free they can be.

We are content with what we get
From our daily struggle and strife

We don’t complain about our fate

But love our ways of life.
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A Vow I Can'T Keep

Today I'll not look at them
Though the sky beckons

To fire my passion’s flame,
The flowers sway in wind

To stir something within

The sun paints it bright

For my thoughts to take a flight
The day in my ears hums
When the night comes

Won't your eyes turn

And in the moon burn

To set your dreams free

In the form of poetry?
Though I've taken a vow

I really don’t know how

To close my eyes to them

To douse my passion’s flamel!
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A Walk In The Jungle

A walk in the jungle where penetrates no ray,
Falling and rising, losing and finding way,

The thorns are sharp, bushes darkly dense,

Amid sky touching trees, fear of unknown reigns!
Prowling shadows dart, hungry wolves bay,

The air reeks of blood, predators pounce on prey,
The dying in agony moans, killer howls in joy,
The dead finds no regret, no mourners' convoy!
No hand is without blood, no heart free of pain,
Not one flying white dove without curse's stain,
A walk in the jungle, enacting monstrous play,
Falling and rising, losing and finding way!
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A Wand To Poke The Clouds

If I had one long wand

That reached far up to the sky
Would have poked it in the cloudland
Can't see the earth so dry!

Can't see the earth so dry
Scarred and deeply hurt

If I had a wand to poke the sky
Would have torn the clouds apart!

The parched earth is crying for rain
The soil is a desert track

Need a long wand to break open
The clouds to heal the crack!

The peasant is waiting on his tilled ground
May not his toil go waste

It's time for the clouds to be earthbound
Save the season's harvest!

O god give me a long magic wand
To dispel this summer's looming curse
Force the stubborn clouds to melt and disband

Come down on earth as showers!
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A Week At This Inn

Monday only I arrived at the inn
Got a room there spick and span
I wondered at the place's awful din
And the joy in welcoming new man!

Till then I had lived in dark gloom

Half awake in a quiet warm stream

In delirious urge to leave the catacomb
Reach the light I had all along dreamt!

Cramped in that alley in somber stupor
Passed months how I didn't know

Only could sense freedom wasn't far
Wouldn't be forever in that burrow!

The kindly innkeeper fed me the best
And wouldn't take anything for the give
Spent I two days on her breast loveliest
It hurt me when came the time to leave!

On a Wednesday found my new love
Made a nest on a space on this earth
A fairy she was love's precious trove
She gave me warm home and a hearth!

Can't tell how passed the days so fast
New travelers coming on our way

Our wishes were ashes hopes were dust
Were left with only faith on Friday!

Have tided on this inn waves low and high
Seeking from the clouds the north star
Live now with memories of the days gone by

Waiting for the Sunday that's not far!
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A Whiff Of Love

The dimming eyes turn a muddy gray

They can't hold the blue of the sky

Though I know nothing is forever to stay

I am agonized it's going to die!
Death's face is cruel and bare

It doesn't spare even the innocent
Just a month or so it was there
The devout say its time is spent!

I can't accept a tenure so brief
Though they say god wanted so

I feel enraged blinded with grief
A fleeting while and it has to go!
Why at all did god send it then?

If it came and soon started to pack,
Leaving in me the bitterest pain
That my love couldn't hold it back!
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A Wish For Her Brother

Times frail bonds are strong
A ritual going for long
Low earn prices steep
Still whispers her lip.

She marks on his forehead a paste
Of sandalwood to wish him the best
Come bad time rough weather
Must sail through his dear brother.

The sight seems in heaven made

When she touches her brother’s forehead
Radiant in her finger’s bless

In happiness beams his face.

Hard times prices are steep
Pours good wishes from her lip
A woman she’s a loving sister

Wishes the best for brother.
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A Woman

She came from the blue

And swept me into dreamland,
Once she held my hand,

Time rushed past

Through all hues of life...

She's a woman...

A woman I love to call my wife.
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A Year Older

No promises he makes no resolution

The new year is new only in notion

Each day as it comes so it should be dealt
There won't be anything new emotion unfelt!

The same faces met same stretches run
Same daily chores till the day is done
Darkened sunk eyes mirror tells it all
Worries on the rise so is hair-fall!

Nothing really changes life’s hit and misses
Undying hope to build on the broken wishes
Groveling in the troughs dreaming for the crest
Praying for the miracle of next morn’s harvest!

He finds new year no time to get inebriate
Indulge in revelry and foolishly celebrate
It's there to warp the skin droop the shoulder

Serve the stark reminder that he’s a year older!
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A Year Older, A Year Wiser

A year older, a year wiser

A wisdom always in the making
Nourished by experience
Vitaminized by failures
Strengthened by aspirations
Built on the foundation of hope!

Year after year

Brick after brick

Wiser

Cemented by determination
Watered by dreams
Cracked by blows

Repaired by a mason
Working round the clock
Anointing healing!

Get up man.

You are a year older
But a year wiser

And the fruits of this wisdom
Often unseen

Oftener unknown

Ripen inside

And then no more just yours
Scatter in the surround
Beget nurseries of wisdom
Building, vitaminizing, strengthening
Repairing healing

Your foundation

Your hope!
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Aberration

‘There’s nothing wrong with you’ said the doctor
‘I find you a perfectly healthy guy
But...

One thing I find awkward

A little aberration

In otherwise a normal man

Your way of speech

A little funny

If you pardon me

Irritating too

About which little I can do
Though speaking in rhyme

Is no crime.’

‘Doc I didn't mean to offend
Would hence try to mend
And do my bit

To kick this bad habit! ’
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Abigail

Abigail, Abigail, keeps haunting me

I don’t remember when it started

Has to be the first seed of love

That planted Abigail in my heart

And etched it there for good....

In Martha I saw Abigail, in Ethel

In them all I chased Abigail

They were good, all of them

Flawless, spotless, free from blame
Lovable, dependable, transparent....

Yet I kept seeking Abigail

With a hallucinatory torment!

Did ever my eyes touch her once?

In a dream woven with fleeting romance
Or her face shone once in the moon

And melted as dew drops in the dazed dark!
Abigail my perpetual phantom

I neither get her nor fathom

I age, Abigail is ageless

Always there, but beyond embrace!
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About God

bother not.

he is too cocooned
in his cosy abode.
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Adam(Ant)

the mind
has its own futile cravings
satisfied in succumbing!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 119



Adieu Old Time

Our heart drops a tear, it also merrily sings

For the loss we suffered and gain of precious things
Hope in our breasts, we heave a little sigh

For the dawn of new time, for the year gone by!

The flow is timeless, we can’t stem the tide

Today’s wizened and old, was yesterday’s young bride
Yet life goes on, the dreams never die

We welcome new year, bid the old goodbye!
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Affair

A time was when

Nothing short of my deepest thrust
Once and then many times more
Would satiate me

Then quietly crept between us
The hiatus

When I learned new ways to play
Chanced on a week a golden day
Then over a month or more

I had found the key to the secret door.

Now at the most heightened end of the affair
Satiates me a strand of her hair!
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Aftermath

Declared at last the choice
Disperses the mist

No more blaring noise
Hangs there the list!

Foes made so are made friends
Flow in bursts of congrats
There’s no making amends

It's either bouquets or brickbats!

The winners they must rejoice

The losers there surely is none

If something went wrong with the choice
Take it as life’'s another fun!

It’s bidding for vote could be a coin’s toss
To determine who could garner more popularity
Whatever, must not suffer loss,

Poetry, for that would be such pity!
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Agreement

Since when
we have agreed
to agree all the time?
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Ahimsa

In unity should life be spent
Brotherly, sober, benevolent
Making live let live the testament
Remaining ever non-violent!

The lesson above is mine hard learned
Cats in my house their ahimsa be darned
Not exert once in hunting prey

Let roach and mouse grow by each day!

They have too keen a poetic sense
Don’t maul the mice suffer them pains
Believe in peaceful coexistence

Keep from the prey a safe distance!

Mice no more in fear run by

For with such cats no chance to die

They look thankful with cats so good
Making our home a friendly neighborhood!

I find it a wonder it baffles me
How cats find mice cute friendly
Shun bloodshed make idle claw

Keep blissfully wrong side of law!
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Album

From the deepest alley

I dust out the album.

Faces that look out

Seem distant and alien,

Selves that yearn no more,

A time that cares no more.

My wife prettily raw,

Our son of a new world,

The cat with wondrous eyes,
Gone before I could touch them.
On each frame pose shapes
Frozen ageless happy

With nothing but the present
Radiating a forever goodness
Breaking through dusty ages

To stand here now in my eyes.

I feel a pain well up in me

And before my eyes gather mist,
I put back the album

In the deepest alley of my heart.
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Alien

From the honks of cars and smell of fumes
I slip into a small green patch

with birds and their wafting plumes,
moments I would die to catch!

A calm that filtered the noise

let me listen to the rustling leaves,
the birds' chirping and such joys,

in their briefness the heart grieves!
As they frolic and in air dance,

I softly trudge as an alien,

one who is there perchance,

and can't for long remain!
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All Along There

I waited for the poetry to come to my life.
Meanwhile the spring came and went
Flowers blossomed and wilted

Fragrance lingered and melted in air
Autumn brought a golden azure sky
Winter came from faraway land.

They all tried to stir my soul.

Poetry was all along there in my life!
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All For Myself

Today I am doing everything for myself.

I am feeding the stray birds and animals

Giving alms to the stretched hands on my door
Watering the sun-perched plants and saplings
Helping the blind man to cross to the other side
Picking up things from ground for her

Plucking flowers for her dark scented hair
Offering the seat in the bus to the old man
Acting friendly with all at office and home
Teaching a child to learn alphabets

Pointing at the constellations in the night sky
Telling her stories at dinner and wishing sweet dreams...
So much I have done for others,

And so much more for myself!
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Alone In The Rain

Today I didn't see those ever-so-close couple.
In the lonely forenoons

When you could hear the leaves fall
They were there

Like two devoted doves

Whispering in each other’s ears

The wonderful nonsense

Only lovers can indulge in.

Then they laughed like rustling leaves
Drowned in their own twitting
Without caring a fig for my presence.
But today was the day

When wrapped in my own aloofness
Walking alone in the rain

I sought those two.

Like the empty bench

I missed those tweeting two

Warming up a desolate space,

Scared they’re lost in life’s aridness.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 129



Alone With The Sky

For a long time I'm alone, a long time
Other than the birds in my window
Tweeting their melodious rhyme

Or the pussycats warm and sweet

Licking my hands, cuddling my feet!

I'm alone with the sky that seems so far
Alone with the stories the winds whisper
The broken pieces of sunlight

That dance on the leaves

I'm alone with the rainbow the sky for me weaves!
When the day dawns, a dark liquid

Yet to be grown, yet to be read

I'm alone with the dewy darkness

Alone with the hope that’s born on my face!
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Alphabets Of Life

ABCDEFG

for my own comfort I'm busy

HIJKLMN

I give a damn for others’ pain
OPQRSTU

‘I’ is more valuable than ‘YOU’
VWXYZ

but the world is not just for me made

ACEGIKM

if I a little differently aim
BDFHIJLN

not just live for my own gain
CEGIKMO

but care for the other fellow
DFHIJLNP

feel good when the other is happy
EGIKMOAQ

not just mind ‘I’ but mind ‘YOU’
FHIJLNPR

know how precious also you are
GIKMOQS

and love to see your smiling face
HILNPRT

share this world you and me
IKMOQSU

its wealth and beauty ‘I’ and ‘YOU’
JLNPRTV

love all life as I love me
KMOQSUW

give each one what is its due
LNPRTVX

thus save me from the ‘I’ complex
MOQSUWY

to take my life to a new high
NPRTVXZ

where I can hold high my head

in @ world that’s not just for me made.
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An Accident

Do I look I could trouble anybody?
I'm just a quiet nobody,

Can’t even hurt an ant.

Look close my face

See engraved lines of patience,
Trouble I keep a safe distance.
Never ever thought of war

Held storms locked within,
Walked limits than walked far.
A no danger man to the bone
Always left conflicts alone,

My place is in trouble free zone.
Can’t be pushed anymore

My back is glued to the wall,
I'm peaceful to the core.

Girl, I meant you no harm,
Touching you was an accident,

Do I look anyway troublesome?
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An Apology

The struggling man

When he mugged a guy

Outside Museum of Natural History
Never thought

Nor ever thought his victim

They would be part of history

Not quite natural

Not archived within walls

By an apology

From beyond three decades

By the hunter

To the hunted

Now going to be forever preserved
In the Heart’'s Museum of Unnatural History
One asking for forgiveness

And the other responding

You're a bigger man today
Apology accepted
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An Apparition

Under the canopy of trees

Spots of sunlight

Figures cuddling like bees

A surrealistic sight!

An apparition like reality enacting a mime

As if they would be there and not move with time
I have been through it like forever

Holding onto it, scared to lose it ever

This winter morning I'm part of their game
Happy to be there frozen in the frame!
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An Apple A Day

I tell a lie when I say

Poems in mind always play
Streams on endless output

My mind is never vacantly mute.

To tell you the truth it oft happens
When riding to work on buses or trains
Like a lost river dry up my thoughts
Stubbornly dry much like walnuts.

Funnily it doesn’t for long last

It's preordained mind mustn’t rust
A fellow traveler brings out an apple
Nibble at it with it grapple.

In boredom my eyes at the scene gape
How the apple gradually changes shape
With each bite a chunk is torn

In each bite a poem is born.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 136



An Artist

She has not engaged a hand, cannot call that her thrift

It's a delight doing it herself, to give her home a facelift.

Armed with brush and color, seizing time from her chores

She gets engrossed in the pastime, painting windows and doors.
It's the festive season, she loves its smell in the air

I love the smell of fresh paint, her labor I don't share.

She looks a dainty artist, colors on hands and face

Her eyes lit up in creative joy, beaming in happiness.

To partake in that graceful sight, when beside her I stand

She asks ‘why watch me idly and not lend a helping hand’!
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An Artless Girl

What do I write about her

a girl artless mundane

fading years don't heal her scar
can't bury her smoldering pain.

Yet can't keep her out of mind
shut her behind closed door
time and again a place she finds
her face comes to the fore.

A bird she was dreaming a nest
a home and cold night's hearth
one shoulder to perch for rest
a caring heart to berth.

How cruel is the worldly way
that denies a soul of peace
shatters a life leads hopes astray
grants not the smallest wish.

For one night the moon was hers

stars bloomed in her eyes

till dreams broke by a monstrous curse
lay dead in the first sunrise.

She still lives a lonely spinster
on the ashes of long dead fire
her empty heart begs not a care

love she never aspires.
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An Autumn Day

Here the autumn makes
prettiest place for me

a quaint placid lake
with wind's lullaby!

A cloud mirrored hush
thicket's lone butterfly
spell stricken grass

in awe of the sky!

This sight the autumn makes
seems so wispy to my feel
like flying pollen flakes
catching dreams by the jhil!

The feathered bloomy light
on this day by the lake
soon would melt from my sight

leaving trail as an ache!
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An Easy-To-Get Kill

You are interested in my face

You are keen for my surface

Your eyes lecherously tour

Seeking beneath my contour!

To you it means all

Where they rise and they fall

It sounds though a little mean
You're after my skin!

It really is a pity

You view me a commodity

Best found when undressed

Easy debauched, easy defaced!

I'm no one's person, none's pal
Just food for hungry animal

My mind doesn't matter nor my will
I am only there as an easy-to-get kill!
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An Encounter With The King: A Humble Tribute To Jim
Corbett

Hush descended on the birds of the valley

a horned owl hooted on the hill above me
emerged from the mist a pale blue moon

you know in the jungle the night comes soon!

Nocturne shimmered expectant still

the king had arrived to claim his kill

his shadow moved with a low mutter growl
stopped in its hoot the lone horned owl!

Thirty feet below neath the yawning screen
on the big oak the tallest on ravine

it so seemed but only a few pace

within the reach of the king's embrace!

The two only knew who were in the war
one to be witnessed by the langur sambar
cries of caution they all would sing

not least bothered arrived the king!

On its track stopped the wind afraid
as the risen moon showed the king's head
his paws advanced eyes fixed on me
for three days the king was going hungry!

Licking his kill he took an apple bite
birds took flight night froze in fright

to shoulder must raise my rifle on knees
while the king ate his dinner in peace!

His eyes glimmered in pleasure's full glow
my fingers closed and inched up slow

but what I did over the valley rang out
cupping my hands gave a full throated shout!

It echoed in the hill such loud was the blare
the king ran for life with his tail in the air
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and so long he lived couldn't recover from daze
of being driven by a weakling out of village!
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An Errand

Milk rice curd and fish
brinjal chilli and gourd
not one item I would miss
not forget one word.

Mom would say write them down
so don't you leave anything
banana butter tea bread brown
a world of goods to bring.

I run on the way muttering those stuff
curd and fish fine tea

on my head they hit me rough

jumble my memory.

The sky today is yawning blue
clouds sail like milky raft

in the wind is a drift of sweet brew
incense's misty waft!

Walk easy boy don't go so fast
aren't the birds on mystery flight
look up to see how in wind's gust
soared high in the sky the kite!

There's a crowd in charm of magic wand
a shake dancer with his wooden flute
brought bagful tricks from distant land
snhakes caught from jungles remote!

On the playground is running a match
ball rolling from net to net

why not stop for some minutes' watch
keep brinjal and gourd on wait!

The field is green trees' shade alluring
dreams come in bird wings' flap

milk rice curd now a distant thing

the boy takes a nebulous nap.
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An Escape Into Hope

Under a dull gray sky

I suddenly felt happy.

It was a winter morn,

There was little to be happy about.
The trees were shedding leaves,
All around deprivations groaned,
Tears of agonies wailed,

Yet something in me swelled!

In the famished landscape,

I discovered an escape,

The drowning found a tip of rope,
Inside me glowed a beacon of hope!
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An Ever Open Door

Desire to live, love and dream
Desire to desire more

Desire is the flirtiest whim

It's an ever open door.

Desire to touch you once
Desire to break into a dance
Desire to hold your hand
Desire to build on sand!

It's an ever open door

You desire and desire more!
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An Hour In March

Each couple is stopped on the way
this March spring hour

with the city attired at its best

with gulmohar and flame of the forest
in mad bloom of yellow and red

and the hand touches each head
adorned with the season's flower

blessed be your love
blessed be your luck

and most of them yielded
to the blessings of the eunuch!
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An Old Shirt

on the back numerous hole
quite a few too on the chest
still it clings to my soul

I think it fits me best.

says my flummoxed wife
you're a miser hopeless
holding on a rag for life
bringing yourself disgrace.

I feign not to hear and shrug
clutching it more to my heart
feeling warm cosy in its hug

my friend the many years' shirt.

on it lie rivers of sweat

joy and sorrow's tear stains
time's all burden of weight
gloomy and dark hours' pains.

a mere cloth and I find it so hard
to throw it and part our ways
wonder how humans discard

relations grown over years.
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An Old Story Retold

We sit by the pool

His eyes remote

He takes a mouthful
Doesn’t go down his throat!

Can you skip office
For me for a day

Give your work a miss
At home with me stay!

That’'s what he said
Recalls the son

Back at home stayed
His father alone!

My old man misses me
His plea I didn't heed
Needs my company
His I don’t need!

His lunch now gets cold
Something isn’t right
An old story retold

A lost appetite!
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And Then There Were None

And then there were none.

They came and they went..

silent joy simple fun

the starry firmament.

While for words this mind craved
the wind blew unheard

While this ink raved

flew away the singing bird!

The stars got weary of twinkling
real moon turned an imagined one

These blind eyes had no inkling
how they debarred the simple fun.

When they turned to behold
this madness was done
times hid in wrapped fold..
And then there were none.
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And We Aren'T Morons

there isn't a time in life
when our smiles and cries
are not simultaneous
unless we are morons.

my broadest stretch of lips
stalk pains

has my success made someone sad?
has it been at someone's cost?

has it eroded someone's happiness?

and when I cry
as sufferer loser

in the corner of my eyes
shimmers a smile

it's not the end
it's not the last mile.
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Angelic Wisdom

The man when he fell in a manhole

To rescue him came not a kind soul

He cried himself hoarse for attention

If someone came gave him ascension
Help me help me he cried mad and wild
None came to stop no adult no child

Hours were gone the day turned a blur
Falling light told him night was not far
Despair ate him killing his hope

Wouldn’t come a hand holding a rope
When he was giving up on aid or redress
Shadowing his sky there appeared a face
The silhouette told him had come an angel
To fly him on wings raise him from the well
His hopes rekindled here was a kind soul
To end his plight lift him from the hole

From up the manhole spoke a deep voice
Being in this mess was purely your choice
Your own carelessness has brought you ill luck

What was the need to take a hurried walk?
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Angler

Riveted to the grass in frozen alertness
Limbs ache from hours of wait

It may be a day of their not being impressed
Fooled not once by tempting bait!

It's high time the liner shook
The trap lured the willing catch
There's a pull at end of hook
Rewarded is all the hard watch!

In darned breeze the heart grieves
The quietude isn't getting to grow

The noise from the rustling leaves

Incessant caws of the lone crow!

Are the eyes too weary from watch
Hands are not fully motionless

Or the clever prey feels not worth touch
And rather survive in hunger's distress!

Eyelids feel heavy and this's such prose
To be awake amid the wind's lullaby
Till the day closes with picking morose

The empty bucket in melancholy!
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Animate Inanimate

The house yawned at him

as he trudged to the gate
a warm wind rose from his bowel
and tore his heart out

the walls reflected an emptiness

as if they too mourned with him

the one face less

the one soul pouring heart's all kindness
forever gone

paused the son
his eyes grew wet with moisture of rain

the house would never be the same again!
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Annie

When the clouds web a raven moon
His thirsty eyes your eyes may meet
And unless your senses frigidly swoon
Can hear may I have tea and biscuit!

The hungry seeker is ever on roam
Carrying in winds his heavy sighs
With none to call his own and home
Except night's stray passersby!

If you stop some moments with him
Can hear war stories and his bravery
In soldier's pride his eyes still gleam
His eyes are wet when speaks of Annie!

He roams the night till the moon is veiled
His home is here this earth his heaven
Loving to chat with the souls strong willed

About Annie who he left at forty seven!
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Another Day Of Loving Her

Don’t need a reason why it happens so
Around me sparkle thousand stars

I beam in the happiness’ radiant glow
For having another day of loving her!

Dispel dark clouds the mind is set free
Dreadful stains on its wall disappear

It feels just enough to have her with me
Having another day of loving her!

Heals all the pain the one mystic light
Agonies turn back to recede far

It shows me the way to tide over the night
For having another day of loving her!

I feel so blessed when breaks a new dawn
Though it hides the east’s morning star
Reminds the bird chirps I'm not alone

With me is another day of loving her!
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Another Night Was Spent

I lay on bed waiting for that moment,

The night guard passed on his last round

Mournfully whistling another night was spent,

Though the night was still lulled by weary crickets’ sound.
My windowpane like a lusty lover clung darkness tight
If that would let him hold onto the night

Unwilling to let go the stars out of sight

Fearful his secret would be cracked by daylight.

I waited in bated breath that inevitable moment
Eyeing the glass to catch the transition

A bulbul called to say another night was spent

Other hopeful voices broke out in unison.
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Another Year Of Life

Something so dreary about the year I'm going to lose

It made me older and my breathing tightened the noose
Something so skeptical about the year going by

It made me wizened, my skin parched little more dry
Something so sordid about the year bidding farewell

It made my days longer and nights an endless hell
Something so persistent about the year making exit

It still makes me desire to be alive healthy and fit!
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Another Yearning Heart

Never mind if you feel unloved

Never mind

God meant you to be loved
You love will find.

There's a wind that whispers

A mountain that kisses the stars
They know your yearning heart

Is just waiting for love to start!
Surely you are seen, you are heard

You touch minds, you lovebird

There's a misty dawn, a pearly night

They will find you out, love glows bright.

You are never unloved, love finds you out

Crossing all barriers, reaching beyond doubt

God meant you to be loved, it's waiting to start
Pouring out in streams from another yearning heart!
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Antithesis

You needn’t so elaborately state
You don’t want to complicate.
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Ants

In the undergrowth beside the railway track

ants live in a world their own

the whistling trains run past to be back

leave trails of dust wind borne.

They have a dream when nights come

past day's frenzied task
strings of hope the fireflies strum
breaking out of the cocooned husk!

In those nights when full moon bloom

the limbs of ants shun rest
shed all pains rise up from gloom
they dig in mind's harvest.

Lines of them come out of hole
forget all diurnal scar

dance tango each midnight soul
watched by the heaven's star.

In those nights if you pass by them
tread the grass where silence reigns
can feel the stir of passion's flame
in the wind joy's lilting strain.
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Aquarium

On and on and on

In a repeated motion

It goes on revolution

Seeks the ocean!

The ceiling is firmament
Glass is the wall

The trap is permanent

Its life is surely dull!

The box glows bright

It’s all synthetic light

The world in its sight

Has no day and night!

It hears the feeble sound

Of people moving around
Sees their awe-struck face
Envies their happiness!

It knows not the conundrum
Why is snatched its freedom
Yearns lifelong to be free
To go home to the sea!
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Are You Missing Something?

If it's ever so

That home never you miss
Life seems slow
Without office

Before that happens
Look around and see
How drops of rains
Bathe the backyard tree
Let it never be

That lost in files

You are never free

For all the loving smiles
If it's so

Pause a moment

See the rose glow

Smell the lovely scent!
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Aroma Of Food

As she serves the food

the smell permeates the air
ah, food's aroma is so good
and I've of it a fair share.

I don't know what hunger is
how many on earth go unfed
I get whenever I please

I bother about the quality instead.

I talk of freedom and free will
care about health and hygiene
I have my assured meal
hunger's face I haven't seen.

I'm a man well fed
live in the fullness of good meals
I don't have to take it in my head

in this world hunger still kills.
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Aroma Of Money

Just now I got my pay

Just now I got my pay

But soon it'll fly away
Money will not stay!

How nice it smells honey
Aroma of money

How crisp it kisses the hand
Cool currency!

But it won't last a day honey
It won't last a day

Soon’ll be gone the money
With me it won't stay!

Got to hold it tight honey
Got to stop it part

Before I count all money
Before I can start!

It will soon melt honey

It'll be soon spent

Now in my hand the money
Will go the next moment!
What shall T buy you honey
What to get for me

Soon’ll be gone the money
A while’s guarantee!
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Arrival Of The Newborn

Every birthday

I turn a year older
But when you wish
“Happy birthday,

Many happy returns of the day”

I feel younger than my age
And long to be here for
Eternity!

Inside me is a world
Unaffected by time
Outside the world changes
Faces grow old

Beautiful people become wizened
Every beauty comes to end of term

My eyes mirror all these.
I look for no shore

I don’t stand before the mirror

The transforming reflections
I abhor!
I love to live on

With the unchanging world inside,

In wait- tranquil and forlorn
For the arrival of the newborn!
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Art Of Love

On the park bench
two lovers
were perfecting the art of love!

between them shrinking spaces
their lost and drunken faces
betrayed

the process was endless!
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As A Matter Of Fact

For you I don't write verse.
With you I con-verse.
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As If It's Last

The birds chirp on in the hazed grey
“Open, open your eyes” they say
“Enough of being a dumber

Time you got up from slumber”!

In my stupor where dream clutters
Seep in soft noises of flaps and flutters
Through my eye-slits hair like thin
Another day gloriously trudges in!

I realize I'm alive for another day
Hopes in breast, thoughts to say
To live this day as if it's last

To tell ‘I love’ and tell it fast!
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As Promised

twenty years on
and i still look for her
on the seashore

it was a promise she made

that even if given to another man
she would break up for once
come running to the sea

for me

and if i wasn't there

she would go deeper

leaving on the sands a note

i was here as i promised

she came to my life
she came to be my wife
but twenty years on

i still look for her

on the seashore

she ageless

waiting for her lover
and then going down to the sea
leaving a note

on the sand

unerasable

i was here as i promised
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As They See Me

My poems come and ask me
After you set us free

You just forget our pain

And act apathetic alien,

When thoughts in you burn
Inside in vortices churn,

It's us coming out in streams
Relieve your burden of dreams,
But you never enact your life the way
What through us you say,
Delivering us you stand aside,
Turn away to flow with the tide!
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As We Will It

To me only she leaves it
In turn I leave it to her

In our hiding holes of habit
Things don’t move any far.

In this funny game
Consensus is scarce

In the fear of blame
Taking a decision scares.

She tells me it’s for you to decide
Ways to cut the rising bills

How to stop our savings’ slide
Still have two square meals.

I tell her in your hands is the rein

To check unneeded outflow

Find some ways to build a gain
Some savings for the future to show.

She retorts don’t say you’ve no clue
The way I manage the pence

What you bring can hardly accrue
Any surplus post expense.

Things go on like they did before
With us never reaching a deal
Yet our lives happily soar

The way we lovingly will.
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As You Rightly Say

here's another cat poem.

When the orphaned black kitten is shrinking
and sinking

and these hands are too inadequate

to stem the slide

and writing poems seem far easier
than filling the gap its mother left

this heart going through another break
another trek

downhill

for an uphill job

and as I lift it

feel its heartbeat

slowing

to a few grams

so putting it down

return to keyboard

feeling a little guilt

a little shame

as you rightly say
to write another cat poem.
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Ask

Nothing is owned
Unless earned.

Ask if you've earned love.
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Asking For Too Much

When it's summer I pray for cold
In the winter sulk for warm touch
When I was a kid longed to be old
I'm always asking for too much.

When it's money want of it more

It's always for good times I search

I want the rains to stop torrent's pour
I'm always asking for too much.

I want my woman to be a sex queen
Want her always hot on my urge

Her smiles I notice can't read her pain
I'm always asking for too much.

I want smooth sailing life’s steady flow
A decent job and a nest for night’s perch
See on her face shine a happy glow

I'm always asking for too much.

I want all my poems earn your read
Desire it's them only you search
I do only care for my ego’s need

I'm always asking for too much.
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Aspirant

Rate me vote me on the given link

Beg you please see my hopes don't sink
I'm word monger poet laureate valiant
Want some fame a few bucks’ aspirant!

Rate me vote me cast me not out

I too will vote for you don’t be in doubt

We traders in dreams are poets every bit

No harm if we compete in the way earn profit!

Rate me vote me let my hopes soar

A little recognition I want nothing more
From the crowd find me hear me holler
Let your clicking vote bring me a dollar!

Rate me vote me I know I may not win
But I'll fight bravely this war is not mean
If I earn a victory will be a cause to celebrate

The burial of poetry win of voting rate!
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Astray

Your paths shouldn’t lead astray

Heard it since childhood day
Heard it along all the way
What it means don’t know to this day.

It doesn’t show the way nor lifts the haze
Of a delusional journey the morality’s maze
Just a vague notion planted from the birth
Astray a wrong way is not a travel’s worth.

And that’s the dilemma all the trouble’s root
Astray the wrong way should not be one’s route
But each path has on offer its own unique view
Sublime obnoxious but stretched out for you.

Don’t I need to break shackles and explore
The way called astray what it has in store
How bad are its tracks uncouth unclean

If they are laden with only vices and sin.

Why not one day break out of shell
See if astray leads only to hell
Take chance of a choice to get away from the pain

Of the ways thought right but ashtray like vain.
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Asylum

There's too much prose in this world,
Sermons are more than service
Money is more than mind
Polemics dominate over resolution
Truth crumbles under loads of lies.
While millions go without food
Poverty is researched
Sustainability is analyzed

Cost of survival is determined

By people living in luxury!

Baffled I turn to poetry,

To seek symmetry

In this dichotomous world!
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At Her Expense

I furtively glance at the wholesome flesh
afraid in case

she catches me stealing

her precious things.

There was so much bare

it seemed unfair

to have to content with one stare

With so much bare

no reason to see elsewhere

and deny my pleasure immense

at her expense

Of me
she gets little to see

As for my crotch
it is no top-notch!
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At The Doctor's

Weary faces bored with the long wait

Sit with stony eyes as in hypnotic state
Some way they suffer in liver or gall
Hoping help would reach when comes their call.
Each time the bell rings breaks the languor
Rustled footsteps cross the corridor
Expectant eyes find way to the door

To find what remedy is there in store.
Minutes pass and is heard before long
Inviting sound of the next bell’'s gong

The ones coming out rewarded for patience
Make way for visages still grim and tense.
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Attachments

A plastic bag without a handle
A pair of straps without a sandal
A briefcase with rusted locks
A pair of old worn out socks

A never used candelabrum

An empty jar of finished gum
A broken door iron cage

A lost book's tattered page

A piece of cloth insect holed
An old calendar neatly rolled
A fluorescent light long dead
A clay puppet's broken head
A fountain pen sans its cap
An old atlas dusty map

A bunch of cassette in tin box
Nails and screws unused locks
Cable tape wire and plug
Grandpa's brolly faded rug

Can't disown throw them out
Fond attachments without doubt!
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Attitude

The right attitude

sadly

is always

the most difficult attitude!
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Autumn And I

Into my debt-ridden life

The autumn comes uninvited.

The white cottons on the azure

are painted with rainbow,

the remains of the last rain

Glow in silvery temptation -

But my thoughts are elsewhere.

I couldn't welcome autumn into my life!
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Awhile In The Woods

I give myself a break

to slip into the lonely woods

to rest awhile on the green cape
drown in the seasons’ moods.

I seek a patch of soft grass

sheltered in the shade of a tree

smell from the air the wooded hush
and spend awhile carefree.

Just then my eyes come to rest

on the canopied acacia tree

where the birds dressed for spring fest
twitter in boundless glee.

I want this frame to freeze in my stare
sealed in my heart for good

I wouldn't last but it would be there
my time in the beauteous woods.
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Back Door

Faraway on a distant shore

He labors hard to earn

Money he needs more and more

The self-exiled lonely man!

He puts aside a small amount

Rest he remits to his wife

He keeps filling her bank account

To provide her necessities of life!

Her necessities of life he couldn’t fulfill
Because all them money can’t buy

She couldn’t for long endure the ordeal
Got herself another guy!

Our man he comes home once in a while
Greets him the woman in joy

The time he stays he sees her smile
Knows not she got another boy!

It goes on like this dollars pour in

When home he sees her happiness

She keeps walking on a rope stretched thin
There was no way she could now regress!

Once it so happened he arrived one night
She had no prior advice

He reached home on a late night flight
To give her a pleasant surprise!

God if you had seen her whitely ashen face

After she had opened the front door

On it there wasn’t a trace of happiness

She almost swooned onto the floor!

Our man never knew why she shut the door again
It never did cross his head

In his absence his wife had made a bargain

Her lover was snoring on his bed!

She woke the guy up for a fast exit
Through a door at the back of the house
Came down again the wife cute and sweet
A loving and caring spouse!
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Now friends I come to the moral of the tale
For the ones away on distant shore

Wall it up do it without fail

Do away with your houses’ backdoor!
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Back To Yesterday

I look up and see the diurnal moon.

It's like yesterday.

Same spot, same time, same moon,

A deja vu of dream walking

Where yesterday stands still

And I'm coming back timeless,

as a part of the heavenly drawn sketch.
I look past the tall tree

to touch the diurnal moon.

It's back to yesterday!
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Bad Friday

for the dog

can't save my rhyme
each day he's dying
for the umpteen time
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Bakers

In the ill-lit room singed with ovens’ heat

Swift hands deftly turn wheat balls sweet

The air exudes a smell of pulpy soft taste
Blended with the odd fragrance of sweat!

Here reigns under the tin shed eternal night

As if by some design is forbidden daylight

Roll out confectionaries crisp and light

To fill the mouths with salivary delight!

Bread, cake, cookie and cherry bun

Kneading them in the heat is no fun

The bakers’ faces glow warm and red

Faster they must go before they rest their head!
The delicious stuff are relished by kids and grownups
They savor the flavor with their hot morning cups
Do they ever pause or give it a thought

How those laboring bodies in the heat rot!
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Bansharee

Bansharee

tends cows in the field

her hairs deep wisps in the wind
her dark skin

an unfathomed mist

her perfume

rice washed

her feet

conqueror of wild grass

Bansharee...bansharee...
she tends cows in the field
a warrior in the wild wind
an autumn of all seasons
runs self willed

floats on the field

over her clouds gather
there isn't a match for her
in her cracked glass mirror
she is two

one a wild warrior

with a face only the wind loves
and the other

weather beaten

by fate cursed

but dreaming...

in some heart somewhere
for her
love is nursed!

Bansharee...Bansharee...
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Bare Truth

I don't need your bare skin

The deep alleys lying within
When I sink my nose in your hair
All day you linger there.

I can do without your kiss
Warm crevices I don’t miss
When graze my lips on your ear
All day you linger there.

I don’t want you pierced and dug
Nor crave you tight in hug
Catching you once in stare

All day you linger there.

I don’t thirst your panting moan
Grab you as if you I own
One touch of your loving care

All day you linger there.
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Bared And Alone

In a translucent twilight zone

I find myself all alone

In the mirror only my face

Loneliness I lovingly embrace!

Madly I listen to the silence

The only thing that makes sense
Thoughts uninhibited and random

Pour out, here they find freedom!

In the world outside what’s uncouth

Is unshackled here, like hidden truth
There’s no prose, it's all wild verse

The mask is irrelevant, there’s no farce!
My unbridled self at the twilight zone
Loves to come out, bared and alone
Bored of the rules framed by the sane
It finds itself free from the bondage of pain!
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Barefoot On The Grass

Today at dawn in windy rush
Before sun could melt its heat
Sinking my feet in dewy grass
I strolled merrily bare feet!

I felt on my feet a thousand kiss

Heart leapt in an unknown joy

Too long you missed this heavenly bliss
Grass whispered to a reborn boy!

Lost count of time when walked last
Retraced a stretch of green route
Forgot my root lost all trust

To walk on the grass barefoot!

The tickling grass as hugged my toes
Shed their dew like tears
They asked ugly leather smell our nose

where have you been all these years!
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Barn's Smell

village girl pillage mind on the first sight
hazel eyes gazelle runs hair dark night

barn's smell holds tale fathomless deep
flutters heart falls apart resolves fast slip

she knows it my heartbeats quicken for her
in love glow paint rainbow on day sky a star

she can catch as I watch slavish eyes' plead
more than me it is she can my dreams read

but wouldn't bend have me lent one little kiss
honor hard on her guard not let me do as please

she soon fades stays in head lives carefree
ever far upon a star sweetest memory.
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Be Happy By

loving the manifested
without guessing the hidden.
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Be Once A Bird

It must be very hard on her

the bird she cared deeply loved
has found a new pasture.

but be my dear once a bird
grow on you a wing

know the ache hurts so hard
when stuck within iron ring!

tended well fed the best
the wings still must try
still must deem it a complete waste

times spent flightlessly dry!
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Be The Knight

Don't let it deter

The tongues wagging behind
Do what’s better

Speak out your mind.

Go ahead and do it

Do it the way you like
Strongly and with grit

Not a half-hearted strike.

If it needs be brute
Unyieldingly stout

Fear not tell the truth

It's what stands you out.
Bow not your towering head
Succumb to power’s might
Glories of empires fade
Lives on the brave knight.
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Be There

Give a little love and care
Light up faces with your smile
In others' need be there
Walk an extra mile!

So often they are in disguise
You've to look in their eyes
They're waiting for your hand
Waiting for you to understand!
You have to take a break
Greater things are at stake
Out there is waiting a heart
Know its beat be its part.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 198



Because I Am Not There

Because I am not there

You trap the bird in the tree
And never set it free

You think it smart

To tear the innocents apart
You deem it cool

To see your power rule

In bringing down the harmless
You never see their face

Love, pity, you could choose any
You preferred tyranny
Armories of weapon you build
To make this world a battlefield

Because I am not there in your heart
You are dead from the start
Imprisoned in your ruthless kingdom
Ever denying the bird its freedom!
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Because I Got You Easy

I haven’t ever known you, truly -

I got you easily, without a price.

It's like the closeness of the birds

To the silvery clouds,

The treetops’ brush with the sky,

Too known is your face.

How could I ever know you were priceless!
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Because They Bother: Scraps Of Worries

Hand

A few playful beaking from him
And I remember
Did not soap the dirt off my hand!

Here I stand

Bothered

Praying

My parrot doesn’t get an infection.
Head

Because it bothers

Low I stoop

To pen about bird poop!

On my way from office
Fell the hit-never-miss.

Finding no dried leaf

I used my handkerchief
And verified from a stranger
There wasn’t a stain!

Bird poop is a bane.

So they said

Is the chance my head
Would soon be bereft of hair
Quite unfair!

Here I stand

Bothered

Praying

The few remaining don’t leave me.
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Bed 223

She swam in her delirium in an unfamiliar semi-darkness

Around her an ocean in slow motion engulfed her dizzy senses
Voices from a faraway space echoed garbled in her straining ears
She flew past all horizons wings spanning across many light years.

The flight was such thrilling she wished it had never ended
But she was slowing down on an emptiness she descended
Seeing and hearing nothing she fell inside senseless gravity

Lay silent in anaesthesia the patient in Bed 223.
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Before I Go With The Night

Can you bring me a little warmth?
The night is like an unending tunnel
Ahead looms a long winter month
When I go there won't be a funeral.
Can you not hold me close?

Rub the cold off my heart?

So that when the chill goes

I can blissfully depart.

I am cold as the frosty night's bird
With the smell of warmth under my wing
The sound of my fall if it's ever heard
A dirge for me can you sing?
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Before The Bard Dies

It's time you turn the machine off, it’s time
Before the bard in you flies away

With the last melodious rhyme

For too long your eyes are fixed on the screen
Living in a virtual world forgetting your kin
While you looked away, the rainbow came and went
The flower bloomed and withered

You never got her scent

The clouds gathered on you for your glance
Then wilted, you frittered away the chance
Every bit of nature on your door knocks

To find you lost in the rectangular box

Switch it off, turn your eyes

Before the bard in you forever dies!
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Before They Aren'T There

When you narrow your focus for wayside picks
can see a couple of sparrow prancing on bricks
they are still not gone out of town

the lady whitish her male red brown!

They are fast fading leaving no trace

love human home for building nest

but where are nooks for them warm space
a cool inlet for summer's rest!

But still they seek would go last length
with all their hearts gathered strength
to find an address can call their own
these cutest birds need kindness shown!

Their chirping weaves what magic spell
the pretty lady and her brownish male
let's spare for the couple one smallest nook

not leave them be fable in storybook!
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Before They Grow Up

Take the children to the seaside

To a fair for a joyride

Be with them as long as you can
Because soon they'll be man!
Cuddle them hold them tight

Drown in their eyes' joyous light
The short days though bright

In no time will be out of sight!
Spend with them in long travel
Delight in their childish marvel

See them giggle in boundless glee
Such times though divine quickly flee!
Tell them stories sleep with them
Play with them the silliest game
Without restraint let them be wild
Before cruel time banishes the child!
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Before You Part

You are moving on, you are saying goodbye
I can't leave your mind, I'll be in your eye
You are parting way to go away from me

My face in your heart, you are far from free.
You are moving on, you are saying goodbye
It won't be easy, when you take off to fly
You'll feel the pull of staying back again,

To recreate the love and ignore the pain.
You are moving on, you are saying goodbye
It all sounds so unreal, your eyes aren't dry
You wish you could stop, retrace the lost way
To tell me just once, what you never did say.
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Beg One From You

You are not writing a poem
June is so long ago

it's end November
not one is added to your name!

maybe after that last write

you let the ink rest in your pen
on something else was your sight
you can write anytime again!

I'm sure you're not moving away
that would be such pity

something else occupying your day
life throwing new priority!

it happens poet all the time
though they buzz in your head
you've to let go priceless rhyme
and hold other things instead!

June is so long ago
it's end November
not one I find under your name

show me you're still there
write for me one

I'm dying for your poem!
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Being A Father

The son vents his suppressed anger on dad
The father should know he’s no more a lad,
He’'s a man that needs his own space

To lead a life at his own pace.

Every time thus the son speaks out

Feels brave enough to open his mouth

The father feeling himself an intrusive mole
Shrinks in panic, seeks a hiding hole.

Every father at sometime absorbs such pangs
And buys peace with the youthful arrogance,
On his heart though weighs a load of stone,
He swallows all that he can’t tell his son.
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Belief & Coincidence

Deciding to carry a plastic bag
was all I needed
for a spark of belief!

It was raining hard

and I saw a gain

in carrying it

for my experience told

people in the bus don't find it funny
when drip on them

raindrops from my umbrella.

There was one window seat empty
as if in wait for me

itself drenched in the pour

upon which the plastic bag I spread
reflecting on the divine design
god's kind grace

in protecting me in warm dryness
when in that orgasmic relief

was born in the atheist's mind

a belief!
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Belief & Non-Belief

I don’t believe in god
But still thank him
That I'm better off
Than so many others.
I have a bed

A roof on my head
And something to
Look forward to
Tomorrow!
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Belief Comes Easy

I live with my belief and I'm not weak
From it I derive a great strength

Belief is easy, it comes quick

Not needing a travel of great length!
Belief in something that runs the universe
One that determines my role

Driven by it, my life I traverse

I act with a purpose in soul!

I don’t question it, I have no doubt

I believe it controls all things

I don’t ask, ‘what’s it all about’

Such thoughts I prune their wings!

I'm in peace with a straitjacket force

I sail on the ocean without end

Belief is what I have, my only recourse
Before it I bow my head and I bend!
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Believe It Or Not

When he felt horses were a passe
bought a pair of zebra from the zoo
got them hitched to his carriage
believe it or not it's true!

Soon he got a trainer on hire

to train them to pull his car

the news soon got into the press
he had put the zebras on harness!

The man given easily to caprice

never once felt the slightest remorse
for ruining those dumb animal's peace
the zebra could not be a striped horse!

One of the pair died shortly

the other was left to pull his car
he would be seen riding merrily
dressed in his royal attire!

To him a sport he was never ashamed
used to boast of his crudely callous fun
a zebra like a horse though can't be tamed

with his carriage had to make a fast run!
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Beneath An Acacia

The golden tinge of sun pierced the cloud

But the mangrove held onto its dark cloak

She hid somewhere between the light and shadow
When from one irresistible daze I awoke.

Unbeknownst flamed up the rocks salt white

Dry since the waves receded beyond the sandbar
A cold loneliness crept up in the spell broken light
As if eons had passed without the sight of her.

Then one seagull’s spriteful fish dream shriek
Motioned me up from the vacuous stupor
Buzzed each sand grain all years’ unborn speak
Was to be seized this moment and tell her.

The wind having carried the voice of her name
Spread it across the mangrove and far
From the receding waves rose a rising flame

When in her hug beneath an acacia I found her.
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Beneath Her Parasol

Beads on her forehead
Drops on her cheeks

I love when they're made
In hot summer weeks!

Some above upper lip
Trickle some down

A few on her nose tip

This hot noon in town!

Beneath flowery parasol
Flushed is her cheek

The shade is just too small
To avert sun's prick!

I care for nothing more
But the walk beside her
See on her face pour

Streams of summer!
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Beneath The Bullet Wood Tree

On the wayside / she was dancing so free

The sparrow legged girl / beneath the bullet wood tree
Her face was blooming / in the night’s passing light
My eyes noticed her / heart stuck at her sight!

She was the dancer / heavens blessed that I chanced
The pirouetting svelte / held me dazed and entranced
A small village girl / oozing ocean of delight

From the crowd I could see / the flower most bright!

She was all smiles / soothed smooth all the mile
Her carefree swing / her jaunty bouncy style
Ten minutes I stopped / wished it was lifetime
To sink in her grace / in her charm sublime!

Not a bit bothered / if she had an audience

She skimmed the air a fairy / dropped like rains
In her joy mattered not / if her show was a flop
If an eye discerned her / a passerby made a stop!

Such moments outlast / eons of travel’s tales
Beneath the bullet wood tree / the winds she sails
In an ecstasy unbound / sparrow legged butterfly

She would never know / loved her a stranger guy!
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Beside You Walks A Woman

poems flow like rivers in tide

when she's by your side

and reclines a November afternoon
on the back of the crescent moon!

you tell her stories only for her made

as the birds their weary wings spread

when her face is west borrowed red

and you grab the last flickers before they fade!

you don't talk of love but companionship
as night wears on and comes not sleep
the mangrove smells of long dead shells
with returning tide the river swells!

beside you walks a woman in your mist of tears
a face you hadn't seen over all these years
she's the woman you wonder if you ever knew

a companion a lover one dream forever new!
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Best Friend Around

Your eyes say it all

Says your silent sigh
Through the day and nightfall
The sufferings under the sky!
Reflects your face

The apathy of earthmen
That tests your muteness
Tests limit of your pain!

You are loyal you abide
Break yet never bend

In life's uneven ride

Man's best friend!
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Best Poems

Best poems are lost in the morn's toothbrush
wash away with rinse fade like first crush

run away with the trail of the bus you miss
fly with summer clouds melt like first kiss!

Best poems are lost with the winds' dusty blow
half seen half known through half shut window
burn away like fire on a long winter night

lure with contour eluding full sight!

Best poems are lost in the crescent moon's glow
when your mind is too weary head hits pillow
evanesce like youthful time smoothness of face
undecoded hieroglyph untraced address!

Best poems are lost like petals in the rain
in the race for vain pride rush for self gain
seen through smoked glass pages unread

crumbling with time wasted like weed!
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Bethlehem Star

A blue moonbeam in the yellow sun
My dreams crimson in the violet sky
From the black oozes the silvery dew
If only I knew, if only....!

Boundless colors of madness
Rationality is starkly dull and grey
Without end, without recess

If only I knew, if only....!

End is looming in the boiling ocean
A blinding rain fogs my dreams
Heavenly is the boundary less whims
If only I knew, if only....!

Orange is the color of closed eyes

It leaves me behind, it flies

Blindfold yet green with romance

If only I knew, if only....!

A remote tunnel on the azure path
Along the rainbow clouds

All unleashed in the midnight coup
If only I knew, if only....!

If only I knew

The Bethlehem star dies every night
In the dark the fireflies find sight
Disappearance is coming back anew!
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Better Not

The winner gets his way
The loser will have his day

The winner may lose tomorrow
The loser needn’t break in sorrow

For the loser is no reason to fret
Time would come to celebrate

Today’s winner maybe morrow’s flop
For the loser with loss life doesn’t stop

There will be coming always a next chance
For the winners to lose see new winners’ victory’s dance

Some win some lose, who to side with better not choose.
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Between The Last And The Next

I rest my tired hands

The keys need a rest too

My last poem just lands

From where it quietly grew!

Once again I'm sane

Flowing with normal tide

Relieved from the labor pain

Of taking a stormy ride!

I enjoy this happy phase

Though it won't be for long

Would soon return the thoughts’ race

In endless stream they would come along!
This moment now is pure bliss

The short-lived time of pause

Before once again is shattered my peace
For no known reason or cause!
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Beyond Depression

Like flickers on wall of candlelight
will what remain

of the shadows of night

and its memories of pain!

When comes the dawn
bleed not your heart anymore
know you will not be alone

someone will be knocking your door.

Wipe them all tears of past
gather the broken pieces of night
walk in the rising wind's gust
holding faith with all your might.
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Beyond The Last Turn

When I reach the island when I look behind

I see the expanse of sea you are not in mind

I'll have left everything our home and your heart
go beyond the last turn make there a new start

I know I can bear it forget you pretty soon

can live there all desolate holding onto the moon
I dreamed of it a longtime waited the tide's turn
when I could sail the boat without a heartburn

You wouldn't drop a tear your eyes would hold the moon
you know you can bear it forget me pretty soon

you were long drifting you were long apart

you'll have left everything our home and my heart

We wouldn't drop a tear our eyes would hold the moon
it would seem so easy forgetting each other soon

we were long drifting we were long apart

we had to leave everything our home and our heart

When we reach the island when we look behind
we see the expanse of void love is not in mind
we'll have left everything our home and our heart

go beyond the last turn build on ashes a new start
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Beyond The Nightmare

The clouds scare me

I forget to sing

life is like a dead tree

I don't see the silver lining!
Worried grows my face

at the smallest darkness
Islands of light I miss

pale and cold is your kiss!
Yet I know it's within me

to rid the phantom and be free
revive the dream and dare
to go beyond the nightmare!
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Beyond War

It's a lovely sunny day

Birds touch the blue

Smile beams the face

No time for sadness.

Don't dig out from heart's depth
Dashed hopes and fallen glories
It looks so fine out here

Don't spoil it with dark stories.
Let me live in this moment

For it I have come far

The past is now spent

The days of blood and war!

The moment is so grand

Guns boomed for this one chance
Ah, peace is here in this land
Let me bask in it for just once.
The day is so real and bright
My dreams are set free

Don't remind me of the night
And the faces no more with me!
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Bigford Bunny

Bigford Bunny, Bigford Bunny, can you hear me?

If you don't hear me, leave behind a penny.

Bigford Bunny, Bigford Bunny, can you see me?

If you don't see me, how can god, can he?

Bigford Bunny, Bigford Bunny, can you help me?

If you can't, or you won't, you are one of many.

Bigford Bunny, Bigford Bunny, why I call you twice?

You are no god, just a mortal, and that's no surprise.

At will you buy, you occupy, even the outer space

Pollute the pole, lust for the whole, and change the earth's face.
Bigford bunny, big and rich, the world is your empire

You have only today for fun and play, let the future burn in hellfire.
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Bird's Wish

The bird asks me

What I'd do

If I am a bird.

I tell him

High and high I'd soar

So high that I'd see the earth no more
I'd be a bird on the tree

I'd be a bird that’s free!

What you’d do bird

If you're a man?

To be fair

It'd be my only prayer to God
Don't be so hard

Make me once again a bird!
Saying this the bird sings

And spreads its wings to a sky
I can never fly!
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Birth Of A Day

The woodpecker whistles ttt,
Coucals call cluk clu,

The drongo tweets twit tt,

The night is out but we don't rue.
The crow caws ka ka ka,
Sparrows chirp chik chik,
Waterhens sing wa wa wa,

It's time to go for the day's pick.
They all announce its glory,

As the sky is painted with light,
To script for them a new story
That was brewing in the night.
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Bitter Truth

Now I know
my friend my enemy
is only me.
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Black And White And In Between

(1)

English pronunciation
is immense confusion
and often I seek
clarification

from macmillan

but when I try my luck
to earn fast buck

I log on
!

(2)
Three thousand five hundred
his labor's price
his labored prize
he hands over to his father
his father
who knows better than to spend it
rewards of son's toil
bitter and sweet!

(3)
I wish I were dead
and not he
now who will look after me?
cries the woman
a heart failure
having robbed his man.

with no hint of tears in her eyes
she doesn't disguise
her plea

I part her with a hundred rupee.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 232



Black Bureau

Four horses’ trots pierce the stillness of the night
They gallop on the wind in luminous moonlight
The carriage wheels seem to float up in the air
It's past midnight and not a soul is there!

The large white mansion in the depth of night lay

With none to warm its rooms had seen better day
When breeze along its driveway the four portly horse
They stop and emerge a man his face wearing remorse!

The shadow in soldier’s uniform briskly walks into a hall
Through the cobwebbed dust resting long without footfall
With a dignified bearing reflecting his royal class

Moves about the rooms possessed by intense purpose!

He sifts through all the papers in a state of frantic mind
Pursuing an obsessive search seeking his precious find
Somewhere must be lying in dark corners out of sight

The black bureau and within its drawers cure for his plight!

This night of New Year’s Eve shines bright the firmament
But the shadow grows pale pining for the prized document
For that only can salvage his pride light once more his face
Protect him from impeachment become his saving grace!

He flurries through the staircase reaches the upper floor
Needing to search all nooks behind windows and the door
For time for him is running out his glories are at stake
When moon goes down west arrives the daybreak!

In soldier’s dress in red and white at the back the folded tail
He walks each room the long corridor leaves on dust no trail
The night turns dead stars go out still empty is his hand

He gets back home disappointed in the faraway distant land!
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Blasphemy

Shoot me through the heart

Let me pay for blasphemy

If your heart says that

And you believe you achieve by killing me!
If you believe in having it your way

Killing people to usher a new day
Bloodshed can take you to your goal

You are nearer God when bodies roll!

Shoot me through the heart

Let me pay for blasphemy

Coz even as I depart

You have made God your Enemy!
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Blessing In Disguise

When they taught me I hardly paid them a heed

now I know my teachers were benefactors indeed

I regret the curses I held in my mind for them

their punishments were blessings not something to condemn!

Sadly those days they seemed to point their gun
on me for unlearned lessons homework not done
for such small lapses the teachers made a huge fuss
pulled my ears made me stand outside the class!

Some of them more zealous went a little far

caned hard on the back plucked out my hair

it appeared so barbaric at my expense their fun
they only knew it wouldn't harm me in the long run!

Such punishments I did never willingly embrace
ran around the room sending them on a chase
in fueled fury with faces in anger red

often flew their duster toward my head!

In life those torments have borne fruit

the running around standing on one foot

they have made my leg muscles quite strong

helped me hold my balance without support for long!

My ears too have still remained intensely keen
my hairs for my age haven't grown too thin
the pulling and plucking had done me no harm
but made my hair root healthy and firm!

The teachers for sure were prudent and wise
punishment they meted out was blessing in disguise
so if you ever cursed them make amends and repent

say, thank you dear teachers for all the punishment!
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Bliss

The southwind kisses my face
Beckons the blue sky

And Nature’s all loveliness.
On leaftop

Golden drop

Each other they chase

The clouds race!

I delve deep into these

For undefined bliss!
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Blue Mountain

Parting the smoked ness
Piercing the glass screen
Flying over the meadow
Skimming across the valley,
They reach the lake

That placidly holds

Reflections of the blue mountain!
So fast they reach

The alpine heights

And beyond...

My eyes roaming the desktop!
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Bondage (10w)

She loves though my offer’s delicious taste,
Pines for forest!
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Bonded Beauty

The earth has its fill

When the moon melts on the hill
Pours down its side

To flow in wild tide.

Finding it silvery sweet

Our hearts ravage it.

Its beauty milked dry,

Moon can no more return to the sky.
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Bone

Glistens the bones in moonlight
Ones within the one outside

Has no answer the fairy night

Why bones’ glare the dog can’t hide!

The one outside is the dried up bone
Marrowless yellow hard as stone

Yet for jaws a hope in sight

If chewing its dews makes warmly night!

Like bone is hard infallible trust

In breath of death till last breaths last
Can bring from brink a pale moon bone
A whiff of life hope’s seed re-sown!

Skinny shadows pray to the night
To make them bone from moonlight
Just one yellowed for a dreamy ride

In crumbling bones breaking inside!
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Bone Colored Moonlight

Know for sure

When the times mature,

Holding on our palm the residues of night,

Will find each other in bone colored moonlight.
In that destined night’s unearthly glow

The night for us will pause and pass slow,

So we could, draped in heaven’s gracious white,
Sail for eternity in bone colored moonlight.
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Bonhomie

Each bone of you I know

She does this charming rebuke
Such bone warming words
Making no bones about it!
This is her warm assurance
Her ways of bonhomie

That the bond, gelled, boned,
Is now bone-a-fide!

So whenever she says

I know each bone of you

I bask in the pleasure

Bathe in the sunshine

Sit back and reap fully

The bone-nanza

Of an ever rewarding bone-d-age!
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Books Are

Some books I have never opened once
Within the wood can hear them sigh

If you had in mind not to give us a chance
Why at all us did you buy?

The books I read lying in the wooden case
Read once and that was enough

They too show quite a long face

Seem to say we're forgotten stuff!

There are books behind the dusty glass

That found my head too hard to penetrate
The minds that wrote though of high class
Couldn’t reach me having spent all the sweat!

Some books came like love at first sight

I fell for them like a blind lover

When opened the first page found nothing right
Soon my romance with them was over!

Books are like women fast infatuate
Give the feel without them is no life
Yet they fade at too fast a rate

Only a few holding on like my wife.
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Born Again

In the star spangled darkness
There is a hint of a beginning
The night's permeating silence
Testifies a temporary lull
Before the earth delivers...
Another rebirth!
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Born Loser

Soaked him a shower

From the roadside balcony
For him the day’s better hour
Turned bitter agony!

I told you earlier too

You need some homework to do
Else prove yourself the fool

By others’ rule!

To brim to full his misery’s cup

The man next to him was looking up
Just in time moved away

Never believed in the look straight say!

Adding salt to his injury

The riffraff looking carefree
Grinned just in time,

Your shirt is stained with grime!

He looked up too but too late

A born loser since the first failed date
Then stood stunned a while

On her lips played the wickedest smile!

The woman smiling without the slightest regret
With no hint of apology for causing him this fate
Not one consoling sorry for marring his day

But saying on his face you came on the way!
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Borrow A Day

One day at a time is what we need to borrow
within a day is a world held sublime

why waste this day in the thought of tomorrow
when a day can be made into lifetime!
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Borrowers

The poets are clever borrowers
without owning ever the owners!
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Borrowing From A Dream

Pillow with tears watered
One drop to leave eyes' rim
Four lines my lips uttered
Borrowing from last dream!

Though left me all gone before me
Loves and faces and tales
Not left me the faith of certainty

They only moved to someplace else.
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Bother Not

why bother failure success
that can't steal nor give happiness!
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Boundary Wall

They had a love for the boundary wall
Where occupied round the seasons
Their frames slender or substantial
Meditative eyes in philosophic brooding
Till in the sunset years or sooner

They disappeared beyond that wall.

Many of them have warmed those bricks
When the night’s chill forbade to be outdoor
But the restless ears strained to hear
Brushing of body against body

Till their blood warmed in the moon’s heat
Covered the delirious trek to the dawn!

Now have come up the fence of iron spears
Burying the joys and yesteryear’s tears
And the restless ears can now only hear

The cold bricks groaning in the night’s [ull!

Quietly bids the time for the transit
Beyond the boundary wall!
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Boys Will Be Boys

I know I invite reproach

When I speak aloud in wonder

Why boys are the first to approach

And girls are mere responders!

It's the boy that discovers the chance

In the girl next to him in school

For a courtship and steady romance

Though the girl must play it cool!

If the girl eyes him just once

That’s enough to make him bolder

Just one look puts him in trance

Though the girl must give him cold shoulder!
The boy so oft reads the signhals wrong
Cavorting buck with wildly beating heart
The girl cautious doesn't fall in love headlong
Makes sure the boy is good to make a start!
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Breaking A Heart

Know as you depart

You are breaking a heart.
You may think it little

Love is awhile brittle

But I am coming apart

You are breaking a heart.
Maybe you don't care
Feelings you don't share
But I cry I am hurt

You are breaking my heart.
You are going your way
For you an end of play

Not again I can start

I am coming apart.

Know as you go your way
It hurts and I wanted you to stay
But things are falling apart
You are breaking a heart.
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Broken

On one of city’s endless wires

Above spits venom guttural swears
When the sun tinges an orange red
The lone bird cries a dirge for dead!

The dead footsteps that left the shore
Walked million miles could walk no more
Their joys and pains on earth foothold
Silenced now deep buried in cold!

The bird it knows the stories untold
Hurtful sighs of hearts of gold
Silent fall of molten pain

Left for good here won't be again!

The lone bird knows how hard it hits
The ones still here forlorn heartbeats
When death maims bonds breaks love’s pairs

Moonless eyes wake through nightmares!
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Broken Leg Jackdaw

The broken leg jackdaw
he lost his greed with his leg

now saintly dumb

it's enough if he gets a crumb
complains not when foodless
knowing by his creator's grace
he would be given the span
this world needs his breath for
would live to run the length

in his lone leg's strength
felled by no deadly harm

till ends his term

The broken leg jackdaw
stands on the cornice
in peace

and his jet-black eyes
are deep and wise!
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Bronzed Drongo

In the evening darkness they roam

Long after others have gone home

Their plaintive calls rending the stillness

Lull my soul into a soothing happiness.

The day gatherers intrude into the night

Still energetic not losing their sight

Making one after another quick foray

As a last ditch effort for a bowl of prey.

I wonder at them and their strange deed

Their act of extra filling they so badly need

I see their funny flights as a bronzed patch
Furtively swooping for a prized catch.

Then suddenly they're gone leaving behind a trail
Of a flutter in the wind and the sunned wings' smell
I wish I could follow them to see where they go
Those passing guests of night the bronzed drongo!
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Bubbles

I blew bubbles in the air.
They weren’t robust

Pretty soon they burst

And were no more there.

I blew them thinking

That those pearly bubbles
Would go build a link
Betwixt me and the sky
And would fly high

To trap the clouds’ rumbles!
But they never really flew
Could never reach the blue
Of them so unfair,

To be soon not there

Fast disappear

Without showing my dreams the slightest care.
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Buddy

I had my day

Time now to part our way,

I step from here to a mess

Where I won't have your loveliness

Your soft hug warm caress

Your assuring presence in loneliness,

I have to seek the you now in flesh

Search for one with your likeness

Fail and grieve for the times that flew

Coming to know there can’t be another you,
This body would wizen and shrink with age
This youthful frame would turn to yellow page
But you ageless will just change hands

Plant in new eyes dreams of fairylands
Remaining forever cute in hands soft and small
Childhood’s buddy my playtime’s doll.
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Budgie

She shone in radiant glee

When I brought her a budgie
She said ‘I would make it talk
Teach it words round the clock’.
Somewhere she had read

And it stuck in her head

That of all the birds

Budgie learns the most words.
Since then she didn't spare a bit
Deemed it a marvellous feat
She would achieve if that bird
Learn at least one word.

She remained strongly steadfast
Teach it words she must

But the bird so rudely stubborn
Not a word in its mouth was born.
‘Say bird please good morning’
She mouthed day and evening
But other than its own tweet
The budgie didn't learn a bit.
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Bumper Yield

Lured by the bait of a golden trap

Got down on the road for one quick snap
Season’s harvest lay the gleaming yield
Pains of seeding sprouted fulfilled!

May I take a shot of this wondrous show
Of homing the crop in its brightest glow
Would you mind if take a photo or two
To carry with me this freshest hue!

A hint of a smile broke her lipline

She said please don’t take any of mine

For the harvest can take as many you need

Of the pastures stretching far across the mead!

But as one you know bred in the city

Smart and scheming gainfully witty

I said the soil you must have perfectly tilled
To have reaped now this abundant yield!

Won't hide my wish to you won't lie

Some I would take home if you let me buy
To remind me of the glory of your toil
Spent on the farmland rewarded by the soil!

On her lips now broke a girl’s rippling laugh
Why sir I would give you of what we have enough
To give you some as gift would be a pleasure nice
Can’t stoop so low as to charge you a price!

She put in my bag some of her bumper yield
Her heart’s gift to a stranger his wishes fulfilled
As I drove away from her leaving her on her land

Through the window I saw love’s waving hand!
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Buried Treasure

Daylong I grind for bread

Seek scope for a piece of loaf

Fill the bowl to feed the bowel
Keep losing the strands of thread
That amid the labor dwell!

Evening I search my coffer

For picked scraps day’s offer

Find little as toil’s return

A few pennies and much heartburn!

Night finds me a coveted treasure
Can’t count them without measure

Were buried in the daylong grind!

Released the threads rule my head
Freed from the clutch of bread

Bowl and bowel leave my mind!
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Burning Hot

Dazed mind vaporized face

The sun here is merciless

Certainly it is a lost duel

Of the weak against the burning fuel
Where any defense is just useless
Thoughts benumbed minds senseless!
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Buying Peace

Because we do not say what we ought to say

It's slipping out of our hands, life is going astray
Afraid to speak our mind, the truth bitter and harsh
We have found peace that compromises with the curse.
Because we do not act the way we ought to act

We have got a peace that keeps devils intact

Afraid to raise our voice against the evil's might
We bargain for a peace that perpetuates our plight.
Because we do not dare the way we ought to dare
Light is snuffed out, we live in nightmare

Afraid to battle out the monsters that loom

We settle for a peace that leads us to doom.
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By The Broken Bridge

The sodden sky was ominous gray
Halted wheels on fruitless span

I knew I had lost my way

When from earth shot up one old man!

There he was by the broken bridge
With soiled hands face smiling

His long white beard hid agelong crease
And bar him the road had no one thing!

I asked him the way to the old fort
For rolled the wheels in vain too far
He caught me up in quick rapport
As flew in the winds his monkly hair!

He told the story when the English came
And how they struggled in the hostile clime
Built the bridge got the river dammed

Now broken pillars of ravaged time!

Twenty miles he said need to go

Till you reach the fort now a rubbled pile
On the left with you would be river's flow
That's half an hour with a forty mile!

I have so much to tell about this place
The English bridge and all the story
But I know he said with time you race

If only you could spend an hour with me!
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Cadaver Store

In that blindest lane

I had gone in search of a door
When on the glass pane saw written
Cadaver Store!

Stood there awhile awed

Rubbed eyes if seen it right
My sight wasn't a bit flawed
In that hour of perfect light!

Don't my mind fervently pleaded
Walk through that ominous door
My curiosity left it unheeded
Pushed me in Cadaver Store!

Luminous lights reflecting on mirrors
Caught me in my own stare

Bar my fear's pulsing tremors

There wasn't a living soul there!

Haven't for long been needing this help?
Spoke from the glasses an unseen voice

A deserted place to meet your self

See what have made it of your own choice!

Looked back at me corpses of seasons
Laughing mocking hating on my face
For always finding enough reasons

To let them die in silent distress!
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Calendar

The winds couldn't blow it
The storm couldn't uproot it
Rain couldn't drench it

Sun couldn't bake it

Fire couldn't burn it

Despair couldn't strike it.

It remained on the wall
Little faded but neat
Unruffled by the rolling years-
January 1961...

The Road starts here!
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Call It By Any Name

You can call it reliance

You can call it faith

When two souls span the distance
Stick as lifelong mate!

You can call it miracle

You can call it a chance

When four eyes joyous sparkle
Beginning with first glance!

You can call it fate

You can call it nuts

Only they know the secret
In love united hearts!

Call it by any name
Its reach is boundaryless
When touched by its warm flame

Springs fountain of happiness!
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Can Someone Tell Me

I met her just once

still in my heart she shines

in this mind bred in the city

grinded in urban complexity

she is one finger pointing the firmament
I never though made her a commitment!

With women have spent oceans of word
with her stayed ten minutes or so

what in me she stirred

lifetime in my mind would glow!

Can someone tell me the mystery of emotion
that makes what's seen in one seen in none
love's ten minutes' silent revolution

in a span of life is never undone!

I met her once only
finger counted moments awhile shared
in my thoughts she remains heavenly

her memory brighter time weathered!
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Can You? (8w)

Can you recite
from memory
your own poetry?
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Candy

From the moment you're born
You get a lollipop

You suck on

Till it sucks!

For sometime you lick the stick
Before turning to Him,

the ultimate candy of sweethess!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 269



Can'T Make It

It took

One frown

To undo

All my sweet gestures!
In a moment off-guard
A slipped word

Undid

All my good deed!

It's so hard

Though a lovebird

I can’t always find,
The right look

And the right word

To sit firmly in your mind!
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Can'T Steal Your Heart

I steal a look at you,
And I steal the blue

of your eyes.

For a moment,

Your frame is mine

Your lips shine

The moment is spent.

I steal a look at you,

For a moment

Your wheatish hue

Is all mine,

Your warm smell,

Eyes of gazelle,

Seem so divine.

Thus my eyes dart

To catch your frame

In a game

That makes you my part.
But I can't steal your heart!
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Captive

Run child run

beckons you the sun

the bowl of sky over the grass

are waiting with palette and brush.
Run child run

away from the popcorn fun

the deceitful idiot box

that so sadly chains you in locks.
Run child run

barefoot on the pearly dew

away from the virtual fun

to the loveliness waiting for you.
Run child run

far from the cyber fun

before the setting sun’s crimson hue
forever misses you.
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Captivity (10w)

It sensed
My lens,
Flew away.
Pity

It hates
Captivity!
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Carpenter

Before the night paints the world dark
Daylight surrenders to the evening and fades
A carpenter digs through the dead tree’s bark
Before nightfall a hole has to be made.

A hole has to be made before nightfall

There isn’t any place else he could stay
Since he can’'t make the night stall

He must fast dig the passageway.

He must fast dig the passageway

Make for him a warm space

Till the sun gifts him another day

He once more gets back his happiness.

He once more gets back his happiness

The thought drives him in the cold night

It's enough if he can just dig a warm space
To hold on patiently for daylight.

He must hold on patiently for daylight

A rewarding time until dawns darkness

A warm space he must dig for the night
Therein lies the woodpecker’s happiness.
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Carrion Feeder

Rise high

Their eyes

Scan the ground,
Spend in toil

If on the soil

A cadaver is found.
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Carrot & Stick

It’s not what I thought
Youth wasn’t all carrot.
One past its peak

I was shown its stick.
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Casuarina

I awoke in the morn and walked to the shore
But the sea was faraway, could be seen no more
The abandoned beach stretched far as the eyes
None else was there, it was lonely sunrise.
There was no wave crowning the beach

The sea seemed vanished by a vengeful witch
My disappointment I could barely hide

I was supposed to be on a lovely seaside.

The wind though swept my face

As if to soothe and calmly redress

My discontent at the barren shore

Seeking a sea that was there no more!

Though crestfallen I was not homebound
Rolled my trousers, climbed the sands’ mound
And then I heard the casuarinas whisper
‘We're here as the waves’ murmur’!
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Cats & Dogs

I wish

It rained fish

Not cats and dogs.

I could fry

This gift from the sky
Burning logs!
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Cats & Mouse

I have enough reason to grouse
For the cats in our house

Can’t catch the mouse!

My family is quite panic-stricken
As it runs amok in our kitchen
That little brat!

Each thing it gnaws and nibbles
Quickly hides cleverly dribbles
Nowhere are the cats!

It's irksome it plays so cool

As if our cats are bunch of fools
The mouse is a real genius!

It has made the kitchen its hearth
Run and frolic in mischief’s mirth
Make look our cats genuine ass!
Lapping milk gorging fish

The lazy cats never wish

To go after the mouse!

If you ask we rid it how

‘Go get one mousetrap now’
Says my spouse!
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Caught In The Act

My lens intruded into their privacy

Two butterflies in mating symmetry
Lured, my camera froze the ecstasy.

I never knew when they parted spent

I only have the frame of that moment
And the guilty conscience of catching
Two enamored souls in the act of mating.
Are they still there the two butterflies?
Paired even now in heavenly guise

The tree where they mated is long gone
And the like of them I haven’t come along.
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Caught In The Web

Gyrating in its own web
Spinning up and down
It hangs perilously

Like a circus clown!

Its swim delicate in the air
In silent graceful motion
Striving to have its way

In a rigid instinctive notion!
The slightest stir by chance
It freezes in its dance
Swoops on the prey

Lives another day!
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Celebrating Death

Shaving the heads the barber he belongs to the same faith
For him it's some money he celebrates each death
Celebrates each death the barber he earns from obvious fate
Shaving the dead’s loved ones will earn him at any rate!

The barber isn't afraid of death for he has watched bereaved guys
Heard too many wails in life death doesn’t surprise

He goes through emotionless motions knifes clean their head

The more he bares the heads the more he earns his bread!

They bow their heads before him he blows their hairs away
In the aftermath of death it’s always him that holds sway
His eyes glisten in death’s joy before death he’s not craven
His work is justly finished when each head is cleanly shaven!

They mourn the departed ones shed grief’s copious tears
The barber remains unfazed perhaps chuckles in furtive cheers
A death in someone’s family a great loss for years to harbor

But for him a cause to celebrate fears not death the barber!
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Chance

From the knoll rolled the meadow blue brown and green
The silence of the Spring sky shielded the distant din
Winds blew in a dusty peace bought mind a soft solace
First star on the meridian chimed in the evening’s grace.

Atop the knoll came the call for once to break the race
Hear the hushed whispers of dreams long suppressed
Stand there hugged by those moments’ forgetfulness
No need survives for going back there exist no address.

The chance in that trance wove a blithesome spell

It's here that you belong for you is made this dale
Drink in this heavenly whim hidden nectar of the mind
Unshackle from the chains of an illusion left behind.

The sky was soon illumined by the monstrous city light
Faded the meridian’s first star stillborn was mournful night
Atop the knoll dawned darkness the meadow was a distant blur

It was time to retrace downhill to forever nurse a scar.
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Chaos

I pour in a little

And a lot pours out

What goes in is good stuff
Fresh colorful serene

What comes out is bile

Bitter toxic and detesting!

I was beget in violence

And could not befriend peace
Worldly order makes little sense
In chaos I find bliss!
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Chariot

Come friend take my hand

Let’s go where the chariot of our childhood stood
To find out there if those times still stand

The ones we think are lost for good.

Come friend let’s retrace on the sand

Our imprints we think are lost for good

The times may there in wait for us stand

Where our yore’s chariot stood!
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Checkmate

the rooks glare at him
his pawns are all dead
on his neck roars the queen
crown trembles on his head!

smells his fall the neighing knight
hangs on thread his fate

crown would go and so his might
war over the bishops trumpet!

his army of pawns are nowhere seen
the king feels so alone

his chosen war he failed to win
about time he leaves the throne!

victory at last the pieces sing
we have the king checkmate
behind the new face the same old king

readies to wear the crown's weight!
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Cheshire Cat

when anger speaks
her glowing hot rose cheeks

i turn not so mean
as to lose my grin.

as her efforts fall flat
she smiles back

at this Cheshire cat.
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Childhood Lane

Forty five years it took me to get back to that lane
The street name is changed grown olden men

The girls I flirted moved out to unknown

The ones not born are now ones full grown!

I try to find one window neath a roof of tin shed
Where sat that lovely girl black curls on her head
I wondered why she needed long hours of read
And not glanced once at me cared for my need!

I look for that patch of space where we used to play
Heartbroken returned to studies at end of day

And the girl who nightly returned to haunt me in my dream
But never ever would love me take me in her team!

I search for the red bricked house with green painted door
Beyond which lay all mystery all forbidden was in store

And that cot under which the two of us used to hide

In its darkness took the two minds unfathomed pleasure’s ride!

Not any of them I can find out all have sunk without a trace
Even the house where I stayed the child’s first address
And the girl upstairs dont know how it crossed her head

She would say when she grows up only me she would wed!
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Childhood Once More

I can't get it back, never again

The fantasyland, the windowpane rain
The azure patch, a shrub of green

I've lost them all, you know what I mean!
Taken away, my mid days alone

Living my whims, in a world of my own
The galloping horse, looming monsters
Braving it all, the witch’s dark curse!

The dimple cheeked girl with little red curl
She was a fairy with a heart of pearl

By a magic wand she turned to angel

It was no dream, no fairytale!

I rode the horse, the one that rocks

Time flew by, old grew the clocks
Beckoned by the sky, I wish I could soar
Just to get the child back, and live it once more!
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Chocolate

Every time I unwrap a chocolate
I think of Shil Grandpa.

The thin and tall man forever in a long coat

Towered over the sandstone roads of the sleepiest town
Where only steam hoots broke the silence

And a lone tree on the ground of Ghost Bungalow

Still spewed smoke of the thunder that burned it!

His house was at the eeriest corner of the town
Too large for just one man to inhabit it

The hush on its tree lined walkway was deafening
And the garden uncared just grew like wild!

He would stop the moment he sighted a child
Dip his hand in the sweet mystery of his coat pocket
And by magic wand would appear a chocolate!

Sweet tooth child don’t ask for one more, he would say
There are more to give, all the children coming my way.

In the steams whistle his words would fly like a song
In the afternoon’s shadow an old man gone wild
Sweetening his void with the joy of a child

One more still many more before he was free

His day was done and pocket empty!

Whenever I unwrap a chocolate
Grandpa Shil comes back to say

Stop before you put it in mouth
There’s a child coming your way.
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Choice

I wage a losing battle.
if the stray pup survives

one more dog on the street
one more hungry mouth

if I let it die

one more death for my conscience

one more compromise to
only the fittest survive

I make my choice.
In the name of Darwin
I can't let the pup die

under cold night sky.
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Choice (Henry's Island 2)

The ebbing sea had retreated when I reached the beach
She was afar though the sandbar lured me to reach

I had no choice but to cross the lagoon

Half-merged in water wading in the rippled moon.

What delight it was when I was on the other side
Behind me the channel before me the silvery wide
Above me wispily spread an ethereal band

I stood on the cushion of softly sparkling sand.

I could joyfully die holding them in my eyes

More I couldn’t take more I couldn’t surmise

The agonizing beauty was an unbearable sight

There seemed nothing more to live for beyond that night.
In turning back I knew would be no rejoice

But I had to retrace I had no other choice

Afar waited faces in the waning moon’s shadow

My feet were heavy in the return tide’s flow.
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Christo Mandir

If ever you think religious tolerance is at its nadir
Inter-religion integration or world religion a utopia
Stand before the sunned domes of the Christo Mandir
Where the Christ’s name mingles with Hare Krishna!

Call it anything a temple a church

No different is our walked road

The church’s spire or the temple’s arch
Cannot be God’s encaged abode!

Christo Mandir the Temple of Jesus
In many veins stand out one leaf
Hollows my perceived faith and class

At its door I cast aside my belief!
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City Bred

Drive fast must get outta here

Run back to the city’s lights

Daytime beauty hides the scares

Can fall prey to the swallowing nights!
Still hundred miles time running out
Rush back to the known comfort

With darkness here monsters sprout
Don't expect with them any rapport!
Day’s golden innocence so alluring

Vast expanse winds’ endless blow
Magpie robins from treetops sing

In praise of the drunken river’s flow!
You feel tempted to fall for it

Crave for a while’s silent pause

To smell in soil a fragrance sweet

Be drowned in the bliss of serene repose!
While in the breeze the cornfields sway
The sun tilts west makes the sky crimson
Your uneasy mind wanna call it a day
Move away from there forget emotion!
When darkness falls it dawns here quick
Monsters loom in shades unknown

Fear gnaws your senses go weak

Your timid mind finds fears grown!
Though stars twinkle on milky way

The crescent moon anchors in sky

You feel you should’ve foregone the stay
And not stayed back for daylight to die!

Drive fast must get outta here
Leave them to fade in the rustic night
The hundred miles you must steer

Reach where you belong the city of light!
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City Sky

Skyscrapers are leaving no holes
skydrapers are leaving no holes

like asphyxiated moles we would die
gasping for a piece of sky!
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Class Apart

I have a recurring dream.

We two would sit in the same class
he beside me

learning physics che (mystery)
history philosophy

from common teachers

common lectures

and find

who reaped it richer

be better than the other

but when I try to sell him
my dream

doesn't approve, my son!
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Classmate

In the wispy glow of dusk
he came

mazing through years of husk
memory groped his name.

Then I remembered.

Though drew us apart fate
once we were very close

inseparable classmate!

Seemed so empty

even an hour without him
more together more the happy
we bonded too in dream.

Shared we two

same liking and taste
loved to do

living without the rest.

I have come to close a deal

in his eyes was sadness spread
hope you remember still

the promise we made.

I remembered.

when we last met
he said

let's seal this with trust
must come to meet his heart's pal

the one departing first.
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Cleopatra

To give their face a facelift
on the lip and around eyes
invented was lipstick
extracted from dyes.

Ah a woman's lips

have held for countless age
her mind's secret tips

love, hatred, rage!

Her lips parted pursed
speak the subtlest lines

of a relation gone accursed
or one in glowing shines!

It's not when lips do part

but when she's tightlipped

the silence breaks man's heart
the strongest one gets ripped!

But sure her puckered ones
they invite you to a bliss
sparkle like thousand suns

when land on you as Kkiss!
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Clock

serves a lifetime well
a man's clock

without the I.
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Clock Tower

Be there at the clock tower sharp at 6 in the evening
Pleaded her note adding she needed to tell something
6oclock in the evening how long seemed that hour
With a quarter still to go I was under the clock tower.

In me what she had seen to me what she would say

What would propose the girl that lived a block away

I had seen her a few times she didn’t look that impressive
They had been there a few months and were about to leave.

Was she in love with me the girl with a drab freckled face

Our paths crossed a few times though me she didn’t address
Maybe I didn’t know it she fell for me on the first sight

The thought gave me a shiver in that uncanny evening twilight.

Seconds moved in year’s speed I stood in the yellow streetlight
An emotion started to stir in me inside a light glowed bright
A cloud had gathered above me the air smelled of a shower
10 minutes had passed by then with me under the clock tower.

Why I felt upsurge of something as I reread that girlish scrawl
Beckoning to share a secret with me bearing an urgent call

Was it something to do with me or she had something else in mind
My heart beat rapid in feverish strokes I had only 5 minutes to find.

3 minutes to 6 opened up the clouds came down a heavy downpour
She must come now to tell me what she mustn’t hold it anymore

The clock chimed 6 men ran for shades only me was under clock tower
She didn’t turn up it was her call my heart lay bleeding in the shower.

Next day they moved out to someplace else where I didn’t ever know
I caught a bad cold and but for that note I got nothing more to show
Even now in some evening when it so happens I get stuck in a shower

I wonder what secret she had for me for sharing under the clock tower.
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Cloud Maker

To be fulfilling is what I always wish

Each day of mine to run smooth and right
Always happens something to diminish
Clip wings of the brightest day on sight.

When dawn quietly opens up eyelid
Reveals a world incredibly fine

I pray to god the least that I need
Is a sky tinted gold in sunshine.

Soon from speck of a cloud grows a storm
Thunders roar lashes rain blizzards blow
Hopes are torn on the path strewn with thorn
Lost is all of the dawn's pearly glow.

When the night finds me stalled on day's grave
Shedding tears for its going unfulfilled
Answers god for you fullness though I saved

Your acting a cloud maker got it killed.
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Cocktail Of Smell

As I rest my eyes in their shade
I smell them

my fingers

and smell

objects I've touched

from hour one.

I try to smell through

the layers of odors

the faintest from morn’s playing
with her hair,

the less precious ones,
toothpaste, tea, newspaper
soap, keyboard,

the sandwich at lunch -

a cocktail of smell

I picked

as I lived another day.
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Cocooned

To all music morons

Glued to their earphones

The look-alike clones

Sunk in the dune of tunes

In the crowded buses

In public places

With drooping eyes like a yogi
Cracking heads and bursting ears
Thinking it the only escape
Salvation’s gateway

Balm for boredom

Pleasure’s pinnacle,

Don't just fritter away

The one chance to be here

For a brief while

And leave with a blind existence
And a blasted hearing,

And before it’s late

Redraw your fate

Take off the headset

Open the yogic eyes

And in the yogi’s spirit

Give the world a good look
Recreate in her beauties

Make her melody your pastime
Her rhythm your heart’s rhyme,
So you don’t regret

When your time comes along
That you never could tell a bird from her song!
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Colors Of Night

A crumpled layer on the evening tea

Says of a fate long awaited

We find ourselves alone you and me
Without knowing when the daylights fade!
The smell of seasons is still around

The mystic brushes in the sky

The glorious world its beauties abound
We never know when the years pass by!
Still a little place is there warm and bright
That throbs with the colors of night
Without the strength of senses and sights
It pulsates beyond fading daylights!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

304



Colors Of Wait

Under the big clock at the station
From all the comings and goings

Her eyes keenly watch

For the face that would end her wait.

At the arrival terminal of the airport
From the many faces streaming out
His wait desperately needs the name
He's carrying on a board.

At the gate the lone security

Dozes in the summer heat,
Awakened hours waiting for a threat
He encounters it in his dream.

The excruciating pain tearing her within
Blurring faces and fading sounds
In joy’s agony she waits

For her baby to cry!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 305



Combat With Enemies

Bayonet and helmet, go may get killed
Waiting for your blood the baying battlefield
The day is hot the sun a smoky ball

Blazing guns boom bodies freely fall.

It's only might, all about power

You hope just once you could smell a flower
Loved ones are gone, home far away

You could do little, you didn't have a say.

Till you came here you wore a hero's smile
Ready to go on combat with an enemy so vile
Your courage is how pierced needled with fears
Your throat is lumpy dry, eyes fill with tears.
Bayonet and helmet, go ruin your dream

You may not come alive, chances are slim

The devils that have fired youthful imagination
Will call you martyr, you died for the nation.
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Come Saturdays

Saturdays will never be the same.
My Saturdays

not seeing him a fortnight
is he gone with the light in his eyes
to the land of eternal light?

Come Saturdays

he doesn't follow me anymore

in his staggering walk to my door
hiding his worldly pains

for a morsel of my handful grains

Come Saturdays

he isn't waiting on my way
in another aching day
unable to stand on his feet
but not giving up giving
his silent greet

Come Saturdays

I utter his name

My Saturdays will never be the same.
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Comeback

If ever you find my face
Shadowed in clouds of glooms
My lips bereft of smile’s grace
In my eyes despair looms,
Rest your hands upon mine
Keep them there awhile

To see once more the sunshine
Once more a beaming smile!
There’s no pain so strong
Your hands cannot heal

No chasm so long

Your touch cannot fill!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 308



Coming Back: Post 11/9/2001

Deafening was the sound

when the spires fell to the ground
leaving innocents dead

cold hearth, empty bed!

But we endure and go ahead
relight the fire, remake the bed
never yield, never resign

back to life after 11/9!
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Coming Of Rain

The prelude is a dark cloud

On the soil the drop’s din
Overcoming the arid shroud

The earth is once again green.

From the soil the earthworm burrows
Will pour out heart’s hidden streams
Burying the slumber of the morose
Reviving the dormant dreams!
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Communion

shh! not one word
she says

these last few days
on the silent ride

we've loved more.
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Companion

Eyes wide awake
Mind takes no break
Sleep afar,

Only on show

Thru a slit on window
A lone star,

In that space

It shows its face

Of loneliness,

Does it like me

Need company

In the nightly recess?
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Company

The mellow winter sun falls on the newspaper

he loves it with the wisp of the steam
rising from the finest porcelein

his morn's elemental happiness
another blessed day, he thought
staring at the pot

and the two cups filled with the brew
a bitter smile passed his face

he drank from one cup

then the other...

feeling he has company!
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Competition (10w)

I have never thought it fit
to in poetry compete.
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Conceal (8w)

Hide my rhymes,
I am storming
Difficult times!
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Confinement

Moonlight washed me in its white crane wing
And she didn’t know I was far away
Quietly leaving her door!

Each glistening grain spoke her pain
Cajoling me to go back to her warmth
And not court the windswept shore!

How would they know I was not there seeking love
But dig deep the earthen night
Find something more!

Something more than love

More treasurable more eternal
Waiting to be discovered in that lunar carnival!
The sea knew the secret

But the waves wouldn’t return
What's destined as a lover’s fate!
As the night waned in hush
Dimmed the moonshine

Slowed the wind’s rush

I stood on her door

Begged her

And she took me in her warmth
She knew

I couldn’t be far!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 316



Contrasts (10w)

Under scorching sun
On asphalt road
In knee deep water!
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Convicted

Come unlock my door
Everything here they suck
Beckons me a new shore
Take me for the last walk.

Count of time is past me

How long I have been in this hole
Only way I can be free

Is when you liberate my soul.

I make now only one plea
Prolong not my agonizing pain
Please have on me the mercy
Stop me from dying time again.

When I walk freedom’s last mile
Walk out the death laden cell
Fortune would upon me smile

Make me a place in hell.
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Coppersmith Barbet

Hidden in the dark foliage of a mango tree
It croons a ‘hammer on the metal’ lullaby
The night has yielded to a youthful morn
It's a long call and the day is just born.

I look up and see its crimson head

Its plumage of blue, green, and red

It seems certain with no hint of doubt

It would ceaselessly call the whole day out.
It isn't in hurry, doesn’t care being late
Knows only persistence in seeking its mate
For dipping in romance in her sun-tanned wings
And build a nest together for cute siblings.
The two together in their most joyful mood
Would peck a deep hole on some dead wood
And in no time, the babies would arrive

To make the dead tree vibrant and alive.
‘Tunk-tunk’ it goes on in the rising heat
That sounds like a strike on a copper sheet
I know it wouldn’t stop, today is the date
For its tunes to find its lover and mate.
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Coroner's Day

A torn shirt smeared in red

On the table calmly sleeps the dead

Strewn around are organs and the heart
Incredible to imagine them as the departed’s part!
Useless as they are now experimental blocks
Drained of life heedless to the clocks

No love no emotion in the cold dim room

Is living natural or more so is doom?

Reeking of the dead eerie scissors sweep

One by one they cut strong and deep
Dismembering the lover cutting through the brave
But no show of courage when the abode is grave!
Drying bloods of passion drip from the dead

The once living corpse on the table goes fade
With no words or voice feelings blown away

He could at last make the coroner’s day!
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Corpse

The corpse brings hopes of life.

Who says it's depressingly revolting?

The thoughts when you bind them in books
Become corpse that rot after sometime
But we read to overcome depression.

A corpse is just like a book

Lifeless yet its pages filled

With words spoken unspoken,

The corpse is the harbinger of life.

It says ‘get up no time to lose'

‘move on' before you are bound in a book,
there's still hope for the living!
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Cosmic Theater

The sky winked with stars

Fragrance of moonlight wafted through air
Passionately crooned a nightjar...

It was all in vain

They couldn’t penetrate my pain

Begot by a life not taking me far...

Slowly fell mute the cosmic theater.
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Count

One good thing you did
and end of day
you are a man.
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Crab Passions

I fall for her crab passions.

Her embracing chelae

Even when unhug

Surround me when she’s away
It breathes in me poetry

It makes me feel

What I want to be
Unmaking the dull and drab
Setting a mood

That this world is good

Still worth living

And the leaving

Will just be the frame

And the reward

That one word’s

most beautiful emotions!

I fall for her crab passions.
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Cradled In Her Eyes

Softly coos my heart

For a quietness that shuts the door to
All the maddening buzz

And transcends me back

To that frozen time

When she gazed into my eyes

And I could tell

Without really knowing it

That it was love in the purest form
That I know now

And would die to get back -

The love that sprung from the womb
And cradled me for life!
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Creator

The fingers close on the keyboard
With the urge to string alphabets

To vent the pouring from within

And to reach the final pleasure!

The sad macabre extensions of the hands
Stop in the silent gush of hollowness,
The tabs are not pressed,

No clicks rent the heart's void!

The emotions sinfully sick
Rebelliously withdraw,

The fingers reach out

For a vial of intoxication

To heal all wounds!

The fingers start tapping....
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Crime And Clime

Missed the ‘I’ typed the ‘r’
Clime became crime

Don't think I strayed too far
It was in tune with the time

For man sees no harm

In Globe’s getting hot

If oceans rise changes the clime
Earth becomes a melting pot

More of rain more of drought
Heat and cold in excess

Earth’s heating up is not in doubt
It's happening without redress

The rich they don’t feel the heat
Glowing too hot in wealth

It's the poor who'll take the hit
Scarce food will mean ill health

You may ask where’s the link
Between crime and climate

The answer is there within a wink
Scarcity drives up crime rate

Crops will fail when the globe gets warm
For we couldn’t forsake a motor ride
Didn't foresee belching smoke’s harm
Cared not to take earth on our side

With little food to feed hungry stomachs
Not enough to sate belly’s growls

Folks will forage like the wolves’ packs
Will take to crime the innocent souls

As for me the seller of rhymes

Though they aren’t worth a dime

When hot climate breed lot more crimes
Surely will arrive my time
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The impoverished poet with his wand of poetry
Will roam the burning roads of asphalt

Singing his rhymes in tears of misery

Selling his balm amid tumult
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Crossroad

I give you my heart son

For today you gave me my bread

And I knew it was time to pass the baton
Shift the crown on your head.

Today you passed me my bread
A precious gift in love I earn
To softly place on your head
The crown as it’s your turn.

I felt so great and so good

You've taken over my son

With the humblest of attitude

From my hand the long held baton.

Today as you passed me my bread
In the crossroad where we now stand
Happily I unburdened my head

Passed lovingly the baton from my hand.
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Cubicle

Through the window of my cubicle

I see the day graying into night
And a world I can't reach.

I yearn to come out

If only to see the corpses of the day
That passed by me unnoticed
Turning my world old

Unlived, stale and cold!

I see the birds fossilized

The trees bare and wizened

Songs are stifled moans

People as aloof and distant as dead!
I was born in a warm cubicle

And destined for a life in it

To dream of day from the dark

And long for a world I can’t reach!
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Cumulonimbus

Cumulonimbus

In crimson blush
Glowing healers,
Smoothly redresses
My day’s weariness
Its billowing pillars,
Pride’s epitomes

In shapely domes
My worries offload,
I feel so free

Rid of agony

On a joyous road!
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Cuthbert Bay

With her grandchildren on the seashore
where the sky has mingled with sea
a rumbling she hears over waves' roar

this was the beach she was supposed to be!

The boy rained kisses her eyes had poured
she was breaking so breaking within

cut her bones the splintered dreams
couldn't take it the girl of eighteen!

Though parting for now will be in your reach
when the full moon makes tides wildly rough
please be that day on the Cuthbert beach
passed thirty years to cross the gulf!

She doesn't regret wonders to this day

if really the boy caught the moon

standing alone on the crags of the bay

hearing the gulls' mournful croon!
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Cycle Of Madness

On the unknowing soil is sown

The seeds of knowledge

That the grown-up farmers fertilize
With education, or is it information?
The soil feels the pressure of harvesting
That it must yield right and enough

It must yield to make the harvesters proud.
Thunder strikes it, it the rain washes
And the sun often parches it arid.

The tilling goes on

The harder the soil,

More stubborn is the tiller.

The soil cracks

It bleeds and can yield no more.

True to its roots

And what it could have been

It pines for escape.

What it sees

None else sees

What it speaks

None understands

The living corpse moves around

An alien amongst the aliens

Consigned to isolation

Abandoned in asylum

Innocent turned insane.

Then the next one and the next one.....
A harvesting cycle of madness!
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Darjeeling

One last time I drive past the pinewood
On the fogged road washed with rain
My eyes misted up in melancholic brood
If here I would ever come again.

The winds passing through pine chains
Bid me a whispered farewell

Sulk in silence the clouded mountains
In parting grief somber and pale.

In time afar on a forlorn night

If my dreams soar on wings

Bathed in milky moonlight

They would fly to Darjeeling.
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Dark Hollow

When lengthens the night’s shadow, on the street the dogs bark
The barn owl strums an eerie tune, from pipal ghosts disembark
I sink in the blanket deep, in its dark secured hollow

Can their eyes still see me, can me still they follow?

When the clouds hide the moon, stars wear shroud of black

The winds rattle the window, floats misty shadow’s track

I shrink small beneath my blanket, sweats from forehead drip
Do those eyes still follow me, clawed hands itch for a grip?
When night seems a black paste, spread on around my bed
From tree trunk descends a dark shape, a torso without a head
I slip afar through the blanket, to escape the monster’s reach
Can they still hunt me out, my fear’s demon and witch?
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Dawn Of Life

The unveiling of a grey liquid dawn

Sleepily I welcomed with a cheerful yawn
The eyes slowly opened to forms unfolding
Hopes soaring once more on fluttered wing!
I'm alive, a day older though, with all my sense
Exist at this moment and emotively dense
A day stretching out its red carpet

Saying, ‘come running and don’t wait’!

It may not be shaped the way I want

With pitfalls enough to draw my grunt

Yet, like all birth, the most precious gift

It has held back death, giving souls a lift!
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Day For Night

You were creating the show

When moonlight poured through window

On your hands it painted tattooed designs
That danced as your fingers drew out the lines.

Your mind was singing the night’s tune
Time didn't matter you were immune
You just saw ink glowing in moonlight
Strings of script surfacing on your sight.

You held onto that almost spectral image
Fast filling up diminishing the page

For you only knew this glorious whim

Could melt any moment in the day’s gleam.

Thus you write cocooned in the created mists
Swimming in the eddies of turns and twists
On a night that’s not there on no one’s sight

Blinded as they are in the blazing daylight.
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Day Night (10w)

Got it right,
Day’s pains find light
In creative night!
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Daymares

Whole day I carry a burden of load in mind

A way out of this maze I desperately try to find
Rewinds it like a flashback in a slow moving film
Was he at fault or wasn’t I unfair to him?

Then there’re words that I would rather not have said
They raised some eyebrows a few enemies made

In course of the day they make me sulk and fret
Agonizing mishaps breeding gallons of regret!

Add to that my actions that might have caused a hurt
Sweet bonds loosening relationships coming apart
I'm tormented by these diurnal horrors the recurrent day-mares

Be sure they’re much scarier than any of your nightmares.
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Days Of Childhood

be happy
the days you are here

before they disappear.
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Dead Sea

suppose you're on a sea beach
where the waves are frozen dead
you don't hear the seagull's screech
not one is flying above head!

in the wind not rise the rolling roar
the sea is a darkish gel

no silver spray bounces on the shore
clouds not on her blue face sail!

the sea is flat dumb and still
staled painting on papyrus

that weary of man's mindless deal
is lying in dying hush!

think of it as our good fortune
the sea isn't so looking as yet
but she can't be from us immune
if we dump on her our waste!
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Dead Than Alive

Why of death be afraid
When living looks visibly dead!
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Death

A fear in the certainty
A bliss in the forgetting!
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Death On The Door

The room reeks of medicine,

Crumpled, dirty, dark, unclean

A burden is lying on the bed

Once youthful and now almost dead!
The ritual of attending on him

Is an aberration of life's rhythm

Except letting the time go by

Waiting for the man to die!

His relations he so cared for

Now find him the one to abhor

His time is out, why he still goes on?
Wonders the people he thought his own!
Still alive he's sinking in bed

Just an alien as good as dead

They're counting time, the ones his own
When death is on door, everyone is alone!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Deceit

i give you my word neela

i'll set you free

to go back to the forest

home on the greenest tree.

the blue your eyes dream for

beyond this hole of doom

from a life you perforce endure

for comforts of a prisoner's room.

i give you my word neela

i can't take it anymore

my heart is set on setting you free

should have done it long before.

i'll love to see your aching wings soar up the tallest tree
your feathers to sing in glee wind's sweetest melody
when you glow in the sun bathe in the dewy rain
you'll forget in that morrow all of today's pain.

i give you my word neela

i'll set you free

to escape from this hole of doom

from this hell of misery.

i give you my word neela

for a small favor you must do
speak before i set you free
my lessons of a word or two.
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December

I forget you
Forgot you
In the din

Years roll
Taking their toll
You sleep within!

You slip within
In the din
I forgot you

Never gave
Will never give
What's your due!

My wearied soul
As years roll
Reach December

It's then you come
Your song I hum
I remember!

I remember
The face of her
But not her mind

Deep I brood
What's lost for good
Alas no rewind!

In the din
She sleeps within
A little scar

I remember
The face of her
In December!
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Decent Burial

Quietly I buried her,

It was only the last,

In life the burial was time and again.
Did she feel the banishment?

I never knew

She held it from me,

Just to keep alive the sunshine
To make it feel like a whole
Hiding the yawning hole

That makes bedmates
Strangers under one roof!

She played it to perfection,
Lovemaking was only a ploy,
She knew it was all game.

She did it for the children,

For me, for the family!

With her going to the soil

The banishment was complete.
She held life to be decent,

And got a decent burial!
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Deemed Bounty

All night it throbbed in his head

Dug into his sleep with a ruthless spade
Nailed him delirious dreams’ recurring theme
His words had all along failed him!

A fool he was to think he spoke only the right
Used the most appropriate in all of his write

That his words showed them brutally bared

His thoughts with other minds all the while shared!

He sank his fevered head inside the wash basin
How he wasted himself being an egoistic machine
Absorbed too long in his mindless impart

Of word’s deemed bounty born dead at birth!

A shameful gratitude brought his eyes tears
They cared not to tell him all these years
Vain was their wait for the face of his dream
Was never revealed his words failed him!
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Defiance

the dayend corpse of me
touched by the sunlight
is reborn a baby.

thus each morn

defying finality of death
in hopes wild

opens eyes a child.

he sees no death
in renewed faith
finds revival.

all pains aside
retakes the ride

of survival.
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Definable

Love is not undefinable,
It has too many definitions.
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Defy Greed

Pay no heed

To your greed

Do it once

Just to give your greatness
A chance.

Once and then once more
As never before

Defy the greed

Pay it no heed.

Here and there

A small sacrifice

Would suffice

You're learning to share.
You're learning to defy greed

Learning the worth of a good deed

You've it to take the lead
To free the world from greed.
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Deity

In the drizzle I rushed as usual I was late
The 9oclock bus I had to catch at any rate
If I missed this one I had to think of a ruse
Explain late attendance make a good excuse.

It's those moments that bring woes to men
Perils linger on the way waiting to happen
Throwing caution to wind as I blindly strode
My feet hit a cobble lying middle on the road.

The sudden pain halted me made me emit a groan

I cursed under my breath the god-forsaken stone
Abused the unseen fate that had thrown it my way
Caused me such suffering conspired to spoil the day.

But there wasn’t much time to vent more my wrath

I kicked it out of way so none else could cross its path
Hurriedly limped along for I couldn’t afford to miss
The 9oclock bus that would reach me to office.

In the bustles of life it was a small incident

Other things occupied me I forgot the event

Till one evening I saw it on a corner of the street

The stone smeared with vermillion away from unwary feet.

The cobble placed under a banyan tree had men gathered around
It lay there in austere dignity they had found it a secured ground
I asked one in the crowd ‘how came here this stone? ’

‘You can call it a miracle it’s there naturally grown’.

‘Now it’s going to stay here none can force it a shift,
It's God among us in disguise to give our spirit a lift’
In the face of that belief I dared not on his face say
'So this is your God who I kicked on the other day! ’

One Sunday as I was busy with the off-day’s pressing chore

I heard a din outside urgent knockings on the door

‘It can’t be like this to leave the deity without a roof on his head
Please donate as much as you can a temple is needed to be made’.
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Demolition

Heavy hammers are pounding my courtyard
Have to reach thousand liters deep

Each blow is hitting my mind hard
Demolishing what I thought forever’s keep!

What was built up over years of toil

Now dug out as mossy broken dumps

Lie debauched the dragged out soil

As the dark hole to the gaping depth slumps!

I look down it with a sense of hurt
And down the years I ride

Sniffing to catch smell of a lost part
The times that in this cavern hide!

How I looked as these were built
How youthful she surely was then
Fossil moments embedded in the silt
If only I had them regained!

The peephole into past is now bare
Paving the time traveler one chance

To swim with the memory and be there
Give the living remnants last glance!

Lost years are never dead I believe
They all live what we think we demolish
It's only us that are forced to leave

Leaving them breathing in buried bliss!
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Departed

In the balcony where you used to stand
The sun reflects vacantly

You are in a distant land.

The flowers your hands plucked
Blossom and wilt without your touch
They miss you so much.

The winds that brought your smell
Now moan dull odorless

They can't touch your face.

From the grief-laden sky

Drops as tears the morning dew
With them all I miss you!
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Depletion

Summer's additions
can no longer cope
with my winter's deductions!
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Desire

Her perfume weaves a hint of tempest.

The blanket hibernating the illusive summers
lights a spark of desire.

He doesn’t open his eyes.

The smoldering fire
would bring him smell of cinders.
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Despair (10w)

At the bottom of despair
Lies
The seed of repair!
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Destination: Planet Iv

Today that disc of life, when in the east it rose

I found it a little more ominous, its end a little too close.

You don't seem to mind it, maybe you don’t at all care

The object that makes your day, won't be forever there.

Today it lends a friendly halo, shines bright on your homely turf
It won't be like this for all the time, when it turns a white dwarf.
You find it nothing worrisome, too faraway to be any omen
That it is silently wearying itself out, burning up its hydrogen.
The blinding luminous ball, at which your eyes can’t gaze

Has still billions years to bow out, and halfway through its phase.
So what's there to worry, the end is too longtime yet
Generations will come and go, before reaching destiny’s date.
But still the issue is something that deserves a serious plan

It involves a grave consequence, for the future of human clan.
Where will be our habitat, when dies our star of stars

When earth becomes inhabitable, will our abode be Mars?

For it will be billion years more the fireball will hold there out

Of all the planets the best bet, is our brethren Mars no doubt.
So maybe before our star burns out, we seek out another shore
Colonize the red planet in the sky, also called the planet IV.

An entire civilization will shift there, an enormous migration
Carrying with them love and hatred, all the human emotion.
They’ll make Mars another Earth, in a strange way I feel

We'll not leave behind human divide, the inequity’s evil

Our boundaries and walls of color of skin, stigma of racial curse
Will they be all carried with us, transported to the new home Mars?
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Destiny (10w)

Red to green
Green to red
Whereto

Do I head?
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Devi

For some days

placed you on the pedestal
of goddess.

Today

mere straw and clay

with the ganga

your skeleton flows away.
Woman,

hands that worship

immerse thee!
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Devil Tree

Her bloom would make you delirious
sniff long and you would soon go dizzy
in veins your blood would fast rush

if you ever go near the devil tree!

Go close and she holds you in her power
mesmerized you cannot from her flee
easily falling prey to her white flower
you succumb like a beggar on his knee!

If you ever walk the night of October
beware for she waits for her chance
to lure you with her insane wild odor
trap you in her intense fragrance!

On nights when the winds become thick
breaths pound heavy on your heart
know prowls the hunter lovesick

who without you wouldn't depart!
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Devil's Job

When I entered his chamber

The boss was shaking with anger

Red faced burning like fire

He thundered “is it for what I hire? ”

I felt inside me a creeping terror
Worried must have done a grave error
Some serious lapse or glaring mistake
That caused him a severe heartbreak.
'see here this ‘are’ where it should be ‘is’
How the hell it escapes your notice

The way you work with closed eyes

You surely don’t deserve a payrise'.
Awhile I bore the brunt of his abuse

Not tried to hide behind an excuse

Then gathering composure and all my will
Blurted “not to err is the job of Devil! ”
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Diary Of A Day

The morning gives me a little width

I brush my teeth

Have tea with sugar

A breakfast meager

Pat my back and say

Hey, I'm ready for the day.
On way I am delayed

The birds want to be fed
The dog waits at the street
Expects from me a biscuit
The cats purr and follow
Forcing me to be slow.

I runandI hop

Till I reach the bus stop

I look at the sky and the light

The whole day they will be out of sight.
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Dignity

How many are there

That can quietly put up with death

Stoically going through the pain

A stubbornness to make death envious

Of life and the living!

How many are there

That can count up to end

Breathes where others see death

Holds on when there seems nothing to hold onto
As if to tell, ‘life is no pity, it's dignity’!
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Dilemma

Fed by a ceaseless downpour

The river was in eruptive spate

The dam they said can’t take anymore

It must be opened the lock gate.

Open the lock gate and save the dam

Before it crumbles by the mighty force

But what of them on the riverside goddamn
For them lies what recourse?

The dam can come down any moment

As the raging waters fast mount

What about the millions on it spent

The loss would be immense without count.
But then for saving it if the river is let free
The settlements on its sides would go
Unleashed waters would cause misery
Villages would be washed away with the flow.
What happens in the end you guessed it right
The lock gate was opened to save the dam
Surely more than the poor villagers’ plight
The dam had to be saved goddamn.
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Dining With The Devil

In the moon’s shadow

I dine with the devil

His eyes a burning glow

And mine dark evil.

Everything he can find

What goes on in my mind,

Shown, acted, faked,

The devil bares me naked.

He says ‘what good will come

Of the world’s all goodness

When I can make reign

The ugliness beneath all face’!

The devil knows the world is his
And he has me in his leash

While I speak and feign wise

I sin for the smallest compromise.
As the devil pours me wine

He taunts ‘it can’t be divine,

Your world, that I rule supreme,
And your God, a wishful dream! ’
It gets darker as the moon sinks low
Winds rising from hell fiercely blow
Inebriated to its utmost measure
I'm ready to burn for a moment’s pleasure!
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Disaster

Go hold him their voices sounded silent as in dream
I stood a dumb doll making no move to close in on him
he was there so near me only away an arm's length
but I held my ground frozen sucked of all my strength!

I watched him fall in slow motion transfixed in my place

a frantic appeal in his eyes a disaster looking at his face

if only I had taken one step restored him lost balance

how could I, I was not moving, stayed rooted there in trance!

Grab him they shouted but came their voices from far

a lullaby no wake up call traveling from distant most star
how could I move one step do something to keep him upright
by design I was the most helpless closest to disaster's site!

In that year long minute just one wish haunted my stupored mind
my ears would catch sounds of footsteps of the ones standing behind
someone would catch the falling man reach the site going ahead of me

there was no way would move my feet prevent happening of the calamity!
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Disconnect

When she says I'm hanging up
Stop her before she hangs up
For her click of disconnect
Might never again get you

To hear what she couldn’t state
Create a disconnect

Between you and her

When you can only see from far
She’s drifting a deadwood
Receding to a distance

And your cries on this shore

Is merely mouthing a silence
Of a dumb heart within a locked door
That crafted its own fate!

When she says I'm hanging up
Stop her to save a killing

Disconnect!
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Disenchantment

He went from one room to the other
Unable to go any farther

He came out to unburden
At his open garden

There too stopped him
The inverted bowl of blue

That like the ground’s glue
Entrap in dream!

He knew there’s no escape at free will
from this freaky deal!

Wished he had the guts to hold a gun
And bleed himself under the sun!
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Divide

Race

Prevents erase
A divide

Too wide!

Sad

Humans

Can't stop

Being mean
With its own kin!
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Do Than Say

On the keys as my fingers tap
I hear within a rap

if you've something to say

better do it than say

be a worthier sample of human race
give a cared look on the dog's face
to your door he has strayed
stayed

made

you a kinder man

better if you can

spend some time with him
abandoning your absurd dream.
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Do They?

Do they come when you are too pressed
losing on all sides utterly distressed

you are upset everything is going wrong

do they still touch you in mind comes along?

Do they keep coming hold you in their power

when is closing all doors reigning darkest hour
you are down in the gutter battered in lost war
do they still keep birthing give your soul a stir?

Do they never leave you so you can carry on
your beacon in the dark the only companion
joining your broken bones mending your heart

goading you to get up make once more a start?
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Do You Still?

Do you still strain your ears?

To catch a bird singing in rain

Does your mind feel the cheers?

When you help someone in pain.

Do your eyes look in the eyes?

To read the mind deep and true

Do you still love the sunrise?

And your heart wants some good to do.
Do you even now feel like a child?
Babble and act the way you did

Do your legs ache to run wild?

You wish you could be a child indeed.
Do you still just hold her hand?
Without words and knowing she knows
Do your hands make hills on the sand?
And dream to bring her a sweet red rose.
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Does One Need To Be A Very Good Man?

for one step forward
reach one grief

say one kind word
for a moment's relief

hold one hand

walk up a bit

help the blind man
cross over the street

achieve a feat

a little try would do
offer old one a seat
reap a thank you

not look away

pat it on the back

the dog on the way
needs love that it lacks

Do them we can
in this small lifespan
and they don't demand one

to be a very good man!
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Dog Sleep

I watch close

The face of a sleeping dog,
Its eyes crescent moons
In those times blissful
When sleep runs it down
In respiteful shelter

From fleas

Hot concrete

And from men!

I wonder

What comes in its dreams,

A rusted bone

Loving eyes

Caressing hands

Or the pain

Suffered in the hands of men!
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Dogma

We turn blind in faith
war for religion

stick stiff
to own belief

give gods name
invoke them

and our dogma goes so far
as to turn us

executioner.
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Don'T Ask Me How

over the taps of fingers' dance
she says dinner is ready

giving me the appetizing chance
insanity's remedy!

it's her way to break my spell
of words welled up in stack

this medicine she applies well
poems don't fill the stomach!

till that time all she said
were just bla bla bla

till on the table dinner is laid
wafts the food's aroma!

it finds its target the poet's nostril
shears the strings of thought

a stir in the bowel kills the will
drives me to get the dinner hot!

fingers soon dance on the dinner plough
feed my taste bud with sweet treat
she knows it well don't ask me how

to give me from poetry retreat!
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Don'T Ever Go To The Zoo

Whole day their wings ache for the sky

Their eyes thirst the moribund blue

But here they are and will be till they die
Without ever knowing why.

The black striped beauty in velvet brown

Paces restless in utter distress

A majestic beast robbed of its crown

Wallows in its caged recess.

So I say friend if you need sunshine for your gloom
For your sore eyes an open blue

Imagine them all from the confine of your room
But don’t ever go to the zoo.
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Don'T Lose Your Smiles

Don't lose your smiles

Know you’re walking smooth miles.

You are in peace

There is darker abyss.

Where every moment is a hell,

Where your misery would pale.

You are better off than what’s around
You are on solid ground.

For many there’s only never ending night
Be thankful for having a speck of light.
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Doomed

They ravaged her body, her spirit never healed

The day she was abused was the day she was killed.
They probed the incident; it was just another case,
It really mattered little, the shame on her face.
Tongues kept rolling, gossips with spice,

She invited it; she was a woman with vice.

Her looks lured them, the way she dressed,

She was also flirty, reasons to be disgraced.

Her pity was a story, her agony in courtroom
Scattered lay her life, in the darkness of doom.
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Dormant

Between us a space

Between us a wall

It's now swimming on the surface
It’s now getting no call.

Years have weathered our skin
Togetherness has taken its toll
Words have dried up within

Love has ended its role.

I resigned to this slumber deep
Pondered what’s gone amiss

Till this morn the cleft of your lip
Brushed on me a swift kiss!
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Drawing A Line

Heed your need
curbing where it turns to greed.
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Dread (10w)

I saw dread loom
When the kid yawned
In classroom!
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Dream Of A New Day

With the evening

You softly land on my soul.

I don't see or hear you

But know for sure you're there.

In the silence of a day end

When the stars rise in the far universe
And to their nests the birds disperse
You come down to nest in my heart.
Just then from the ocean's bowels

A luminescence rises with a sweet haze
To paint afresh all hopes the day stole.
Softly lands dream of a new day in my soul!
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Dream Stealer

My dreams are stolen

Whoever has heard of dream stealer?
Even I had the snug feeling

That my night visitors were secured enough
That they would forever come back
To give me the only time I wait for!

I had nothing but them

Nothing but their holding my hands
Yielding limp unconscious hands

That with their touch would go

To where I had everything!

But they are gone now.

Gone with the ‘everything’

That ‘Everything’ in my life

I thought was worth living for.

Now I know

The life I live is my dream stealer!
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Dreaming From The Dark

Amid the drumbeats and chants of hymns,
Burned bright the gaily cruel festive light,

It pounced on her like the darkest of dreams,
The blazing illumination blinded her sight.
She knew as soon as sense dawned on her
That she belonged to an endless darkness
From where would torment like a distant star
The glittering world she could never embrace.
Yet a craving burrowed her child's heart

To dance to drumbeats and chanting hymns,
Mingle with the light and become a part

Of the illumined world and forbidden dreams!
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Dreaming Home

The winter morn passes soon
Quickly it's afternoon

The day surely is spent best

When you work till the evening rest
Seated in office or an outdoor roam
The day goes by dreaming home.
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Dreams Are No Escape

He spends his work squabbling, haggling over a rupee

Foul mouths, abuses and all that drains his energy

You couldn’t tell if he is drunk just pretending to be sober
Battling through a rotten life, his ordeal never really over!
But when night comes and the half ball silver glows

Leaving behind the muck, he can stop being morose

He neither reflects on his misery nor feels the need to weep
On a six by six potholed floor, quickly he falls asleep!

Are you not curious to know if dreams visit him then?

With sweet angels with words of love or beautiful women

No curses no shouting men, only friends surrounding him
Hugging him, cheering him, he is a winner in his dream!

Or the same evils haunt him, the ones that storm his day
Mock him, spit on his face, kick him out of their way

He struggles to find his way out, shouting curses in his sleep
There’s no light or end of the tunnel, he doesn’t know to weep!
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Dreams Do Not Let You Sleep

You're alive living onto a purpose to take forward your dreams
it's not incoherent vagueness or one of your sleepy whims
it's with them that arduous walks you aren't afraid to take
it's to shape them that you go on without taking a break
without caring what others think you dare rough terrain
not minding the deep and steep you fall and rise again.
You are so much alive for your heart breathes the dreams
it's no idle imagery for in its light your future gleams

it's with them that you set sail on the high and open sea
climb up the tallest mountain to set yourself free

not stopping by the obstacles that may scar your soul

not thinking of retreat you endlessly pursue your goal.
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Dried Leaves And A Spark

A few dried leaves
He makes a fire.

The fire in him
All his dreams
Cinders now!

Twigs of wood
A small spark
Is all he need.

For breathes the belly
He must feed!

The past is dim
Nay the past is blank
All left is now.

When the fire burns out
Ashes will fly!

He makes daily
A meal measly
With deadwood.

When is next
He doesn’t brood!

A roadside meek
Lives on pick
Yet don't die.

When the fire burns out
Ashes will fly!

None bothers his fate

High up they wait
For him to die.
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When his fire burns out
Vultures will fly!
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Dried Leaves And A Spark: Revisited

A cashew-nut
she pressed between my lips

slumberous awestruck
I chewed it

groping for her hands in the dark
if she really was there
or I was dream living

why should a woman
in the middle of night
press a cashew-nut
moist and warm
between my lips

was she hungry herself
hypoglycemic

picking them in despair
popping one betwixt my lips

or is it the one

I popped through hers
last evening

misdirected

without my knowing it
found the vertical lip
betwixt her swells

till she felt the prick
when loosened her robes
and it stirred in her

a long forgotten spark
so she came back

in the middle of night
for me to chew

the re-popped cashew-nut

slumberous awestruck!
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Drongo

Its melody piercing the fluid dawn
when the drongo breaks the dark spell
from night's semen a day spawns

that the sun nurtures into a fairytale!

Till late evening the bird sings

preys on life burning in halogen

from catching the first light on its wings
stays back till starry shadows lengthen!

God has taught it to defy weariness
made it the usherer of day and night
hold in its fish tail a dancer's cute grace
in dark feathers the gladiator's might!

When all else at dayend anchor in nest
fathom counts of losses and gains
broken dreams well up in the drongo's breast

rend the night in melancholy's strain!
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Drongos & I

Drongos are not as brittle boned as me
Though my nightly poems have ceased to be
They’re still up in wings’ ceaseless flight
Feeding on insects buzzing in moonlight!

I love to call these birds night’s lone flame
Poems after poems love to write on them
A diurnal bird with nocturnal spree

Mocks my cessation of nightly poetry!

Drongos the revelers of nightly carnival

I hold them in envy think them rival

Never miss a moon these foragers of night
Their tireless wings hold the might of a knight!

I often wonder if they ever build a nest

Ever feel the urge for a soft cushioned rest
For I hear them sing in the most wee hours
When the dawn still bathes in dewy showers!

I wish my mind had the Drongo’s might
My poems flew like their wings featherlight
Poured out my words like the bird’s song

Overcoming sleep poems flowed nightlong!
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Drunken Dream

Rich wine served with good food

Set me just in the right mood

For a sojourn on the silvery lands
Where the pearly waves hug the sands!
I knew not where the path led me to

A moonstruck man could little do
Except knowing that he had to go

For an aimless walk with his own shadow!
I floated away in the phantom light
Holding in my eyes the fairy night
Above the sea to where the stars gleam
To a heavenly space in drunken dream!
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Drunken Night

Some nights I forget my way to the home
home? where is that? which side of the road?
I keep straying away empty streets I roam!

Where is the bloody moon? I shout
the moon is gone but the stars are out
stars, please, handhold me and guide
tell me my home is on which side!

Am I awake or a pawn in a game?

why every house looks the same?

my steps fall on some window light patch
I must go back must start from scratch!

window? ah, is there one with a face?

so I can say it's my address

hey stars, be this seeker's guide

lead me to my home, take me to her side!

may be a door for me kept ajar
two eyes are staring one guiding star
one heart that knows the night is not out

two ears keenly waiting for a shout

catch me from falling put me on bed
despair seizing yet hands on my head

moon is bloody stars gone to fetch morn
I don't see her tears her nights forlorn!
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Drunken River

One mile down the drunken river

I lost my mind in her midday yellow haze.

Residues of the river-wind-kiss lingered saline on my face

Wild sun on the wild river scathed my skin copper

And I glided upstream in blurred eye sweat

Losing and finding the river’'s mangrove shore.

My mind in delirious mess wondered

What it was that wined the river, made her a swirling detachment,
Bearing all with the endurance of a drunkard

But embracing nothing like an all foregoing monk.

I dreamed adrift one more mile and then another
Till I was windswept and wined like the drunken river.
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Duality

When the west moon tilts and goes on the wane
Becomes a dying streak on your windowpane

Your frenzied sleepless mind breaks in roaring lust
To hammer the unyielding night into powdery dust!

All else but you in slumber dwell

Your rebellious thoughts burn hunger’s fuel

To pry out from darkness fading treasures of night
Dig them intact and bring them to light!

You could buy peace and live within norms
Bathe in moon’s kiss stay away from storms
But a bloody madness in you wreaks havoc
You nurture it, allow it to run amok!

Past the ebullience of night your furies vaporize

Can’t hold back the transience, stay in poet’s disguise
The dawn would devour it for transform you it must
To conventional sanity from the garb of an iconoclast!
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Duchenne

Have not seen them for quite a while
Breaking like a thousand springs

Its ripples spreading across a mile
Touching heavens on butterfly wings!

It's infective in its length and span

Cackling joyous like a thousand duck

God would be charmed (not to speak of man)
Its spell makes every man awe struck!

It's quite a while life is losing fun

With faces wearing botox on stressed lip

Not getting at least one when the day is done
To give this soul a stronger fillip!

I need your muscles playing around your eyes
Your cheeks raised high for me to see

Doing so would bring me double sunrise

And live each day ever more happily!
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Duck Feather

He holds the day like duck feather.

Good or bad weather
Silver dimes or rusted nails
Through them all he quietly sails.

On the way small flowers he plucks

In thrill’s quiver sings joyous cluck

When rough tides break him he reveals not crack
Doesn’t complain when the clouds are black.

If his wings feel weary he stops the swim
A shore he finds to rest in dream

For the duck feather each day is a gain
To swim in the pond, his piece of haven.
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Dumber

Ma has eloped with her lover
soon a wife Baba will get

I'm left only dumber

don't know what's in my fate!
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Dummy's Life

My dummy rules the days

The real I hide deep

So many things it says

The dummy puts it to sleep.

The dummy is scared of me

For in fantasies I persist

It knows it can't afford to be

Like me an anarchist.

For food it must earn

It must do hard work

Life's skills it must learn

It must make its mark.

The real I if had its say

Would do none of these

He would shape his own day

Act as his wishes please.
Leisurely he would take his horse
To where the green touches the sky
Run at will and take a pause

Not allowing the dreams to die!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

405



Eagle's Height

Rise the way you want to rise

keep not ambitions in disguise

go as far go as close

with your finger touch the tiger's nose.

Do it the way you want to do

be not scared of jeer and boo

walk the path bled in thorn

with your hand grab the bull's horn.

Act the way you deem it right
you have in you the needed might
fight the enemy in its own den
in your fists clench the lion's mane.

Speak the way says your heart
say it straight never skirt
tell it all even the bitter thing

with your finger catch the hornet's sting.

Live life the way you want it

once committed no retreat

brave hindrance of the darkest night
in your wings soar the eagle's height.
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Early Sunset

It could never have any say

When I threw it away

The cadaver once life throbbed,

I silently sobbed!

Scared of me

It moved in the shadows free

Could I ever catch it? I wondered

In the end it silently surrendered!

It lay there crumpled, cold and stiff

An aura of death I could sniff

The half open eyes had a tinge of regret
Life was short and too soon was sunset!
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Earth Mover

Life an ocean

My emotion

A dropp in it.

But one dropp starts an ocean
One step builds the motion

1 ft. is infinite!

If you have the feel

And the will

You can set the path

You can move the earth!
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Earth Post 21/12

Do I see them a little uneasy?

The earth stands defying their prophesy
Treating in disdain the doomsday calendar
She is alive and not ripped asunder.
Notwithstanding the speculative commotion
Earth didn't crumble from meteorite invasion
Continuing on her axis the periodic turn

She goes on revolving around the sun.

All my brethren and doomsayers take heart
Be grateful that you and I didn't have to depart
This paradise our earth that's so beautiful

None would like to let it go, nhone would be so fool.

Yet all said the truth we surely cannot hide
Though earth faces little danger from outside
It's the earthmen whose mindless exploitation
Can bring about the earth's destruction!
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Eavesdropper

I strained to hear her whisper

ears impervious
heart envious

if only rewind of years
could get me beside her
reliving the ecstasy on a lover's date

listening her lips' precious secret!
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Echoes Of Moments Together

She was gasping for air

And left this morn.

I had to brush my teeth,

She was in the mirror

And in my eyes.

I had to sip my tea,

She was with me

Plunging deeper with every sip.
All through the rituals

She kept clinging to me

With every motion

The grasp was tighter.

I went out to face the day
And there she was in the sun,
In the air, all over me.

She was a guest in my world,
A few moments' find,

Leaving echoes in my mind!
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Ecstasy

Two dogs
On the street
Locked in mating heat.

On the street
Two dogs
Haven’t cover of sheet.

Two dogs

Messy

Need no privacy.
Know to seed

The need to breed

In ecstasy.
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Ego

His voice cracks in the thunder’s peal
My ego failed me in life’s each deal
Never did see what the other saw
Too blind to notice my own flaw!

In the candlelight his face wears a gloom
Two tremulous shadows darken the room
Forever I felt the world is for me

My viewpoints matter only!

Like a deluge pours the thunderous rain
In deafening din rattling windowpane
Focused only me only tried to get
Grope in void now when egos abate!

Flickers a grave loss in his dulled eyes
Unshackled from self its obdurate disguise
Over the ruins of ego is born in me the belief

The reward is not in the getting but lies in all our give!
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Either Way

Hunger is gnawing your stomach
The time when food is must
Don't let in your faith a crack
One breach in your trust!

It's there for you to eat
Away by an inch a peck

In haste don't call it quit
Be not afraid of your neck!

Beckons you the golden cheese
Bowel’s curing remedy

It waits for your final wish

To be set from hunger free!

A little pull is all you need

Just a little force

Howling hunger needs the feed
You have no other recourse!

Come mouse got nothing to lose
You're hungry or you're dead
Either way hangs the noose

your escape is that way made!
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Embers Of Memories

A fire breaks out in me

before the dawn of light.

It rages in me

burns all my dreams

the heaven is a silent witness
the morning star hides its face.
The day sweeps away

the embers of memories

with the night.
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Emerald Island

There's so much prose in this world
Yet poetry finds its way out of your heart
Deep inside you is an island of emerald
Where the other you refuses to depart.
There's so much prose in this world
Yet you look for light from the pit

You let your dreams be unfurled
Poetry turns the bitter to sweet.
There's so much prose in this world
Yet in you lives an undying child

That breathes in the island of emerald
Keeps you untamed and wild!
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Emlan

I longed one kind look from you emlan
when you passed by me

now I wish to sit in silence

with you by the sea.

A stolen glance was all I did
when passed your fragrance
too little of you was all my need
I knew to keep distance.

If our paths meet ever again
if ever can dead love rise

I would not let you pass by
but look deep in your eyes.

There must still survive the virgin land
longing rivers dried in sands
unspoken words woefully shy

chance lost with time gone by.

If we now come across emlan in the faraway land
I would not shy away to reach and touch your hand
walk this time on the quested path not letting go the chance

of finding you in the wholeness and not as a passing fragrance.
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Empty

Back from work,

Each object within

I take out from my bag,
Once again putting them in
The next day to work.

Nothing unusual about it
Except that at times
When I empty my bag,

A fleeting thought comes,
Maybe tomorrow

My bag will be as empty
As the space I vacate.
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Empty Home

For long she hasn't found an empty home.

Not that she loves empty home

But craves for her some loneliness

A little time and space all to herself
Where she wouldn't have to wear a face
But bite her mind any what way she likes
Nibbling at memories chewing on dreams
That with no eyes around her

She would take out like a stolen artifact
Cherishing their display like forbidden
Crying laughing and then putting them back
To where they belong.

Not that she loves empty home.

But sometimes she needs
To have one her own.
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Enamored

That's a sad story sighed the man
Sitting some stairs down the ghat
Made his life miserable the woman
She fully broke the zamindar's heart.

He loved her more than his life

She knew not love was what thing
Cursed the day he took her as his wife
Gave her a precious diamond ring.

He bought her each wish from her lip
She knew she would only have to tell
For her the man's love was so deep

He could sell him to bring her all jewels.

For each night she made her bargain

Trapped him her greed's deadly deal

Blind love drove the man such insane
He became a puppet of her will.

The coming storm he couldn't foresee
Enamored in love and its waste

Good money was sunk freely

With no reaping of scantest harvest.

His trade started suffering huge loss
Investments sunk in shipwreck

Along came to make the matter worse
Debts' tightened noose on his neck.

Soon she left with a man she had known
Taking with her the ornaments

She had never thought him as her man
Little did she care his torments.

Still echoes said the man his cry
From here he went to the river
In evenings as this his sigh

Can be heard rending the air.
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I asked him how all these he knew
Saw no man but I was alone
Shivering in winter's cool dew

As moonlight on waves quietly shone.
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End Of A Search

I am coming back to you.

I have strayed for too long,

Gone too faraway from you

Looking for treasures in the swamp
For wealth of the world

In search of an ever elusive find.

I should have known

All the time I carried you in my mind!
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End Of Bondage

From the mother's breast

It landed in prison

It was a different nest

For it without reason!

It had not grown wing

Sky was a distant dream

They wanted it to sing

They and their strange whim!
Controlled by alien hands

It sought the mother's warmth
Surrendering to odd demands
Hiding sorrow in a forced mirth!
There was no way it could sing

Joy was barred by walls and ceiling
It had only a fragment of sky,
Grieving heart, mournful sigh!
Then one day opened the cage

It was free from all bondage

‘Is it faking death? ' said someone
Never knowing its freedom was won!
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End Of Night

Mew mew

Pussycat cries at night
Closed doors

There isn’t warmth at sight

Mew mew
Is there any kind soul
Crackling fire burning coal?

Mew mew

Under open sky

Like pussycat many more lie

For them is spread no bed

On pavement dream tomorrow’s bread

Mew mew

Cold night's curse
Doors shut no kind soul
Far up blinking stars
Glow like burning coal

Noses in blissful snore
Won't ever get to feel

The misery preying outdoor
The knifing ruthless chill

Mew mew

Not awake one kind soul
Doors are all shut tight
Crackles no fire in burning coal
Pussycat cries for end of night.
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Enduring Love (10w)

Knowing it hasn’t a cure,
My madness
She lovingly endures.
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Enough

Now determined in this conclusion
I won't take anymore sermon.
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Enough If

You reflect in befuddled wonder

is it the time to be happy or morose
when is reached the last page of calendar
when the year comes to a close.

There isn't much you could do about it
there isn't much you could hold

you tried though your every bit

not all pages were written in gold.

It's enough if you remained fit and agile
it's enough if you got a few smiles

it's enough if you could travel all the miles
you stumbled but walked all the while.

It's enough if you hid some of your pain
your bleeding you kept to yourself

it's enough if once without thinking of gain
you offered a stranger your help.

Little you could do to change the events' course
but you tried and it matters no less
it's enough if you've used your little resource

to make this world a better place.
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Envy Him Not

Sitting there on the lap

He claps when the audiences clap

On him painted an aura of happiness

A smile is permanently fixed on his face.
Eyes forever stretched without a frown

He plays to the gallery a perfect clown

You may envy his easygoing ways

Gathering laughter on all that he says,

His widely open unblinking eyes

That show faked emotions feigned surprise.
You may like to have his rapturous nights
Drawing applauses hogging limelight

But you would have pity for him once you know
He’s a talking doll in the ventriloquist’s show.
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Ephemeral

It hung in the air
Hallucinated a while

And died like a smile!
Was it ever there,

This marvel

When I dreamed my lips
Touched her navel!
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Epitaph For A Poet

His poems in millions sold
The poet lies here dead and cold!

Here lies the poet

Who through toil and sweat

Played word games,

Wrote many poems.

From his heart deep thoughts

Poured out in lots

Creations of his mind

Made his readers blind.

How was he as a person?

It's mostly unknown

His own comforts he did embrace

Little he cared for others’ happiness

With mortal temptations he was bewitched
Never followed the values he preached.
Small lapses (or are they?) for a poet so great
Aloof in life, he lies solitary in death!
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Errand

the girl lived downstairs

the boy two floors above
through me exchanged letters
of immature hearts in love.

he wrote:
can we meet love for a minute?

handed to me his secret chit
why I came down the girl only knew
his letter brought her a blushing pink hue!

quickly on that same chit
she scribbled a hand girly sweet

she wrote:

I would die to meet you just once

but today there hardly is a chance
papa hasn't gone to office

through this letter I send you my kiss.

I, love's tender messenger
went up with her love letter
as he read it heaved a deep sigh

at home, goddamned, why?
he wrote:

slip out when he sleeps at three
we meet under the mahogany tree
please love do this much for me

I beg you some minutes only.

thus rhymed two hearts' dancing beat
the boy was too young to fathom it
nothing though he could understand
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yet faithfully he ran their errand!
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Escape (10w)

The white canvas
Is mute

Till I draw
Escape route!
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Escapes

Watch their belly
their dying eyes
know all my talks of wisdom
are my escapes in disguise!

If I had littlest shame
and a belief in the claim
I'm humane

I would not have let them stray
but killed them with the bullet's spray!

If I can't help them live

if their numbers I don't contain

if letting them be there is no gain

why not kill the stray with the bullet's spray?

I move around with a bowl of rice
small hand small bowl teeming mouth
in the blind belief

if I try

some of them may still not die!
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Eternal

This world will not perish

Your love for me will not die

Yet this body with soil and ash
Will surely with the wind fly!

This touch will ever linger

Your kiss will forever remain warm
Yet this body will be eaten up by earth
For an oblivion of endless term!
The waves will come and go
Lapping the silent shore

Our wait will be eternal

Here and then no more!
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Even Though

Lost first love to immaturity,
remain immature
what a pity!
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Even When We Break

Love is majorly one sided seeks not a reciprocate

our love may not be returned that's far we can hope to get
though it is thus often destined love knocks the wrong address
don't lose heart for we were right we showed no miserliness.

If one way it's our way we have no other choice

love's fountain when springs listens to no other voice

our call if goes unresponded not touch the heart meant for
we deserved it for we loved never expecting a returned favor.

We may break time and again each time our love is spurned
but our act of loving never goes astray if not once returned
no way can we decide the course have no say in the matter of heart

we have to have the belief in us when we make from our side a start.
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Everest

We see it

As a victory

Of the human spirit,

Tales of glory

That makes us proud.

But it's a pity

She’s denuded bare,

Ravaged her virginity,

And up there

There’s a crowd.

The height is made to pale,
They’re dwarfing the peak,
Adventurers on glory’s trail

Litter the path they scale.

We take it as a test

Of man’s superior might

That would not rest

Till it scales the greatest height.
But the mountain is no more clean,
Tons of wastes scar its air,

She’s turned into a dustbin

By the crowd going up there.
Should we feel proud,

And not hear the warning bell,

As the mountain is trodden like hell
By the mindlessly adventuring crowd?
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Every Time You Light Up

Every time you light up
Light goes off!

Longing lungs
Hoping hearts
For you suffer.

You don't care about you
Let not your view
Derange other lives
Even your children

Your wife!

Every time you light up
I don't care about you.

Let not your exhalations
Choke longing lungs
Hoping hearts

Hurt other lives!
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Everyday Of The Year

Why only today dear?
Your loving face

Each day of the year
Brings me happiness.
Today is no special dear
Like a butterfly

Each day of the year
You rest in my eye.

Not a day is there dear
That's any less

Each day of the year

I hold you in embrace.
That's why I say dear
By god's wondrous design
Everyday of the year

I celebrate valentine.
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Everytime You Smile

Every time you smile

The world is a happier place
Happiness becomes a little less fragile
The pain gets a little less!

The world gets stronger by the smile
It illuminates the enveloping darkness
Existence appears a little less fragile
One smile lights up another face!
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Exactly

No ifs and buts and frets on time gone astray
We were exactly where supposed to be each day.

We were exactly at the right place with right face
Not drifting around but knocking the right address.

No ifs and buts and frets deeming years as waste
We were exactly on the right track doing our best.

We were exactly picking of all the choices the choice
Not straying but staying to listen to our inner voice.
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Excuse Him

Mr Deek
when needs to speak
can't hold his length.
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EXxistence

With only a lifetime to behold
waste no time pondering.
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Faces Of Monsoon

The almond pearls bounce on the leaves,
Drip to drench me with the heavenly boon,
What magical transformation the sky weaves,
Its wands of clouds creating another monsoon!
There's though a different spell on the ground
Where water flows like a river in high tide,
Silence broken only by a splashing sound
Monstrous holes yawning on all side!

You longed for it in the summer's pain
Hallucinating in agony the coming of it

You curse it now calling it a bane

As it pours from above and deluge the street!
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Fairytale Rains

For long there’s no rain, for long

The dying soil stretches its tongue

Towards the firmament, begging on its knees
‘Rain, come rain, even if a little, please’!

It's eons since the clouds squeezed out

The last drops, knowing they're all in vain

No yield would come of them, no sprout
Horrified they wilted to be never back again!

The race progressed with their grim toil
Forgetting rain is born in the soil
Dreaming of a distant thunder
Yearning the clouds to come asunder!

My grandpa told me a fairytale

That once on earth the rain fell

It washed the body and made souls clean
Lives shot up to make the earth green!
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Faith

His feet washed in the breaking waves

stands the faceless recorder of memories.

As glistens clean

seawashed skins of honeymooners
he waits for one call

to preserve those moments

only if when the tides fall

later years would recall

from the prints of that time
shadows of a yore

of being together on the seashore!

Don't venture too far he whispers
none can fathom high tide's curse
before is lived one lovely day
monsters from deep carry you away.

Don't venture beyond help

he mutters as if to himself

if only you knew awaits what burn
when spend yourself the tides turn!

Don't go lovers too deep

I too drowned in faith's leap

with faith in love rode tide high

in the sands buried those dreams lie!
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Faith's Prisoner

He is held captive you needn’t farther search

In temple’s precincts within the walls of church
God is a prisoner in religion’s domain

They flock there to worship him men and women.
As I see them I get this impression

They’ve struck a deal forged a relation

One that is need based apparently mutual

God provides care in exchange of ritual.

At the cost of sounding atheist I must say I notice
Churches and temples are organized like office
Hierarchies are set in these god’s abodes

Complete with rules regulations and codes.

In each of these god-houses is a god’s messenger
He is the supreme priest faith’s treasurer

He leads your prayer cleanses your soul

Becomes god’s face assumes the divine’s role.

The followers don’t question their faith inhibited
Asking and probing questions are strictly prohibited
I feel places of worship are too stern and rigid
Where in the hands of his caretakers god goes frigid!
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Fallacy

Honesty is sheer bullshit.

dishonest preach it
honest suffer it.
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Falling Sunlight

I chanced upon an ethereal sight
there she glowing in falling sunlight

heart wondered
at the mirage in the forest

eyes couldn't ponder
and let go waste!
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Familiar Faces

Some people I know

I meet in the marketplace,

Greet them with Hi and a little bow,
As courtesy shown to a known face,
No further the relation can go!

I never care to know them more
They’re just known passersby,

To them I never open my door

Nor to build friendship I try!

Some people I know

I meet on the way,

Throw a brief smile at them,

That’s so far as it can go,

I don’t care to know their name!
Fellow travelers on a passing ship

I wish I could know them more
Their thoughts that lie hidden deep
Like waiting rains yearning to pour!
If we could take it a little more

To bridge the yawning distance,

Opened up to each other our hearts’ door

To give friendship a chance,

I could find from them some true gem

That it would be a loss not to know,
But I never care to know their name,
The familiar faces I greet with a bow!
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Fantasies

On the bend the rosy face

And I've grown so old

The ponytail the flowered lace
Once ends it's never retold.

A moment's fullness of the dewy lip
And I've grown so old

The hazelnut eyes quick n deep
Once and forever was I sold.

In the air the silken hand

And I've grown so old

A touch that dreamed to land
Would not land was foretold.
Night's end a touch on forehead
And I've grown so old

Always knew it was dream-made
Fantasies the passing years rolled.
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Farewell Day

They called me a good worker

And a very good man

that they would all miss!

It was my last day at office.

I felt desolate

for the chair I warmed,

the years I lost count of,

the room that became part of me...

they at last set me free!

It all seemed so unreal,

to be cast away like this,

not wanted anymore....

But like so many before me

I was destined to come ashore.

A yawning emptiness terrified me

of the resting time that lay ahead!
Disembarked from what seemed an unending ride,
I moved away from the cheers bleary-eyed!
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Farewell To The Day

Over the ebbing tide of noise

Falls the hush from the sky,

A crimson farewell to the day

Paints a melancholy in the air,

One last flutter the wings come to rest

Waiting for starlight to warm the nest...
Looking back, so hollow the bygone times ring,
Quietly sets in another evening.
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Fate (9w)

Moon

Though higher up
Often her

Clouds gobble up.
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Fate Of A Bard

No verbal duel

No war of words

I prefer to be a poet.
In freedom I dwell
Free as the birds
Poetry is my fate.
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Fate Of Poems

All those passion fueled stroke
that go up in smoke!
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Father And Son

From gone by years remembered in tears a tale more sweet than sad
Of a stealthy game that brought no shame played by a son with his dad
It's still a secret not told to this date he keeps to his breast the son

Still haunts his thought if he was caught by his dad long since gone.

The dad was old had a heart of gold used to spend money his own
Deemed it fair as long as there wouldn't be a burden on his son
He lived on pension but felt no tension in his frequent buying spree
Got whatever caught his whim'’s fancy gifted them to the family.

We don't need as such why spend so much the son would remonstrate
Your extravagance has spoiled all chance for any savings till date

At this age on life's last page I need to spend the last dime

Live in rapport with warmth of comfort till I exhaust my time.

When failed all logic performed one trick the son played out a farce
Many times not once whenever got chance secretly filled up dad's purse
The old man went on to buy for his son ignoring his advice of thrift
The son on his part did what said his heart boosted the old one's spirit.

It was summer was time to go home, the dad took leave of his son
For all the nine months he stayed in the hills lived a monk’s life alone
A few days later over a phone call the dad spoke son when I count
I find in my purse what I carried intact in fact a little more amount.

The son feigned surprise deemed it wise the truth not be told

Lest he came apart his pride felt hurt the man with the heart of gold

He said in humor’s voice it's cause for rejoice that money spent is grown
To this day the son guards the truth alone never making what happened be
known.
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Faye

Hope you had a good night's sleep Faye
He coos holding the cup to her lip

Nice isn't it the morn's first sip

And be ready for a lovely day!

By the way sweetie I had a good sleep
Long, dreamless, deep

If I don't count that recurring nightmare
You're sitting broken on your favorite chair!

Can't stand to see you broken that way
From me you ever being taken away
And one morn here I'm alone to weep
Not holding a cup to Faye's lip!

You know sweetie I meant it true
When I said would die without you
For you my love is so deep grown

I see it mirrored in the rusted bone!

Faye's eyes don't move a blink
His words in her quietly sink
There's a thrill in her timeworn bone

That her man would never have tea alone.
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Fear Of God

God for me provokes the fear of sin
Do I incur his wrath if commit a wrong
Like telling lies or being mean

The fear troubles me all along!

Is he watching all deeds of mine
Keeping notes in his divine diary

If I'm grumpy or genuinely benign
Would move him to decide the key!

If at the pearly gate awaits me heaven
Or god decides the key for hell

He would surely get with me even

If tilts my vice's scale!

But I admit this fear has one good side
It instills some ponder and brood
If god's eyes are really opened wide

For heaven's sake should do some good!
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Feathered Guests

Up my backyard tree

A family is my guest

In a happy living spree

Cozy in their nest!

I saw them build it strong

With whatever scraps they found
Laboring all along

To beak-pick them from ground!
Secure and steady

The nest was soon ready

To welcome in one morn

Cute little new born!

Rearing them is hard

Feeding the hungry brood
When mother stands on guard
The father goes for food!

Fast they grow sweet chicks
From fluffy to colored plumage
It's a matter of weeks

Before they turn a new page!

I don’t want them to haste

But I know they would soon fly
Leaving a hole in my heart

For the expanse of the sky!
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Fighter

A hundred bucks I gave her

She was not selling herself

She asked it for help

His man drunk too much

With life he paid

He has left me a beggar

She lamented

Starting with the cost of his last rites
My days will now be an endless fight
A hundred bucks I gave her

And closed the door

She wasn’t in my thought anymore
Till last night in the dim moon’s glow
I caught two moving shadows

Of her with another man, a stranger.
As her laughter rippled the night

I nodded.

She wouldn’t give up without a fight.
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Fighting The Enemy

You could have stayed back in the sun.
But you sail in the stormy ocean

You brave the cold nights

While the fire burns out in the hearth
You dive deep and climb high

Never choosing the calm, not afraid to die!
You could have stayed back in the sun
Enjoying peace and the mundane fun
But you choose the flower's thorn

You grab the bull by the horn,

You know you have to overcome and win
The battle against the enemy within!
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Final Celebration

The music plays on,

He lies motionless,

Sedated forlorn,

End looming on his face.

There isn't a trace

That he did ever embrace

Life and love that fulfils it,

But forever lying on the crumpled sheet!
The music plays in his head,

His fingers faintly move on the bed,
Now from death no more immune,

They celebrate the symphony of one last tune!
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Final Tryst

The wrinkled hands

Bear not the slightest hint

They ever grabbed the golden orb.
Age mockingly hides

This body ever rose with the tides.
Now before the eyes

A swirling mist

Waits for the final tryst!
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Finding God

They went inside the temple to worship
some ran in for shelter

when the clouds parted
I drenched myself in the rain.
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Finding Home

As he so thinly and lightly floated up
He saw a bloody mess crowded around.

He understood and not bothering his weightlessness
Thought I must now find my way home.

Over the mesh of cables and wires

Above the teeming dots of men and machines

He skimmed the noiseless air beyond pain.

Now I know they spoke of what gain.

Once found he thought of landing on the roof

Melt through the attic door and be right beside her
But he didn’t want to give her a scare.

He would rather take the front door.

He held to the belief he needed no mirror.

It proved right as she was just mildly surprised.

He wished he could hold her hand and say

I'm back early for you today.

But there was so little time for the frivolousness
And supposing he wouldn’t be there the next instance
Started to speak.

I came back just to tell how much I love you.

She responded in a beaming radiant face

This is madness
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To have come back for what I always knew
And then as he lifted her in a demonic strength
Giggled I love you too.

When she rose to silence the phone’s ring

She didn’t see him take wing

To go home in the wind’s flow!
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Finding Me

dishevelled hair
unkempt beard

he stood under the tree
away from his herd

he gave a weary yawn

like a frog

shapping open and shut its mouth
without the prey in

he looked a bundle of lost chance
to the point

living seemed a voidful horror

I carried him in my mind

carry him in my mirror
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Finding Nectar

The scent of pollen
Draws it nigh

The butterfly

Needn't fly high!

It needn't go far

Nor mind the briar

To draw nectar

From the yearning flower!
I learned it from butterfly
All T ought to find lie

So near me

I only have to see!
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Finding Self

when we see ourselves
as being here
to comfort others.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 471



Fire

I don't aspire

to be immune from fire,
only hope my resilience
withstands the burn's pains!
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Firefly

Spins around my head
Nature’s LED

A firefly,

Hits the fan

Now it can

Make the sky.
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First Lesson

Good boys sit on the first row
They do ma said as a rule

So with the call of the first crow

I was ready to leave for the school.

Just as I reached the clock struck six
From home it was quite some ride
What I found there threw me in a fix
The first bench was fully occupied!

Four sat already on the front row

With no more a space for the fifth

My jostles raised the others' eyebrows
They won't let me have it as a gift!

I pushed with all might the boy on the side
But he wasn't the one to let go

I feel a little shame when to you I confide
He gave me a hard fisted blow!

But a good boy as me must have rightful place
One on the first bench as a right

I wasn't going to settle for anything less

Even if that meant a bloody fight!

The second jab fell right on my nose
Blood spurted warm red on my shirt
That settled it brought the war to a close
The loss made a dent in my heart!

The last bench was empty with only one guy
He sat happily looking peaceful
I knew being good wasn't worth enough to die

And that was my first lesson at school!
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First Love Forever Lasts

First love forever lasts.
Cinders from the past
Gather fire from the cold
In your heart light a spark.

First love forever lasts.

In your eyes it alights

In the middle of the nights
Turns a drop of tear.

First love forever lasts.

When you get up in the morn
You see it appear

In renewal’s attire.
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First Poem

See what comes of your life's toil
woke me up an eerie nasal voice
she reeked of putrid soil
her look was no rejoice.

I wondered being at that forlorn place
with two dark holes peering at me
smelling of varnished wood

and eyes watery.

The air smelled of wild moss
under a sky pallid grey

shadows rose from the silent cross
where I too dreadfully lay.

you needn't lie down anymore
her voice betrayed a mirth
now that you're thru this door
cleanse yourself with a bath.

Two holes held me in their stare
rise man there's nothing to fear
once you wash your earthly tears

can write your first poem here.
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First Rain

on my nose
a cold pin prick
I wonder what's the reason

cloud tiptoes
part and leak

falls first rain of the season!
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Fishwoman

Her mind strays as she cuts into pieces
her spread of the morning's fish

fills an ache him she misses

couldn't hold him back her wish.

They crowd around bidding the price
till noon would last the bargain

she spoons fish scales cuts neat slice
in between remembers her pain.

What wasn't in her that he found elsewhere
so he left to never come back

what she lacked that he held so dear

one mystery she never could crack.

They haggle with her for hard bargain
she must have her day's profit
silently stings the long held pain

him still she misses every bit.
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Five Past Three

I know what time it is

At your place five past three
Night's thinning for goodbye kiss
You are sunk in poetry!

Moon seeks recline to west
Stars are craving dawn of sun
Yet your mind hasn't found rest
Chasing words on the free run!

Go to sleep angel tarry not

Before the fire burns you whole

For the coming day spare a thought
Close eyes till the night is coal!

You need to stop before hours grow small
Birds wake up in dewy rain
Rest my angel can't catch them all

Your poems of joy and pain!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 479



Flames Of The Forest

The city is in flame.

Spring has set the streets on fire.

The walkways are glowing red.

Like the forbidden, the indifferent passersby
Stamp on them.

Under busy feet, littered on the concrete,
The raging fire paints the city wild.

They fall noiselessly on your path,

Giving you all and hoping nothing in return.
If you are not moved, trample them not, lest
They turn away not to be back again,
Flames of the forest!
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Flavors Of Dream

There’s a man on the ice-cream van.
Choices galore, one can’t want more,
vanilla, strawberry, chocolate...

But on the hot day his fate

is to lie in stupor,

he can’t have one!

The poor man is sleeping on his ice-cream van.
Though dazed with the heat

he can’t retreat

with a cup or a bar,

He sells the cold

all pieces must be sold

he mustn’t have one!

The guy dreams on the ice-cream van.
Flavors galore, as he opens the door,
vanilla, strawberry, chocolate...

He mustn’t lust

must overcome thirst

let others have fun,

he mustn’t even have one!
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Flesh Hunter

He waited breathless

In the darkness

That sliced his body
Into million sparks.

The world spun

For invading touches
That could have been
Her kisses,

The stars shone

That could as well

Be the gleams in her eyes,
The wind smelled
Fragrance of flowers
That would soon wilt.
He got up to go,

A resolute man,

Blindly fearless,

For hunting out prey
That could never be his.
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Flight

From his tiny place
He steps into a larger space.

Tells his face
He finds it nice
The blinding slice!

In that luminous relief
Of smoked glass and concrete
Is confirmed his belief

Freedom is sweet

Even an illusory one!

Before he’s back to the night
He must bite as much of it.

Must harvest to the full that walled flight
Store every bit of it

And never let that brief dreamy light
Go out of sight.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

483



For Life

She was my good lover

Thought she would make me
A good wife

But

She carved me the fate
Of being

A poet for life!

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



For Some Time

For some time
they were very happy
at his return

his wife daughters sons
all the beloved ones
as he himself was.

Only for some time.

It made him think of
forever eternal infinite
and more

he attributed to love

all that he yearned for

now remaining no more a dream
but right there before him

to embrace

and continue living in happiness.

But now
after the some time

why they appear to him stale
this replica of a life
he had lived so well

the thought of leaving which
the fear to die
had made him cry!

Craving to be back among the stars
he mutters

if only I knew
coming back would be a curse!
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For The Grace Of Your Words

Friend I stand on your door with open arms
For the grace of your words they truly charm
I love them your agrees and the little spats
Your flowers in my hand bouquets brickbats!

It's for you only that I get to see

What I am and what I could be

For that you never mind to part precious time
Gift that to me for my trifling rhyme!

My heart’s reader your words always charm
Your likes light up even the humdrum

It's in your views that my writes come alive
They make a poet breathe his poems survive!

It then so happens your words become my own
Your seeds of thoughts in me get sown

My dreams meet yours mind touches mind

An awakening blooms in that priceless find!
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For The Love Of

Not a word I say
As long as the salt is okay.

It really makes little sense
Depend on salt my goodness and patience.

The sooner it goes wrong
Sparks fly from my evil tongue.

As if a little less salt is good cause
To bare myself in fangs and claws.

In fuming anger and blind of sight
Forget the times when it was alright
Once in ten when salt goes less

Monster takes the human’s place.

I console myself it's an ingrained fault
In man to flare up for less grain of salt.

The beast in us can no longer hide
When deficient of sodium chloride.

In these what I read makes me darkly brood
For the love of salt I couldn’t ever be good!
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For The Times You Will Need Them

If ever the sun shines like gold
air smells of unknown happiness
tightly them in a bottle hold
secure in your safest place.

When hits you the roughest wave

a patch of shore you badly need
bring them out from where you saved
take off the lid for a spoonful feed.

If ever shines a passing light

forget not to store it well

in times of living through darkest night
take off the lid in it revel.

When hits you life's toughest phase

in the raging storm can't find your way
delve within to reach that place

where the bottled sun you stored away.
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For Those Who Leave Sooner

Fellow traveler
As you leave
You leave me your love.
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For Tomorrow

Will it
Till it
Fill it

For tomorrow
If time Kills you

There’ll always be someone
That'll find in
What you left

The YOU!
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For Us Bred

Fluffy cute chicks
barely two weeks
huddled in one small space

for men's bowel bred
scared and afraid
their minds are a jumble of mess!

Readied for a ride
to the river's other side
ferried on a small wooden boat

where the market
will decide their fate
finding kind home is remotel!

Those chicks that are dead

will sink to riverbed

the living will leave them behind
I can only mourn

pray they are never born

as victims of greed cruelly blind!
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For You

The least I can wish is
Enjoy everyday in peace.
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For Your Love

Without care it grows

Till the flower shows

Birds brought the seed

It's just another weed.

In a corner of the garden

Amid beauties a burden

One you would like to miss

It grows unloved in bliss.

You care not about its name
The uninvited without shame
That needs no water

‘Damn it', you mutter.
Hardened it stands stubborn
Mocking you night and morn
Unloved yet in love with you
Baked in sun bathed in dew.
You can't take it anymore

It has to be shown the door
With gun you madly shoot

It's gone head and root.
Summer passes comes the rain
Your garden is green once again
For your love sprouts the undying greed
Once more the birds bring back the seed.
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Foretell

The house resounds with mirth
There isn’t a nook left unlit

Death celebrated like a birth

Making separation look not un-sweet!

And this is what he had to say

In the style of a prophetic foretell
When I die I'll be mourned for the day
Next day will be a memory on the wall!

To his credit he spoke what is right
One death is just a person less
He’s gone and not even fortnight
The house is back to beaming face!

It's the right way to mourn the dead
By those who held him close to heart
Realizing life has to go on instead

Of stopping for the ones death do part!
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Fortunate

Thank God

there's someone

to be with

and a warm bed
when the day is done
with a roof over head!
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Fragments Of Poetry

some feeble tunes the ears catch
hushed dialogues overheard

in the shadows a lighted patch
windborne caught one word

you they haunt daylong chase
nibble your thoughts and tease
not revealed from greyish haze
yet keep your mind in leash!

what are they you wonder aloud
shadows in wispy outline

all those naggers hidden in shroud
you feel but can't define

day and night they gnaw inside
a lump of mass sans sense
drag you low climb you tide

fly you unseen distance!

with them within life you roam
spelled in all you do

why your mind they make their home
you haven't the slightest clue

only a few you can hold in hands
purge with the flows of ink
most them die stillborn strands

find a depth to quietly sink!
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Frankly Speaking

Every night the time I ready for a slumber deep
I think of the morrow and all my words to keep
Commitments made things delayed left undone
Not one seems to be pleasant not one seems any fun.

To accomplish what's left out I feel I should hurry
But feel as much I forget blame it on my memory
Today was once again one of unfulfilled commitment
I have a lurking fear morrow won’t be any different.

Do now what can be done later bring tomorrow’s work today
Love the saying but can’t do much I don't know the way
What is to be done now I keep them putting in shelf
Today’s work I defer hoping of tomorrow’s help.

Every night when I ready for a soft plunge on my bed
I think of the morrow today’s undone buzz in head
Un-kept words undone work their thoughts don't bring cheers

If truth is said I don't bother been doing so all these years.
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Frazer

As he scanned the far horizon of the mangrove beach
He imagined her silhouette by the sea of Norwich

A home he had left long to be so remotely far

On this alien shore with her face a distant star!

The sea winds kissed his skin in a bid to make amend
For his walks in the blazing sun weariness of dayend
He felt a peace in his ruffled mind craving for a rest
Amid the waves’ serenade dreaming a lulling nest!

What if he made his home on this virgin desolate beach

Walked the sands thought-romancing the woman of Norwich
Swam wild in the saline sea then lie in the mangrove’s shade
With no statistics to worry about only love’s buzz in his head!

Not going back to the asphalt path he would build here a hut
Laze dream lying in the shadows of wild and green coconut

In the starry evenings when the sea would hold her bewitched
He would walk the trails of scent left by the woman of Norwich!

This man went with the mission of building on the sea a port
But the mangrove gave him a reason to make there a love resort
No relic survives now the waves having carried beyond reach

All except the lingering scent of his love for the woman of Norwich!
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Free Of Shame

Handsome girl

You charge two rupees for your service
And it's too small for all your distress
Being for sometime my mistress!

But I love those silken cheese
That charge me five rupees
Wet in oiled black curls
Handsomest dark skin girls!

Can't get me all the white
What I get from her all night
Turn me a slave her power
Aroma of her hair's flower!

Are you free of shame

O girl what's your name
Else how you give freely
Yourself for a sum measly!

Someone's wife or mother
Tell me why I bother
And not pay you in my pity

When you sell you for poverty!
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Free Will

On my canvas white
The characters spill
At free will.

They roll

Without control
Way they feel.
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Freedom

That night she dreamed of a freedom blue and sweet
God blessed her she got it, escaped through a slit.
She’s gone, she’s gone, she has gone into the blue
For what lies beyond her cage, she really has no clue.
The prowling preying perils, she has no idea about
Can chase her, erase her, monsters strong and stout.

She’s gone, she’s gone, she has vanished into the blue
For what lies beyond her cage, she really has no clue.

In the mad rush of wind, in her mad flap of wings

She never knows, did never know, all the coming things.
In the hunting eyes of hawk, trailing her in the sun
She’ll soon learn freedom, is not an unmixed fun.

She’s gone, she has flown, vanished into the blue

If only had she known, if only she had a clue.

The dream run will soon end, when comes the night

Her weary wings will rue, she took this fancy flight.

Her eyes will gather a mist, for the ones she left behind

Though she dreamed it, and longed it, the freedom in her mind.
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Freedom (8w)

There's no freedom
anywhere
except in the mind!
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Fret Not (10w)

I don't fret
Being no reformer
And just a poet!
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Friend

Friend when you pronounce me
the word takes a tongue

licks my mind vigorously
breath takes it to the lung.

How I die for that one word

and would anything spend

just to have it from a voice heard
one breath calling me friend.

Friend once from your tongue rush
pumped out from beat of heart
break the dam rivers out-gush
make me your inseparable part.

Friend once you utter tie me with a lace
tender yet not brittle like glass
remind me in love we belong to one race

break down all barriers of class.
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Frogs Are Gone

In the cloudy evenings with strong hints of rain

You heard them once and you heard them again

The air would rend with their cacophony

The torrents would send them in ecstatic glee.

Even a few years back you could find them around
The harbinger of monsoon with harsh croaking sound
On your yard and garden in quite large packs
Frolicking for insects, the great jumping Jacks.

They scoured the marshland in search for food
Calling in monotone and setting you to brood

With your mind gnawed by the incessant rains

That rattled your thoughts and the glass window panes.
But then lands were devoured by the human sharks
Soon disappeared open spaces and parks

Came up apartments and rows of house

Urban growth you accept without grouse.

Now in the lonely evenings with fair hints of rain

The rains will be back but you won’t hear them again
Their habitats are gone there aren’t left any bogs
And with these are gone your neighborhood frogs.
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From Beyond Waves' Roar

see her salt feet rimmed in wet sands
wade the creek of the fishermen

gay abandoned black mystic strands
hair wildly adorned in sandgrains!

don't leave me girl for that fishing hamlet
where they count for the day's catch of fish
though times will go and eyes will forget

on the sealine your dreams will never cease!

tell me o girl your all the hidden pain
your desires winds carried to the sea
that along the creek you seek wild insane
long longed but never found in me!

come back my girl from beyond waves' roar
tell me of thousands one wish
before the tides go to come back no more

let your heart be for once unleashed!
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From Her Queendom

Since then been carrying water in that 600ml bottle.

The one she lured me with in the scorching heat
When my throat was dying for a drink

You need it more than anything now sir
Said she her thatched shop in the land of nowhere

I yielded for the price was not too high
For a thirsty soul passing by

On the highway happened the fair deal
She had one less to sell

I had my fill

Like the car sir our body too needs oil
Said between smiles the woman of the soil

For once I loved her piece of wisdom
The unpretentious savior, proud owner of her queendom

Dunno why since then
I've been holding onto that bottle

As my fairest bargain!
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From Last Winter

They just came back to me.
Smells of the last winter!

They brought me back
What slipped through
Before I could grab it!

The colors

More diverse than rainbow
Mocked me in their warm glow
For I'm a year older

But their color

Still holding fast

Many of them may outlast

Me

Warmth intact in mothball
While I'm dominated more and more
More harshness I feel

In the winter chill!

When at last they’ll take me out
They still will be there

Ageless in the cupboard

Holding the once wearer

In their warm void!
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From Love

there is no respite from love
no need ever
really.
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From Market

A Kkilo of fish brinjal pumpkin
Cauliflower raisin and bean
Washing soap and eggs one crate
Need to buy bring from market!

Mustard oil some milk and rice
Cashew nut and a horde of spice
Gourd and potato spinach cabbage
The list is long fills a page!

Feel confused from where to start
How to pile and stack on a cart
Shoeshine cream to adhesive glue
All calculations and maths to do!

Ticked what's got unticked what's not

Cash dwindles with much unbought
Trudge back home in sweated daze

She checks items and fumes in rage!
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From Me To Me

Poetry starts and ends with me
it's as far as it should go
between me and me
unshackled free

tilling the mind

shoveling the dirt

all mine

each part of it

bitter sweet

poem's words

even if unlettered unstructured
lacking grace finesse

all mine

I own them

each line

to save me

my self

never writing with the worry
out there is a jury

reading analyzing

liking disliking

but me

and me

knowing that's the length it travels
between me and me

and that's enough of a journey
for my poetry.
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From The Dust Of Time

Hidden in the pages of a dusty book

I found a note- ‘waiting for you'

Who wrote it? How did she look?

We never met, it's long overdue.

Beneath dust of time, my mind was a mess
I couldn't remember her or recollect the face
Is she still waiting or sailed elsewhere

She was waiting for me, why didn't I care?
Why didn't she call again, send a reminder?
She was waiting, I didn't go to her.

In life's passage, an event mundane

The note in the dusty book became heart's burden.
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Frost's Woods Revisited

As I reach there my fingers itch for a click
The lens in hope zooms but soon turns sick
My disappointed mind depressingly broods
Where have gone Frost’s dark deep woods!
What my eyes see can be called at best

A skeletal green a parody of forest

Where my horse would shake head in doubt
Why I pause here it can’t make out!

I seriously wonder whose woods are these
For logs and timbers fell trees as they please
Not many are left in vision’s long range

No wonder my horse thinks it strange!

My heart shivers in the cold evening clime

In fear the forests would vanish in no time
There won't be Frost’s woods dark and deep
For when they were going wisdom found us asleep!
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Frozen Frames

The riddles inside me
Are set free

Through poems.

They go on a ride

In the world outside
Turn to frozen frames!
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Fullness

Full is my treasure trove,
I have but one love!
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Gadgets (10w)

Gadgets you buy
Tomorrow die,
Pity

So fast

Lose novelty.
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Gallantry

The soldier was receiving the gallantry award.
In his mind was not

How many enemies he had killed

How bravely he had fought the war

How greatly he defended his country

The heaping praises

The glittering medal

But...

The reassuring happiness
Of having come out of it

Alive!
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Ganga

Under the amber sky she flows as far as the sea
her bank on the other side is shrunk as eye can see
I have seen joys rise like tide tears mingle in hers
she is Ganga the one river mother of all rivers.

On her ceaseless journey from high up to the bay
melts snow in her flow springs life from her clay

worshiped as holy mother yet spoiled by her sons
she is ravaged time again slayed by evil demons.

For ages she has nurtured life tilled green her shore
around her have sown hopes its timeless folklore

her soils have sculpted cornfields and images of goddess
she is now an ebbing tide end's shadows on her face.

Hear once her moaning waves her ripples' silent sigh
from the silts clogging her breast her beds going dry
dying groans of the mother poisoned in effluent

choked by her people's waste killed without relent.
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Gateman

Open the door, gateman

Open the door for me

Break out of dream if you can

It's long since you slept to lullaby.
I know you're tired

Of counting each grass in the park
It's not what you aspired

The drowsy trills of the lark.

You surely have no clue

Here amid the flowers

With so little to do

Why counting the weary hours.

In the summer’s burning glow
Your sweats bring dazed dreams
And knowing the winds won't blow
Your surround in despair dims.
Open the door, gateman

Open the door for me

Get out of dream if you can

From the delirious lullaby.

For once show me your eyes
Where the dreamy slumbers loom
Amid flowers grown in sunrise
Seeding flowers that won't bloom.
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Gathering Her

In the dying flickers of night
I lust for her touch on my forehead

Come before robs you the daylight
And scatter you in pieces in my head!

In daylight she’s real scattered pieces
Drawn in many faces missed in many kisses
A woman a wife remote in diverse role

Her fibers hidden like light in black hole

On the nights too she’s mystic moonbathed
A wispy fairy out of bound lying on my bed
I can’t but love her can't her ever leave
Can’t put out the flame that rises to deceive

I crave her fullness in the dying flickers of night
And doomed to an eternal fate

I lie in wait

To see her core disrobed
before robs her daylight!
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Geras

Wrinkle our face
Twinkle weather
Quietly we embrace
Age together.

Each annular ring
Season's turning breeze
In our ears sing

We are aging with ease.

What if she gets slow
My limbs are growing rust
Lacking youthful glow
We're aging in good trust.

Her curves have lost the edge
My gait lacks olden spright
Yet nicely do we age

We're aging without fright.

Have grown dim our eyes
Ears too often fail
There's no disguise

We are aging well.

We are past that ride
Stuck on the surface
Reached that space inside

Where we can age in grace.
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Ghost Story

The thing I hate most

is when I have to switch off the light
paving way for ghosts

to rule my night!

When moonbeam peeped through window
night revealed her in the most beauteous glory
I would not fall asleep in that half-lit glow

till ma told me the eeriest ghost story!

She would tell me about imps and ghouls

the ones that roam to find if a child is sleepless
of spirits no more bound by earthly rules
moving in the hollows in faceless face!

There were ghosts good and crooks
souls that died in unfulfilled lust

their shadows crept in the dark nooks
their sighs echoed with the wind's gust!

I could feel their breath catch their whiff
the lurking bones lying for me in wait

that would not spare me even in my sleep
till they turned me their netherworld's mate!

To this day I feel a deadly gloom
pause before I put out the light
what if finding me alone in a room

visit me the fears of the night!
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Ghosts In A House

In the barren landscape with little to show

The wintry day was about to bow

When with a tingling fear and a little grouse

I stood alone before the haunted house.

It loomed ominously its spires high

That seemed to pierce the evening sky

Its cobwebbed door and dusty panes

Reeked of evil and bode ill omens.

The chilly wind blew down my spine

Trying to stop me with howling whine

‘Don’t step on this long untrodden track,

Before they find you, better go back’.

For a moment I felt like running away

Not stopping there for the nocturnal stay

But my heavy laden feet dragged me on

There was no going back till came dawn.

Soon I was past the evening’s first star

To enter the doorway that was slightly ajar

The darkness inside was so maliciously thick

It would hardly melt with just one matchstick.

As I lit the candle I cried in utter fright

I was knocked down by a dark whirling night

It was sometime before I regained my compose

It was bats on their flight as from slumber they arose.
The place closely resembled my nightmare’s hell
With silence of the grave and a rotten stinking smell
It seemed to say ‘the alive is debarred here,

When you turn to them, you’ll have no fear’!

I tried not to be unnerved and lit up my torch

To see what lay beyond the long dusty porch
Finding the staircase I tried to gather my poise
But it was soon gone at the ghastly creaking noise.
I heard someone above speaking in muffled voice
‘We had to come here, there was no choice,

But I'm sure something is down there,

A ghost must be moving, I heard sounds down stair’!
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Gift

If you have in mind to give someone a gift
Love or just anything to bring a cheer's lift
Don't defer do it now before it's too late

A time may come bitter to leave you in regret!

Don't keep deferring a gift by pondering over it

Or thinking it can further wait in time's endless pit
Tomorrow it may so happen that the one in mind is gone
Without ever having your gift leaving that work undone!

If you have in mind to gift someone a thing or two

Keep it not in abeyance make the now its time to do

Next time is a long time so it may never leave your heart
You delayed the gift too long and chance was swift to depart!

Once the wish grows in mind to give someone a gift
Hurry for tides may change sands may go for a shift
Do it now get it done and treasure the receiver's smile

So you don't have to regret the rest of your walking mile!
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Gifted A Day

Don't regret, never mind

The day you have left behind

A beautiful night is in wait for you
For dreaming again hoping anew!
Feel blessed that you got to stay

To live and love for another day

To rise again and see the sun

Get to do what's still undone.

Know it is from god a gift

To renew your spirit and give it a lift!
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Girl Of The Soil

Her hairs bereft of oil
Unkempt with dirt

The girl of the soil

I can’t reach her heart.
I can’t reach her heart
The girl wears no rouge
Like arrow she darts
She can’t be my muse.
Her teeth aren’t pearls
She hasn’t a smooth skin
On her no beauty curls
Her heart I can’t win.
Whole day she toils

She wears no cute dress
The girl of the soil

I can’t kiss her face.
She isn’t to any school
The girl knows no tune
Her heart I can't rule
From me she’s immune.
Her words pour out pure
In her way she is smart
But she makes it sure

I can never reach her heart.
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Girl With The Blue Umbrella

The girl with the blue umbrella
Caught my look,

For a moment I loved her

Then she was gone far.

I drank her eyes a sparkling wine
Forbidden she couldn’t be mine
In my heart she left a scar

In my eyes a remote star!
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Give Me If You Have

Do you remember last cascades of laughter
Till your breath couldn't take it anymore
Your seams almost opened belly ruptured
From standing you came down to floor!

You laughed first once and then couldn't hold
Their peals kept gushing like a flood

Mouth hole bared from eyes tears rolled
Laughter invaded your blood!

People wouldn't know if you laughed or wept
As tears flowed down your cheeks

Such was the fun it did you suffocate
Seemed wouldn't stop for weeks!

If you remember please pass onto me
I'll preserve in a bottle that stuff
Only to uncork when it needs be

In the days that I find pretty tough!
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God Got On The Way

He thought he could easily glide

But on the road hit his head

The dog was on the other side

The dog wasn't fed.

In that wee hour he bled

The winter fog lay dense

The poor dog remained unfed

There wasn’t an ambulance.

A little faster and he could make it

But he landed on his head

The car had him deadly hit

The dog wasn't fed.

A few steps and he could be there

But he was lying with a swollen head

God he was not fair

The dog wasn't fed.

He could have taken his time to cross to the other side
The car could have seen him and not knock his head
But ifs and buts as always leave possibilities wide
He was so keen on it but the dog couldn’t be fed.
His eyes askance gazed lifeless at the sky

His blood stained the road red

Though a kind soul that made an honest try

God saw the dog wasn't fed.
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God Who Kills

In a room dark

I'm killed everyday

I can’t see the wound’s mark
As there’s no sunray.....

No religion no race

In the darkness

I'm just someone with no face
To be killed without trace.....

They could set me free
My stomach was empty
I was starved and lean
No way could I win.......

I pray for a little light

As anyone would on a dark night
To see where it hurts

When the bullet departs......

Hunger has stilled my sense
Can't feel the death sentence
Still in the dark I pray

To a God who kills me everyday!
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God Will Be Back

Between belief and non-belief

Battle the reason and faith

When one fails, the other takes over
Down on our knees, we surrender.

Faith in reason finds no reason in faith

An escaping belief in god's presence

All the testaments don't live up to the truth
When reason reigns, god makes no sense.
But then reasons can't bring solace
Rationality is hard and ruthless

When the fire brings tormenting pain
Reason flees and god soothes like rain.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 532



Goddess

In her eyes the starkness of might

in her outstretched arms a call

to the ones challenging her

to surrender to her power

and the ones worshipping her

to find in her might what'’s hidden,

an invitation to the worshipper and the challenger
to submit, to see, beyond her wrathful might
not a goddess

but a woman, a mortal lover,

infinitely lovable!
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God's Child

A God's child was born in the mud
Earth had no place; it was nipped in the bud.
There was no mourning, only the mother wailed

God quietly succumbed, he was once more impaled.
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God's Ire

Every year I'm haunted by a doubt

Will this year’s Puja be a washout?

Feeling scared if her anger Ma Durga vents
By sending thunder and rain in torrents
Festivities spoiled, all joys marred

My dresses remain locked in cupboard!
With gloomy faces of people around

No pandal hopping on wet slushy ground
Confined at home, a very sad fate

Dating ma Durga merely on Net!

Now you may ask what causes her ire
The reason can be found not very far
Corruptions abound, crores of scam

How she can’t be angry and give it a damn!
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Golden Potato

The golden potato beamed at him in the sun

When he had almost stopped his quest for this one
The others in the pile smeared his hand with red earth
But it as if for his eyes lay hidden apart.

Make me your choice do pick me

Lift me from this dump set me free
I deserve no mash no steaming boil
No cut into pieces to be fried in oil.

Get me quick for I come from a land
Where soil grows rich in golden sand
They have a song for each seed sown
That when they sing all grief is outgrown.

And the harvest when they’re spread in the sun
All hands embrace all hearts welcome

In each sapling that sprouts from the soil

Is seen the miracle of god’s earthly toil.

He picked the precious up from the red dirt
Needing it dearly for his backyard desert
Where he would have it on this summer sown

Till the rain shoots it up all grief is outgrown.
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Gone Are The Keys

You are out of touch

So long so much

Trapped in the box

While the outside knocks.

A hectic day late night

Steal from you dawn's light

Always busy chasing a farce

You have no time for night stars.
Maybe you regret you may curse
Missing to listen what wind whispers
Missing the spring the autumnal blue
You have no clue to the box you glue.
Meantime the colors come and go

In the pearly moon the heavens glow
You have no time outside the box
Gone are the keys to open the locks.
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Gone But Still There

In the sunshine she stood
And then she was gone
Yet she’s there for good

I see her off and on.

Her face is dolled goodness
Her smiles drip moonlight
She quietly leaves her trace
In my dream’s fancy flight.
She salvages me from pain
From wildly raging storms
Inside me she remains

A healer in many forms.
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Good Times Will Be Back

We are in the dark but have time for a song
Bad times will go, they won't stay for long
Clouds will disperse, revealing blue again
Soothing gust of wind will heal all our pain.
Know the night of sorrow will surely bow out
A blazing day it will be to blow away all doubt
Birds will be back, will come back sunshine
Happiness will be back, we will again be fine.
Know the gale of misery will not last for long
Bad times will go, will revert to joyful song
The dust will settle, cooler will be the clime
We shall be there to welcome the good time.
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Goodness

On that bright day his mind was unusually calm

He stopped by the beggar to offer him some alms
Feeling at peace with himself without a trace of qualm
He took a deep breath, with life he was coming to term.

Goodness he pondered was quite an achievable feat

A small spark that made him offer the old man a seat

Each familiar face he smiled at such easy was to greet
Inside him he grew healthier being good was great benefit.

Why men suffer jealousy fight for one-upmanship

Instead of trading for goodness most precious human keep
Just not burn to earn his food comfort and restful sleep
But live in shining goodness make life a rewarding trip.

Being good with one’s own kind he felt wouldn't do

Other lives around him must kindly be treated too

A crumb of bread for the street dog on its head a little pat
Pints of milk and a little care for the weak and ailing cat.

As he walked the road thoughts like these lighted up his face
He found waiting on wayside many things begging goodness
Determined he would reach them all do them a little good
He sprinted along in a sprightly gait his mind in deep brood.

Back home when she opened the door he gave her a broad smile
She glowered a little askance for he hadn’t done it a while

What brings you this sheepish smile what for the elation?
Don’t even think you can ever make on me a good impression!
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Graduation Class

This is my graduation class
and I have bunked quite a few of them.

terrifyingly I realize it has to be a long time

for I am frantically looking for the college
the home of my graduation class

and here I am groping to get my way back
asking people the way to my college!

Must be my long absence playing tricks on my memory
but that hardly makes sense.

At last I find out the iron gate
from there a narrow passage shows flight of stairs
but my class, which floor is my class?

doesn't strike me the hush
as I run up the steps

wasn't it the fourth floor?

and when I reach it gasp for breath

my graduation class looks unfamiliar

so is the head stooping under the table lamp

his specs almost falling from nose

intently gazing at something

from the maze of electrical apparatuses spread before him.
I don't recollect having ever a teacher like him

but today I don't trust my memories

too many things I have forgotten

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

541



must be the fallout of missing classes for too long

the man there in my graduation class
has to be my teacher!

He looks up as I start speaking

I'm sorry sir, being ill I've missed some classes
but I'll manage to catch up.

Then it happens

my bag swings in the air
pulled by an invisible force!

He smiles at my awed face

don't bother, you know, it's so strong

the electromagnetic field of course

such nasty pulls they make

in a flash a floodgate opens

my graduation class doesn't have a lab inside
my bag by now flying in the air is an office bag

I have no business in the college anymore

I had left my graduation class
over three decades ago!
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Grass Cutters

From morn are at work the grass cutters
Clearing the weeds to make way for men
In the wind I catch their mumbled chatters
Of lives deemed wasted in no gain.

Had my parents had enough money

I would not have been here cutting grass
But worked at some big company

Earn enough to live with full purse.

But you know I can’t blame them
They had to spend last bit on food
Fended for years gave me a nhame
Saw that I grew up to manhood.

As soon was born some sense in me
The feel to realize my debt

I searched for way to earn some money
And here I am with my fate.

But now I know must do my best
In the hope that only matters
To see his life doesn’t go waste

My son becomes never a grass cutter.
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Green Coconut

Today I wouldn’t tell you about me

I would tell you about the green coconut
His eyes begged me a drink

Good sir just ten rupees
Fountain of life

To quench your thirst
Feed your hunger

All these sir for so cheap
Have it one please
For just ten rupees

His shriveled face
Shrunken eyes
Stretched palms
Offering heal of pain
Life’s fountain

For just ten rupees

His eyes begged me a drink

He knew my thirst
His healing remedy
Green coconut
Building between us
A bridge

For ten rupees

I'm sorry I failed

In what I said at the outset

For now standing here

I'm telling about me

An empty green coconut in my hand
In his eyes me

In this distant land!
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Green Island

I'm escaping again to Green Island.
Here the landscape never changes,
The rocks never grow moss,

The mystic river is never stolen.
They are as they were eons ago.

I am the odd man there,

Worn out by time,

The bald patch on the green,

A barrenness on the fertile soil.
Yet here I'm forgiven

For seeking her face,

Youthfully there on the wallpaper.
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Grey Shades Of Evening

green hungry eyes wait for me at the road corner
a forever mourner

my disappointment i can't hide

failing once again to feed a mouth on the roadside!

her every evening i meet
waits the pariah on the street
for one scrap of biscuit!

she's my sullen evening's muse
quite easily i find an excuse

sorry sweetie i was lost in thought
am sorry i again forgot!

she waits till the last of my sight

till gone in the stark length of night

her eyes pleading tomorrow when we meet
must celebrate with a piece of biscuit!

the night sky brims with the stars
in the air is grim chill's curse
what if she's carried away on wings

leaving me with desolate evenings!
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Grit

Nice to see you are opening the shop.

Saying this

I search for lines of distress on her face
On her widowed eyes a painful strain

For when went her man

The way she wailed

It seemed she would never be sane again!

She smiles now I run it alone
Sale is low
And I'm weighed down

With his pile of debt!

In her smile are hopes regrown
A telltale sign of grit

The show must go on.
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Groove

Beckons him the freedom’s verge
Atop's blue ring

Lures him the wings’ urge

To think nothing,

Lies his feet
On window ledge
He sees the writ,

His heartbeat
Says this bondage

Is bitter sweet!

He could make the world his home
The span endless

He could wherever freely roam
Stay every place,

Yet his feet on window ledge
Shun the move

Ponders mind on freedom’s edge
The lovely groove!
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Grow Up Not, Child

Little child stop growing old

The world is not a happy place

Full of sufferings untold

Worries to disfigure your face!

Your smiles are till now so sweet

In your eyes flows the river of innocence
But as you grow up they will retreat

To burden your heart with pains!

Little child you would rather not grow
The world is not as simple as you

In your heart streams of joy flow

You glisten like the morn’s drop of dew!
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Guarding Castle In The Sands

It's so hard to make, harder still to maintain
So easily it can break, may never be built again!
For heaven's sake hold onto it

The slightest crack can rip it apart.

A thing once so dear, a thing once so sweet
Can go astray and break your heart.

Just one hurting word, the smallest frown

A little loss of patience to understand,

Like a card house it comes crashing down,
With one unguarded blow of your hand!

Be careful, the castle is built in the sands,
There's dark cloud, gale and thunder

Hold onto it with your heart and your hands
Let it not for heaven's sake come asunder.
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Guavo

It was a small little thing

Between us a silent game

I wished it ‘good morning’,

As it brushed my window frame.

It swayed happily at me

Softly holding onto its root

The chance-grown guava tree

I thought would never bear fruit.
‘Good morn, Guavo, how are you?
My window frame, did it hurt? ’
‘Nay, I'm fine, had my cup of dew,
I really made a good start.’

I loved this cute little thing

To ask it ‘how do you do? ’

Loved the undernourished sapling
Why I really had no clue.

After sometime it started to fade
Keeping relations is not so easy
‘Guavo’ disappeared from my head
I forgot the lean sickly tree.

Then one day my wife came along
A big round guava she brought me
‘Taste how it is, the plant is fine and strong,
It's from your friendly tree.’

It came back to me inside and deep
Our time-buried sweet story
Guavo hasn’t forgotten our friendship
I must run to it and say sorry.
There it stood proud and high

A full-grown guava tree

Swaying in the wind, saying *hi,

I haven't forgotten thee’.
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Haat

Under the banyan few bamboo stalls
Baskets of garden's produce

Whiff of fresh fish from fishing trawls
Buyers the sellers amuse.

Brinjals and pumpkins papayas and gourds
Small catch from neighborly streams

With buy and sell exchange few words
Alike a sketch seen in dreams.

Small things small price wish don't soar high
A few coins to relieve bowel's pain

Will do enough to let the hopes fly

No need for too hard bargain.

Will be left behind not all will be sold
The fragrance of freshness will stale
They won't rue hearts of true gold
Having learned this hard fact too well.

Some hours spent when shadows grow dark
Sun decides to recline in west

Wind up they all under moon's arc

Happy souls homebound for rest.

Sighs the banyan long standing witness
Pains it the quietude of stars
Holds it through dark watches endless

Coming and going of pedlars.
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Habit

When you speak my silent desires when you read my mind
I don't feel the slightest wonder seek the mystery behind
for I know it's made that way preordained and sweet

you can read the one you love when you love by habit.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

554



Habits (10w)

Regret it honey,
None of my habits
Can fetch money!
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Haggler

I haggle over the price a kilo

a city fellow
deft in bargain

The veg seller
she's a minnow
simple plain
Cuts the price
smiles so nice

her profits dip

She didn't say
if I had my way

would buy her cheap!
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Hair

Hair styles
Hair colors
Hairdos
Hairfall
Blonde
Brunette
Redhead
Grey

Or just black

A few strands of which

I found in her comb

In one untravelled recess of wardrobe
An untouched memento

From past two decades

Not graying

Not growing

Undeclined

Undestroyed

black and thick
the only relic
for her son!
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Half Moon

‘You seemed to love her deeply’

I told my uncle.

It was raining dense

As I held him back,

The evening was not one to go out.
‘Deeply enough no doubt’

His voice echoed in gloom.

‘But she wasn’t your type,

she was flirtatious,

she had many like you’.

‘Still I loved her deep,

loved her mad,

loved her till and after

she broke my heart’.

I saw a glint in his eyes.

‘Forty years and she still hurts,
batters my self respect,

taunts my defeats’.

‘But you got yourself a steady partner,
not flirtatious, never leaving your side’.
‘True but she did the damage,

she left me to seek her in all women’.
Outside the rain stopped

And the sky begot a half moon.

He still loves her, I pondered,

Her fossil he bears

All these forty years,

But had he got her,

Could he carry the cross of love so far?
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Halloween Resolution

Don't keep anything in dark
All the secrets you park

Deep down in your mind

That others can never find.
Even your monstrous thoughts
That inside lurks and rots
Things you cover in night

It's time to bring them to light.
Words that's hard to utter

For release quietly flutter

Now is their time spent

Let them come in torrent.
You're wasted for long

In whispers and unsung song
It's time to lay yourself bare
And let the true you out of lair.

Dump the mask in the trash bin
This Halloween, come clean!
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Hangman

The time is running out real fast for me

I'm on death row and there’s no mercy

I was on the run they hounded me out

Found me guilty without a trace of doubt.

I've been living since in a six by eight cell
Counting my time for the journey to the hell
Confined alone a caged beast than human

Not allowed to meet and talk to loved ones.
‘Let the end come early’ that’s what I pray

But hangmen are scarce the reason for delay
Before me a queue of men waiting for the rope
Their mercy pleas rejected and so without a hope.
They can’t find a hangman, it's what they say
Nobody is willing to kill for just a little pay

But that’s what I did, I killed for little gain

So I can be a hangman, if I'm ever born again.
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Harbour

On that harbour town she was to wait for me
by the sea.

I would travel from the city
and at the jetty
she would be sharp at ten.

A few hours' bus ride
to be by her side
come sun or rain.

A girl from coastal sands
she had to take a ferry
from another island.

Boats came and went
I lost count
dreaming that heavenly moment.

With two hours and an empty jetty
I headed back for the city

mad with sadness

for her act of treason

never ever asking her the reason
why she couldn't be with me

by the sea.

That day I was to make a vow
she would be my wife.

That day I barred her for life.
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Harvest

The winter haze hangs on the meadow,

In the veiled sun the ghostly apparitions
Mourn the ritual of yet another day,

To smell the wet exudation of the grass,
To till the field praying for the sun!

Once a while moos pierce the silence
Joined by the clangs of the tiny bells

That adorns the creatures as mournful

As the ones goading them to move on!
They bellow when unable to take anymore,
Hoping for a miracle that would unburden
And bring a freedom only yearned in dreams!
But as ordained the pale orb grows bright.
God frantically pours his passion in the disc
Colors of which spill over in the firmament!
Blazes in another day of harvesting hopes.
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Harwood

Many a times I have been to Harwood Point.
When the travel bug bites my feet

My eyes pine for the marine froth

In the May’s summer heat

I pack in my kitbag the barest cloth.

At Harwood Point

The river runs in turbulent progress
Maddened in the pursuit of the sea’s embrace!

From Harwood Point
The river would carry me to the sea.

When the sun spills blood on the river
The vessel would leave Harwood’s wooden jetty!

As that small port diminishes from my sea bound way
It sets me to brood.

Who was this Harwood?
Why this Point bears his name?

As the vessel picks up steam
I fall into a deep dream.

J.T. Harwood 1831.

Some British Surveyor

Lost in the pages of archived Register
Laid to rest in the dust of fame

But lives his name

To this day
On my sea bound way
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A name without a face
Where the river runs for the sea’s embrace!
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Hate Game

This is one game
I always will choose
to lose.
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Haunting

After the hunting tour

he rested there with his paramour
the setting sun and her face
erased the day's weariness!

As the birds nest-bound fluttered wings

his fingers and hers muttered whisperings

for soon would end the day

and time for the two to go their way!

Now the westerly sun kisses the weeded stones
the wind stops here howls dirgeful moans

the pervading melancholy knows no redress

we are lovers of now and time is merciless!
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Having A Zoo

Cats galore here in our home
Crawling kittens in their tow
Puppies in our rooms roam

We don’t need anywhere to go.

My wife she proudly hosts

Boasts of her budgies many

Now she has added two parrots

We are in glorious company.

The bulbuls are kind to stay outside
But they too have to be hand fed
The mynas in us lovingly confide
Our rabbits love to be on bed.

She says she needs a few hens
That in the backyard would freely roam
I know you don't see any gains

In having a zoo in our home!
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Hayman

i tell them when they come under me
though my shade won't make you cool
love as much wholeheartedly

for love break all the rule.

stay together for years on
for small things part not way
if from life love is gone

it's hell each living day.

it seems they don't hear me
though i say it in high voice
tell them live life willingly

and not once waste the choice.

i tell them live life together
till death do you part

don't just let a bad weather
break your loving heart.

it so seems they don't care
though i always tell to them
let no storm break the pair
extinguish heart's flame.

i tell them it's not that hard
can do it each of you

if can do the two lovebird
you two can easily too.

i doubt it if their ears

lend time for my voice

when it says through joys and tears
stick once you make your choice.

i can't do more from my place
than tell them wisdom's words
i love them and heartily bless
while scaring away the birds.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 568



Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 569



He Cries Like A Baby

How him I envy

at age of ninety
he cries like a baby!

It needs not much of a provocation
without a cloud his tears flow

wind's rustle a known birdsong

half moon's glow

bell's ding-dong

never ever his overgrown years

made the choice of stopping the tears!

I wanna know in what treasured gain
falls easy eye's undrying rain

leaves' wintry fall time rusted tale
chiming clock rosebud's smell

never held back tears

his ninety years!

In tears never miserly
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Headache

It may take an aspirin to rid a headache

But there’s no healing when you’ve heartbreak
A balm may do wonder cool soothing menthol

Mending a broken heart, does it happen at all?

Once you set your heart to win another one
Thence start your stresses till the job is done
It's oft than not you ended up in a mess
Tapped the wrong door knocked wrong address.

It may sound unpleasant but a truth to endure
It's thus designed love is destined a failure

Yet we love to repeat it not mind the cost it take
Failing time again suffering heartbreak.

This write isn’t intended to talk of the ache
Caused by heartbreak or a tearing headache
But to share with you a feel bitter sweet

Always worthwhile love is divine pursuit.
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Healing Time

There's no haste

take rest

while the doctor

eludes you like a specter!

Minutes seem like hours

doesn't care your time the doctors

you wonder what you get in the bargain
other than boredom and a back pain!

He is taking his own sweet time
leaving for you few breaths of rhyme
then by the time they call your name
you forget all your problem!

Wouldn't remember what you came here for
why you needed to see a doctor

such a waste it all would mean

chasing a doctor his medicine!

But you've to walk in sooner or letter
a little distracted and feeling better
to thank him for his taking time

that saw you healed by a passing rhyme!
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Heartbreak

Now that I have a heartbreak

Loving you could be a mistake

But then I couldn't help it

It was so quick, my heartbeat!

From the moment I saw your face

The chaos started, it was all mess

But then I could hear the sound

Of the throb and the heart's pound!
The world stopped its eternal spins

I felt immortal, a lover by all means
Everything else turned meaningless

I didn't need them, it was all your space!
As with heavenly times, it was transient
Nights burned out, days quickly spent

I loved you and suffered a heartbreak

I don't know, if it was all a mistake.
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Heeramon

Heeramon, stop for me a while

For one lost word one smile

Long brewing in deep

For long caged in lip.

It's time we made a start

Rein rush and speak our heart

In moments precious holding hands
Pick pieces of that lost word’s strands.
For long we have lived in thrift

Two islands remote adrift

In coldness distant aloof

In silence under mortuary’s roof!
Heeramon, it’s time for rewind

Walk back the times left behind

On the stretch of frittered away mile
Where we left one word one smile!
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Hell's Hearth

Salty sweat gets into them

My eyeballs cry

They aren’t enjoying this game
Howsoever they try.

It's so mean

I mean the heat

Outside and within

It burns like shit.

The sky bears no blue

And it has no clue

When rain will come

The cloud-pressed balm

To turn this hell’s hearth

Once more a soothing earth!
With my thoughts a seething mess
My mind in clumsy distress

I've no way but to hold on

My breath in the boiling cauldron!
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Hengloo

You do know

To go

Beyond the dark line

To the forever sunshine.
Today

Your playfulness
Brought my face

Awhile happiness.
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Henry's Island

When the sun scorched the sand,

I went to Henry’s Island.

The winter came and left the shore

Spring was for a while and then no more
The rains beat the shingled beach

The soothing autumn was within reach.

Yet I spurned these tempting seasons
Couldn’t persuade myself with good reasons
To visit the island in fairer weather

And landed on it in the harshest summer!
The sands bit my feet like burning coal

The beach seemed alone without a soul

To the distant horizon my eyes could gaze

A fishermen’s boat hang in the haze.

The red crabs though found it a fun

To come out of hole to bathe in the sun
When I was close they were quickly gone
The beach was alive and I wasn’t alone.

The seagulls skimmed the waves for fish
The sea was all mine like in the dreamiest wish
Placing all her beauties at only my command
Gifting me a glorious summer at Henry’s Island.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 577



Her Beau

The sky

At night

Can't see her beau,
Her sigh

At dawn’s light
Drops as dew!
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Her Beauty

Under the sunburned clay tiles
Her face was a pond.

Sweats’ dewdrops on her almond skin

Keenly waited for the kiss of soil

And in the tree lined coolness of the thatched hut
She paused for me from her rustic toil.

Why do the beauties we deform
Bury the raw under heaps of vain
Kill the eyes’ wild glowworms
Plant there a mascara stain!

A girl of toil a girl of soil she’s rustic bred
Never deems never dreams for beauty’s parade!

Her face was a tree lined pond
Her heart’s ocean
I never could delve.

Only know this much
Under the sunburned tiles
Her one fleeting smile

I would carry through the coming miles.
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Her Coming Of Age

The golden tinge of the shy sun
Peeked onto her pinkness

The youthful night was full of fun
Leaving residues on her face!
Whole night the storm blew

That no cover could protect
Denser the darkness grew
Hankering for a climax perfect!
It’s still there the bed sheet
Spotless without a stain on it
Gone is the storm with its rage
Pinkness stolen, she has come of age!
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Her Lessons

The mother cat is teaching her kittens fast
Leave them she must
In another few days.

Her babies are
Blindly following her
She knows her art of replays.

Grow up baby till you have the caring hand
Grow fast to earn your place on this land
Not all you future can hold in embrace

Not all of you can survive find a place.

She teaches well her lessons are without flaw

She teaches you to use them well your tooth and claw
Yet not all can rise from fall make their way

Not all you can live up to the future day.

Learn fast child time runs wild don’t know when
You are grown and left alone with angst of pain
Learn it smart all her art of making it through

Know baby all her teachings are wise and true.
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Her Lot

Her perfume fills the air

she is not that fair

next to me devouring my thought
sits the woman a harlot.

By my side in the bus

a traveler of different class

I sit engrossed in her thought
she's a woman then harlot.

I imagine in pensive thought
when a harlot what she's not
what's her lot to force a choice
to let ravagers in her rejoice.

A harlot then she isn't good
not decent is her attitude
she smells of cheap perfume
she reeks of sleazy gloom.

I let my thoughts roam free
how otherwise she could be
what if she wasn't a harlot

yet her body not mind was bought!
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Her Mint Blue Eyes And A Little Less Milk For Tea

Pleads her mint blue eyes
Thank you for the patting touch
If I crave for a saucer of milk
Would that be asking too much?

Of course you have the right to ignore
And throw my way a vacant stare
Signing me to move away from door
Pretending there's no milk in Frigidaire!

But I beg you to act humanly

Be ethical and firmly fair

If you got some milk for your tea
Surely you've some for me to spare!

Parting a few drops wouldn't make you poor
My blessings would give you manifold back
You would feel far happier and I'm sure

Sky won't fall if your brew is more black!

Well if you still ignore I would move away
With dignity I would leave your ground
But don't blame me when comes the day

You feel a void and I'm not around!
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Her Night

The ripples broke the moon into pieces
But her wishes elsewhere sniffed the air.

The night was fair enough though
To bathe in her beauty she wasn’t there.

Where broke the ripples the moon’s face
Reflected the water the firmament

She searched in dreaminess

Commotion of the slightest movement.

One small fish would satiate her night!
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Her Offer

every morn
she does me a favor

my gracious savior
offers me a steaming cup

of her love's flavor!
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Here For Today

No more songs of sorrow

Lamenting things gone past us

Live today and hope for morrow
Hold tight the moments joyous.
Maybe the morrow will not find us
Our footsteps will not ring on the grass
We have only today for a fresh start
To live anew and love with all heart.
No more songs of sorrow

It's time to break from the past
Even if there comes no morrow

Live moments that fly away fast.
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Here Is Where

Here is where I must anchor my boat
There isn’t no place to go,

Here in this bay it can stay afloat

Sail upstream when the winds blow.

I needn’t a place better than this

I needn’t need a heaven to rest,

Here this bay brings me earthly bliss
There isn’t no better place to nest.
When the moon paints my bay in mystic white
My boat rocks joyous in her stream,

I know this place for me is just right
This is the place of my dream.

I needn’t a place any better or worse
This bay harbors me best,

So long I anchor here under the stars
I need no heaven to rest.
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Hermit Crab

She picked it up from the seashore.

He encouraged her,

Flattered her with indulgence

To bring back her dying flame.

A girl once again,

She brought it home

In whimsically ebullient innocence!
On the polished floor

In a faraway city

It found it hard to walk

With the load of mollusk

And made a funny sight!

It strained its ears

But there was no sound of the sea,
No saline smell in the air,

Instead the water was sweet and insipid.

It went thirsty.

The food was alien,

It went hungry.

Soon they polished the shell

And celebrated addition of
Another showpiece in their room!
The crab had at last

Found a new home.
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Hermit's Cat

Where the stardust sky kisses the black river
lies the hermit's hut.

he lives there alone.

sleeping and waking with the tides
soaked in riverine dew

bathed in southerly rain

mellowed in winter's shallow sun,
without love..

but for his cat

that unbeknown to him

sinks for his love

dying quiet death of dream

in the black river brimming with fish!
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Hey Girl

(you boy too)
before the thumbs gnarl
use for sweeter things to do.

There's a sky awaiting you

a cloud paused from sail

a poem in your heart overdue
fetus of one tale.

Hey girl

(you boy too)

leave the shell to find the pearl
before times flew.

There's a grass still growing green
in wind love's whisper

a birdsong to catch from din
before years stray too far.

Hey girl

(you boy too)

the hidden is for you to unfurl
color them in your hue.

Piece together each dormant word
on scrap of leaf in ink
pour out within's flutter unheard

before runs out time in a wink.
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Highway Snippets: 10x6

(1)

recedes everything

only i move forward

the unknown lies ahead.

(2)
for me
she stands under the tree
wears photogenic smile.

(3)
a home i'm going to
did i leave behind another?

(4)
hardens my belief
i'm coming from nowhere
going to nowhere.

(5)
in wind's embrace
hear it whisper
traveler seek no purpose.

(6)
won't stop
till the end of day
come what may.
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Highway Snippets: Of Rainbows & Ruins

Raindrops wished them
colors seven

obliged sunflame

sliced heaven.

>k >k kK k> k >k Xk

Far from hometown
day hangs still

last sun falls down
nimbus hill.

>k >k kK k> k >k Xk

Reign they all day
changing quick
rain and sun play
hide and seek.

>k kK >k k k >k Xk

Skims she gaily
July shower
gathering merrily
wildflower.

3k >k >k >k >k >k kK >k >k

I see the King

standing on ruin
madly searching
where is Queen.

>k >k >k >k 5k k >k >k >k >k

Say her smiles
though places she roam

love end of miles
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waiting home.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 593



Highway Snippets: She Slaps Me A Kiss

Heat holds stubborn
on the dreary day
till comes rain

and drives it away.

Every cloud has a silver line
we beat the cloud to reach sunshine.

One cute hamlet far from town
catches eye
slows mind down.

Long stretch of green
water filled

here rained much
killed paddy field.

Chunks of cloud
loom overhead

color of summer
in rain will fade.

Leaps up dream in dancing beat
when touches soil
the weary feet.

You never have a sweet word for me
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I tease.

she slaps me a kiss.

Ends another glorious day
on the highway.
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Hills On Sands

Quite a child

she makes me one
mind windward wild
flies gazelle run!

On the shore
she's something more
than picking pearl

opens door
once more
she's a little girl!

She picks seashells
of sea she smells
she looks alien

free she sails
in her spell
i'm child again!

On the sea

wild carefree

she paints me joy
make hills on sands
small grow my hands

i'm again a boy!
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His Pace

The travel is long and arduous

Any end of way is nowhere near

A slow witness to season’s fast rush
He treads the motion of another year.

Sometimes resting on nights dark and starry

He wonders why life needs to race in hurry

When like him by just slowing down the pace
Could be reached a piece of peace and happiness!

Men would mock him for his vast slowness
Absence of speed his lack of progress

How would they know he never grew the lust
To set himself a goal and try to reach it fast.

The more paths men travel the more they seem less
Like going round in circle coming back to same place
Forever dreaming an ascent aiming the peak’s height
Chasing a gain to attain a light at end of night!

He moves on in the way the soil patiently waits the rain
Never unhappy to be left behind never scared he might fail
Just trekking along with no end of way no destiny’s pain

In the embrace of his belief for good reason he’s a snail.
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His Way

I fell badly he says in painful groan

His hand plastered for the broken bone

I didn’t slip nor in walk do I sleep
Or move in worries buried deep!

But still I fell in broad daylight

In clear view and clean eyesight
Without a pothole a hidden bump
Walking without a hop or a jump!

It's painful though I don’t mind
God is so great He is so kind
He led me like a true guide
Ensuring I fall on my left side.

It's His way of showing grace
minimizing harm lessening distress
with my right hand working and free
my life is as normal as could be!
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His Wisdom

The old man tells the hours almost perfectly
From the length of shadows

Having walked the length of life

Without ever needing a clock!

He can smell in the air the coming rain
Knows the clouds that bear showers

Can closely predict season’s yield of grain
Needs no watch to measure the daily hours!

He can tell when his cow needs a bull

In her moos hears the urge for a mate
Though he has never gone to a school
His knowledge has stood him to this date!

He knows all the stars in firmament
Best way to till the soil for harvest
Has never needed a doctor for ailment
Knows the herbs to heal all infest!

Such is the man who has never been to school
Yet his wisdom can fill countless pages
Making instinctive sharp senses as his only tool

Has handed down his wisdom through the ages!
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Hmm

The doctor probed my eyes
stethoed to feel my lung
had my mouth wide prised
got rolled out my tongue!

He gave it deep long mulls
hmm was all he said

in his grip throbbed my pulse
beating fast afraid!

Hmm he muttered once again
there's no problem specific

but for that undefined pain

that you say is making you weak!

More apparent is the darned thing
that has really blighted your face
beneath your eyes the black ring
you are counting stars I guess!

May I know what keeps you awake
why you find sleep bothersome
keep tossing on bed till daybreak
pray tell me don't remain mum!

Poor doctor how he would ever know
best time for poeming is the night
when crystal dreams in moon glow

pour out from heart with might!
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Holed Up

Holed up in office

So many things we miss

The wind outside the blue of the sky
The songs of birds the sweet butterfly
Alas we have no time for life's good
We have to work and earn our food.
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Home

I have no words for so many things.

when god's brush slips from his hand
his colors splatter over the sky

the joy it brings in an autumn morn

as swims gaily white rafts on blue ocean
I find no words

for then my emotions

leave me for the kingdom of mountains
of many shapes and faces

landing only when

the sweet waft of jasmine

reminds of the anchor on this shore
where my root drinks soil's nectar
when filled to the brim

rests in melancholic dream

under homing bird sky

for a home

away from this home!
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Homemade

Fried brinjal rolled in flatbread

Her magic recipe of love homemade

What treasure they hold what charm unlocks
When sharp at two opens up lunchbox!

A sweet candy from the finest cheese
Made from cow milk a salivary bliss

I feel helpless and little can do

My belly when growls sharp at two!

I feel entranced in that magic hour
When smell green peas and cauliflower
She makes them fine rich butter spread
The toasted breads her love homemade!

She knows my bowel not makes it rich
Fine cut cucumber in soft sandwich

In all them I find her special brew

Of love homemade to be opened at two!

Though it's never that I made her known
How sweetly relish her love homegrown
But when I open lunchbox at two

Wonder without her what I would do!
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Homing Bird

I have been to verdant hills
watch moonrise on sea at gloam
nothing compares to what it feels
when I am back to my home.

Have trekked faraway mountain pass
caravaned on rolling desert

gone to icy heights where grows no grass
coming home I found my heart.

When travel bug bites my feet
eyes beg for the unseen shore

I wander far but soon retreat
beckons me sweet home's door.

I roam the unknown in wanderlust
weary of the cramped furlong

but end of day in twilight dust

feel the home is where I belong.
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Honesty

Indigestible and bitterly tasty
most lovable is the brutal honesty.
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Honey Gatherer

We all dreamed to be something when we grew up
doctors, engineers, lawyers...

but none a poet

for even in youthful immaturity we knew

being a poet wouldn't do

the ones we happened to meet
looked such impoverished!

As now then too
poets were honey gatherers

seeking discerning minds
one read one lit up face

one sip of the nectar!

Most of us never achieved what we dreamed to be
it really didn't matter

the doctor could be an engineer
the engineer a lawyer

but maybe one of us
in his heart of hearts

wanted to be a poet

pursued sunshine
sank in darkness!
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Honey Grove

If you're freely willing
to see your dreams grow root

take the honey grove route.

It's the name of a place
without a bee or a hive
where you arrive

if only you take a wrong drive

lose your way

on a forgetful day

to reach a space

of wide eyed face

where the children have never seen a car

or may be one or two

with wanderers like you

that once in a year

strayed this far

and to give their dreams a root

took the honey grove route!
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Hope We Adore

Hope has no merciful face.
It bludgeons us harder
Than despair

To which it turns

When the result spurns
Our expectations!

Yet ironically

Most adored is hope,

A sauce for the sufferer

A spice to spruce up

The leftover

From the last despair,
Never really tidying

The ashes of shattered dreams
But staying back

Till our last breath
Goading us to hold onto it!
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Hopeful (10w)

Life remains ever so hopeful
For our wishes are unfulfilled.
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Horses

The horses feed on bat-moon meadow
their stone age stable now cobwebbed
hooves long rested from run

gone dusty by the wheels of metal

yet they paleolithic horses

graze in night's paraffin-lit glow
smelling of stable and the wild run
and in the stillness finding

their world crumbled.
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House Of Cards

There's no escape it's ever the life's part
Breaks one storm the strongest of men
Leaves on its trail pieces of broken heart
Scattered ashes of an undying pain!

Even the toughest falls like a house of cards

With no mend on sight for the brutally scathed soul
No peace to be got from the wisest of words
Charring helpless in grief's burning coal!

Each breath exhales fumes of the despair
When we're on the path of this gloomiest travel
That faith can't heal nor bring to repair

As the mind is sunk in the darkest of hell!

There's no relief when such times ravage us
For the tides of sorrow with years hardly wane
With time though quieted and within heart hushed

Remain its scars as the forever lasting pain!
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How Do You Do

‘How do you do’
Stopped me the child’s voice.

Four words of endless span
Heart's amulet

To me and you

Forever new.

I'm just fine
Finer now
By your sweet greet.

Oh child

Promise me now

You would never cease
Asking passersby

How do you do.

When you are a big man
Greet folks on the street
Thirsty passersby like me.

Promise me

Like that it'll always be
Like you now tell me

In your lips nhow and then
Ringing true

How do you do.

Promise me child

They will never seem enough said
Never seem enough spent

Like you greet me today
Tomorrow, ever

From you

As now as then

Will ring forever true

My heart’s amulet
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The most delightful words from you

How do you do.
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How Does It Matter

Her fur in the morning is deadening white

But how does it matter I slept the whole night
The chill stayed out I didn't need to hark

Her unpleasant stories and frantic bark!

Her eyes in the morning are watery grey

But how does it matter she makes not my day
My quilt was warm till the sun was up

My day was begot with the brewing cup!

Her look in the morning was piercingly pale
But how does it matter I slept quite well
I locked the door and shut out the curse

Peace was all mine agonies were hers!
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How It's So

after one euphoric kiss
you hardly notice
her weathered cheeks

she is a Venus
she's tenacious
her beauty sticks

it moves you to tears
when went the years
you didn't notice

she matured from teen
ripened her green
since that euphoric kiss

how it's so

her beauty's glow
breezed past you

it moves you to tears
though ripened the years
she was ever new

was it so far

you right beside her

yet gave her a miss

ripened her years
you now see through tears

the first euphoric kiss
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How Long Is Life

A stupid question
With the answers

Luminous

It's that long
What it takes
To unearth

All the love
Begot on earth
For you

It's that long

What it takes

To travel the way

To know

You got more joy in giving
Than receiving

It's that long

What it takes

To close your mouth
And wait in patience
To listen what's uttered
In the silence

It's that long

What it takes

To reach the point
Where you feel fulfilled
Without a visible gain
In your coffer

It’s only not that long
That you live

In years
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How To Weave A Dream

Quietly you made, your way into my heart,
Without your knowing, without making a start
It was all my doing, only I knew

How to weave a dream that could never be true!
You never knew, my heart pumped quick

How could you, it was one way traffic

Without giving anything, you took it all

You couldn’t ever, it was my call!

I built the castle, it was on sand

I felt your warmth upon my hand

Only I could do it, you never knew

How to weave a dream that could never be true!
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How You Know

It's dark foggy outside

And on this dull damp day

You're lifting my waning spirit
With your season-less love poems!

Isn’t it @ miracle that you know

When is my mind down below

You need to rekindle the flame
Resuscitate me with your love poems!

How you know on this depressing morn
Behind doors I would shut out myself

In the bleakest thoughts scarred and torn
With only your love poems for help!

Isn’t it a wonder on this day

When my sadness spills out untamed
You see it from your space far away
Revive me with your lilting love poems!

How you know when it matters most
When I feel like throwing up the game
Pull me out of the abyss back to coast

Raise me up with life breathing love poems!
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Hug Land

On a shore where the waves embrace the sand
Lies the hug land.

“No words, please, we only hug and kiss”
is all you will find,

speaking there is only with mind!

They were not late

To know words only complicate,

Makes a mess

Of what the heart says.

Rotten clichéd stale

They more often fail

To make the desired sense,

More potent is silence.

Lover, sister, brother

Each hugs the other

In this faraway retreat,

They hug anyone they meet.
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Humannequin

The humannequin

at the wedding hall gate
has his smiles hired

at an hourly rate!

dressed like a clown

he mustn't let down

a single guest

must smile all the while

so not one is spared his smile!

on the newly weds blessings shower
he counts the hour

how much he can make

enduring his jaws' ache

sell smiles to serve the need

of his home and the mouths to feed!
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Hunger (10w)

When hunger gnaws,
Exits poetry,
Moon becomes a mere prose.
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Hungry Rebels

They wanted to make a statement

And was born a movement

From the Hunger's dream

Of breaking from the past

To build anew from the rust.

Words were picked from the soil

Words that stung senses

And made one recoil.

Finesse repelled, they were called obscene
Devoid of literary value, vulgar unclean.

Only a handful, the movement didn't thrive
Deserted betrayed, it couldn't survive.

Still not known their visions hidden in the mist
A rebellion for a lost cause by the hungry realist!
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Hunt

the lone heron
splits the moon
in marsh light

a blurry swish
sucks the fish
livens night

hushes ploops
the moon recoups
shimmers bright
refilled want
ends the hunt

catches flight
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Hunter

With change of season

He too changes for good reason

Time over but he still sees a chance

Young girls get his furtive glance.

To make up for what his hairs lack

They aren’t too many a few at the back
Those tufts he keeps in good black shine

His mind doesn’t recede with receding hairline.
What if his skin has shrunk a little bit

His eyes still roll they hanker to meet

Dark ocean eyes with a glowing skin
Rekindles his fire lying deep within.

He holds onto the spark of youthful craze
Doesn’t seek woman close to his age

It's the lesser ones that get him on hook
Make him seek ways for a greener look.

His time is never over this pathetic old clown
His days may be up but he is not down

Still dreaming of a reinvented career

His mind goes hunting wild deer.
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Hymen (10w)

When not ruptures in ecstasy,
But defiled in demon’s fantasy!
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I love the 'eyes' resting on my poems
But hate the too many 'I's
Making their loud presence in my write!

I hate their face though

They are now all over the place

As you find right here before your eyes
If the above six lines you read

Two 'I's already on this write feed!

Now a good man that I am...
But am I?

Had I been a good man

When the girl bled from her head

I would have seen her wounds stitched
And not think I had office to reach!

Had I possessed a kind heart

(my simplest measure for being a good man)
Seeing a child crying on his own

I would not have thought

The tears were his alone!

Had this body held a loving man

Not of ideas but of action

I would not have hidden behind the skewed logic
So many stray lives on the street roam

What's the use of caring for one

And giving it home!
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I Became A Poet

I never wanted to be a poet

I dreamed to be a trail of starlight
looking at which

you would lose yourself

to spin yarns of fairy words.

I yearned to fall from the sky

as the dew

surrounded by the liquid darkness
that begets for you a new day.

I loved to be that southern breeze
that while kissing you

takes you to thoughts unheard of.
A patch of sun through your window
Moonbeam on your eyelids

to find you in deep dream

and all such things.......

I didn't deserve all these glories...
I became a poet!
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I Beg A Poem In My Head

Past day’s slog for the bread
From the sky above the deserted street
I beg a poem in my head.

A sparky thought from congealed weariness
Then rises from the pave

And in starlight as I follow its trace

A night warrior is reborn from day’s slave!

Its grace saves the mind chiseled arts
Rejuvenates the dreamer for another day
Forgotten is all the pain all that hurts

From breaking point life comes back to stay!

From the hungry eyes’ glow down below
From the heavens above me spread
From the unseen nocturnes of tomorrow

I beg a poem in my head.
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I Believe

whatever you write
i'll believe

i believe in your imagination.
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I Cannot Be As Happy

I find the beggar's face happier than me

At the street corner where I see him daily

In unkempt hair and stretched shriveled palm
He doesn't look as ruffled or as me bereft calm!

He isn't a bit perturbed none asks him his name

Not complains of clothes barely hiding his shame
Holds on to a lingering smile never leaving his face
Gathers besides the coins comes whatever happiness!

Scar him wrathful season's sun storm and rain
Yearlong his beggar's toil keeps him in the open

Yet never stalks his face the slightest trace of gloom
The dark shades of despair like on my face loom!

The moment you fill his palm he bows in courtesy
Reciprocates with blesses for you and family

I have seen him sharing crumbs with the dog on street
Showing there's a good heart a mind that is sweet!

I find the beggar's face far happier than me
Admire him but more than that I do him envy
Don't doubt it and I'm ready to lay a wager

I cannot be as happy as that street side beggar!
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I Cant Name That Pain

i cant name that pain

when i see a human foraging food

beneath a large hoarding of a restaurant

i cant express that feeling of helplessness
when i see a human feasting on leftovers
thrown by a mouth too full to gorge more

i cant put in words that paralytic numbness
when i see a human and an animal together
pouring on the roadside bin for something

i cant give all these pains a name

or tell you about them in a rhymed poem.

Pradip Chattopadhyay

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 632



I Couldn'T See You

I spread my wares and wait.
From morn till night

Longing that you would turn up
Love what I show and get it.
The shadows lengthen

The moon rises with the nightjar
The shadows close on me

I sulk in despair.

I am back with the first light
With renewed submission
Longing that you would turn up
Love what I show and get it.
The day spreads wings and departs
Fly away heart's dead embers

I embrace the loneliness.

Once again I cry in pain.

Thus I wait eons for you

That one day you would turn up

Love and get what I have to offer

Never knowing that you were there everyday
Holding me to the night coming back with sunray!
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I Didn'T See

The world I did roam

Sea bottom to mountaintop

But close to me near home

I didn't see on leaves the dewdrop!
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I Do

Two words

‘I do’,

too small words

but hold the length of life
with her hands in mine

walk in rain sunshine

her heart in my care

she left in joyous trust

in all weather always there
on her side I remain must
have her forever in my sight
each passing day and night
love standing on two pillars true,
said years ago and still ‘T do’.
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I Do Love Saturdays

for crafting in mastery a Sunday
that's a master at breaking promises,

a S(hu) unday when she breaks her promises
I invariably break mine

and soon Sunday fades like a penciled line
leaving the Mon(strous) day to glare at you!

I do love Saturdays

with the prospect of a Sunday

with no prospect of ever keeping the commitments
and let the day speed by!

I do love Saturdays
the day I can freely lie
and realize why

I do need a Sunday!

I do love Saturdays
for we pair up well,

commit all and fail!
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I Don'T Have The Wind's Will

On the river's this side
the boat waits for high tide.

beckon me the far line trees

'neath looming clouds congealed mysteries
to sail yonder in long winds' way

where dipping sky touches bay!

But I don't have the wind's will
to cut the rope and sail upstream
having swallowed the bitter pill

of deep slumber in buried dream!
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I Don'T Need A Drink

I don't need a drink

I'm drunk with

Nature's light and sound
Drunk with the gift of

Each day of life

Drunk with the thought that
I'm here to stay

For another day!
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I Have To Leave

I came to camp here

On the riverside
Overlooking the mountain
Where I would say ho
And it would reverberate.
I had no companion

Till every morning

The birds woke me up
And made friends

I had no lover

Till the moon's silver
Crowned the ripples

And made love

I never knew

When quietly they came
And dug into me!

Now I don't want to
Leave the camp

My dreams don't spin
Tales of other world anymore!
I came to camp here

I have to wind up and leave.
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I Have To Own

some poems i wish i had never written
some i treasure in my vault

with some like narcissus i'm love smitten
without a speck of fault!

some poems of mine are too badly done
some seem to me flawless
some too dark for the clouds hid the sun
bereft of sunshine's grace!

some poems i wish i could write again
a few that are dear to my mind

some are thorny bleed me in pain
leave a trail of sadness behind!

whatever they are the poems are mine
and once fired from the gun

i have to own each word each line
once shot cannot be undone!
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I Know *it*, So Do You

She gives it in my dream
pours it on my night
with the day's first gleam
sprinkles in sunlight!

She brews it in the morn
puts it in my tea

her day's smiles adorn
the path I walk daily!

She mixes it in my drink
with it makes my meal
flows it in my ink
ensures it I feel!

She puts it in my case
blends it with my lunch
ties me with its grace

so I never suffer its crunch!

She rubs it on her talks
when rings me at office
it plentily unlocks

in the hours her I miss!

For her it's never more
her flight on its wings
with it she opens the door
cools my weary evenings!

When she lays the bed
she knows I crave for it
weaves in crimson shade
its fruit ripened sweet!

She speaks all hues of it
signs it in silence

sings in each heartbeat
its words in sun and rains!
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I Know Better

I know she says what you aspire,
if I go earlier

not long will you wait

To find a new mate.

Surely not dear I reply
I too will die

and if not,

in that unbearable pain
will go insane.

I know better.

This morn only

saw my male budgie
cosying easily

to his new companion.
Can't bear to be long

Forlorn!
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I Know You Are There

In my darkest hour you show the light
Your love keeps me going day and night
When thunder comes, hailstorms rage
You tell me it's time to turn a new page
I know you're there, always beside

A beacon of hope in life's rough ride
Your balm is the wind, fairies butterfly
Your face is the sun, the blue of the sky
From the ruins I build the edifice of new
The silent inspiration, I know it's you
When all else leave, with me you remain
My only companion through sun and rain!
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I Live For Thee

Woman I live for thee
You blow me away completely.

Woman I live for thee

You complete me wholesomely.

Woman I live for thee
You complement me perfectly.

Woman I live for thee
You enslave me lovingly.

Woman I live for thee

I live for thee

with you in me.
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I Lost A Poem

There was a poem
awaiting me
from the morn

announced her name
showed faintly
shy to be born!

She walked all night
along my dreams
fell as dew

robbed daylight
its howling screams
she hardly grew!

She tore my sleep
her garbled rhymes
thumped heartbeat

I couldn't keep
her broken lines
on crumpled sheet!

There was a poem
awaiting me
from the morn

her incoherence
made no sense

she was stillborn!
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I Lost My Way

I lost my way

The day I was taught to grab and not share
I was filled with knowledge

That brought no wisdom

But only pride devoid humility

I was given a religion by birth

I had a God Almighty and was told

It was the only true God!

I lost my way

The day I was sent to an institution

To cram a structured knowledge

Endless information was heaped on me

To make me clever and ready for life

A knowledge that taught me to mind my worth
Only in terms of material success

Drove me in pursuit of an elusive happiness!
I lost my way

The day I learnt alphabets

And poured on volumes of books

That shaped a mind of rigid dogmas

But no tolerance for others' thoughts

I was given an education

That taught me to be patriotic

And wall the world with boundaries!
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I Love The Way She Loves Me

Boom boom boom

I'm in the firing range

But how I love this doom!
She’s saying I'm blind

I'm deaf and mute

Her tantrums I don’t mind

I know her heart is cute!
Her words I don't take
Pretty sure on my part

Her anger is a fake

She loves me from her heart.
She curse me day and night
Says can’t stand my sight
But I can vouch it true
Without me she can’t do.
Whatever she says

She isn't parting ways

I know it she can’t disguise
Love for me in her eyes.
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I Milked The Moon

The moon that night

kissed your face with its silvery gem.

I was awe-struck.
I milked the moon
To quench my thirst!
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I Need Her In My Eyes

She's just awhile away and I lose my patience
I need her in my eyes grows my dependence!

I need me in her eyes fill me in her sense
how I love on her my growing dependence!

My urge to be with her is growing by the day
miss her for too long when a moment she's away!

I need me in her eyes need her in my sense
a moment seems too long in her absence!

My need to fill with her gets me happiness
how I love on her my growing madness!

I need her in my eyes fill her in my sense
don't care if it shows love's trait of impatience!
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I Read The Old Man A Book

In the falling light of day
I read the old man a book.

Stories of love, enmity, deceit
Jealousy, betrayal, sacrifice
All from one author's mind
One penning hand

Some very short some too long
But nowhere do I find

He has taken a stand

On virtue and vice

Right and wrong

Belief faith

Destiny fates

Nowhere asserts

If he is theist atheist agnostic
Nor invokes god

Praise or curse him.

I read and the old man nods
in the falling light of his day!
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I Shouldn'T Be Eying Her

I shouldn’t be looking

Eyes pull me to her

She’s a distant thing

Mind craves to reach the star!

I shouldn’t be eying her

She is too distant

But right now she seems not far
She rules me this instant!

My eyes give a furtive lick
Rolls on her pretty skin

My mind gives a joyous squeak
If her I could win!

She knows I'm eyeing her

A star that too knows

She knows in her beauty’s spur
My love’s dying throes!

I shouldn’t be looking

My eyes know it too well

But mind on forbidden wings
To the distant star sails!

My longing glance slips on her
Eyes dream to glue on her face
Soon she would be a distant star

Swallowed in emptiness!
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I Visit That Place Often

I visit that place often

where the road takes a blind turn

walk along all the lost men
in them wildfires burn.

I visit that place often

where the road is a fossil

of past years' left behind pain
that rancours inside still.

I visit that place often
where still stands the ruin
of all the grown men

who once there had been.

I visit that place often
where lie the ashes' urn
sigh the souls of dead men
killed by lovers' spurn.

I visit that place often
for it's where I made a start
to gather first grain of corn

heart's first stardust.
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I Want A Vacation

I want a vacation

For saying a word or two to you
See the moon just when

It lands in your eyes.

I want a vacation

To hold your hands for a while
And walk a few steps to anywhere,
To feel you even if for a moment.
I want a vacationl]

Just to do anything

To let you know I still care

And see a smile cross your face.
I need a vacation

For coming out from within

To be with you just once

And hold onto it forever!
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I Was Not That Lucky

I was not that lucky
Not that lucky
Always.

Till came you

Came you

Filled heart's space.
I was not that lucky
Not that lucky

Ever before.

Till you walked in
Walked in

Through my door.

I was not that lucky
Not that lucky

In the past.

Till you stepped in
Stepped in

Placed me trust.

I was not that lucky

Not that lucky
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Had times arid.

Till you brought rain

Brought rain

Sowed love's seed.
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I Would Live For Another Day

Gone waste the hour

under the clock tower

faded face forgotten name

promises made never came

the one showered abiding smiles

kept me walking empty miles

with no retrieval no salvaging wreck
but failed promises destined heartbreak
vows made yet not delivered

cast aside in time withered

upon their ruins where now I stand
holding death's icy hand
with no return to the trodden track

ahead the flight of no comeback

but I would have them not come on my way
would kiss your face live another day!
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I Wouldn'T Ask More

Do I see flicker of a shine
being left without a choice
when I sing to her the first line
and she has to lend her voice.

Girl I needed to see your face
but you hid it for too long
denied me that one happiness
till I broke into a song.

From you I needed just one line
see once your parted lip

to make you girl all of mine
sink into your eyes deep.

Sing a line girl sing me one
promise I wouldn't ask more
I would treasure it when you're gone

hold one line in heart's core.
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I Yearn For A Longer Night

Just when I yearn for a longer night

The day breaks into my simulated land

The sun steps in, the grayness goes out of sight
Dreams are blown out by a cruel hand!

If I had my say, I would have lived with the dark
Without the oppressive overb