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RAJAT GHOSH()

Hil This is RAJAT GHOSH. He was born in a village named BALINDAR. It is in
Purba Barddhaman, West Bengal, India.He has completed his Graduation in
English Honours in 2015 from Burdwan Raj College affliated to The University of
Burdwan.

&quot; I started writing poetry in my mother tongue Bengali when I just started
my English honours. One day, one of my respected teachers, SK NURUL HUDA

asked me to write English poems. Through his inspiration and guidance I, for the
first time, wrote my first English poem, &quot; BLACK INK; ABOVE DEATH&quot;

I do believe that I am not a poet.I am one who has just started to express his
feelings in words. For me, poetry is nothing but a painting of feelings in
words&quot; .
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The Light Of Lost Love

The light of love peeps through the curtain

And wakes me up in the form of 'unknown' maiden,
Her voice hovers over my busy schedule now

Such a heavenly bliss; my beautiful love is wow!

O the decaying Winter, you bring my love to me
She is the splashing tide in my love of sea,

Like the waves, let her splash upon my loving shore,
Let the rumble tumble stones write songs more.

O the Time, I bow to thee, for the joy and happiness
You gift my love, my heart, the heavenly solace,
We will write the colourful songs of life together
Let us live in this great temporary globe forever.

Will I not inscribe my love in my love songs with dart?
Yet, my song is not worth enough to express my heart!

But...

The dream breaks with powerful pain
My uncanny love fades away with unexpected tear's rain...
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Unlocking The Unconscious

everyday I have her presence,

swaying in the half light air,

walking front of me in silent steps,

being visible in darkness,

yet fail to hold her hovering hand

that is about to touch my erring soul...

NO...is the call...

time is yet to come...

when that heavenly hand would willingly urge me...
hold IT my boy...

yes time has come...

yes time has come to withess her presence,

to smell her charm,

to have her heavenly hospitality,

and to share our sorrow and joy together...
thereby to be intoxicated

in @ stream of consciousness with our half conscious souls...
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God's Funeral

Between you and me
There is no rifle,

Yet a conflict covers
The opaque canvas' call.

Some silence staves off

To raise the real roar,

Let our souls wait to vibrate
And our vibrant voices to soar.

Some stupid street dogs bark

In the early hour of delirium-dark;
The GOD, with his wretched brain

Finds his weary way in town-drain.

At the far end of an enlightened tunnel

Who'll write the story of GOD'S funeral...
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Where Is The West Wind?

Let the deep silence roar in stillness,
Let it be merge with painful patience.
Let the hammer beat the gun powder,
Let the spark blast with blissful shower.

The night is full of slow, silent gerrymanderings,
The ominus owls overshadow the dreamings.
It's a awakened world with sleepless sphere,
None to nurture and care the solitary fear.

The foggy clock covers the mournful minds,
Absolute falsehood fosters faithful blinds.

The waste land is witnessing the funerals,

Where devils dance before the cauldron of witches.

Where is the West Wind?
Still sleeping? Or is completely blind?
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Calculated Attempt

'Pure love' it was when SHE was fifteen,

The 'truant' days were really rejuvenating;
High was 'fancy' and 'imagination' soared,
With HIM, uncalculated classes're never bored.

Hey look! SHE fell in love with that stupid,

Evergreen 'Bathsheba' got someone so much morbid;
The 'beauty' had found its temporary 'truth’,

None knew what from 'heart of darkness' had come forth.

Time flies and the 'Globe' roams in space,

So alters teeniest love with mind moving afresh;
The 'truant' days are now cool, calm and composed,
Experienced 'beauty' is now fully metamorphosed.

No one in twenty one falls in love with magic
It's the calculated attempt ever to choose dynamic.
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An Atrophied Globe

Narrow are the minds, so are souls,
Ultra-modern smiles, smelling fouls;
The young buds swell like varicose vein,
Butterflies're sick, inebriated with pain.

The red rose had murdered its hue
Where are the buzzing bees few?
Yes! , It's a sick rose of gross garden,
None rejects the century's burden!

The toiling Sun has dried the stollen sail,

Who's playing hide and seek under concrete foil?
O! I want to be buried alive and then I would die,
The grass is singing dormant with anxious sigh!

The Globe is exhausted with atrophied muscles
O Doctor! Inject the peaceful poisonous oracles!
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Dreamy Destruction Of A Dream

Every night, I hear the strolling Moon, sobbing,
The dark clouds indicate something, terrifying;
Night is still, sombre and sonorous, mystifying,
Dark tears tear the autumnal leaves, decaying.

Bed is empty, flowers are pelting the sheet,
The composed atmosphere is hidden by mist;
Far away, the casements, dancing in joyful fear,
Crush the soul's heart, living with shadow near.

The toiling night is over, and the darkness melts,
Some birds perch on broken world of wonder tales;
Moon hides, perhaps she is marked by crimson joy,
The Sun smiles; May he be the winning wanton boy!

My dream breaks as the thunder strikes the drowsy earth
O, it is pouring heavily outside, breaking dreamy mirth!
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Yellow Canvas

A yellow picture on white foggy canvas,

Blurry sure, from a running distance;
Witnessed, in one uncertain morn, a lass,

When a chilly morning car does pass by chance!

The falling beauty makes a break down,

Withered, yet her charm, ever not to be forgotten;
The Winter taunts, mocks and covers the town,
Yellow is She amidst the smoky hollow heaven!

The north wind roars and the yellow are shedding,
Thousands have already got their cold bedding,
Souls are ready to rest awhile in deep darkness,
Waiting for Spring to cater his recurring blessing.

A bare body with shedding yellow saree,
A pen picture is drawn, by Matisse Henri!
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Little Mother A'idha

October is the prettiest and sweetest
Among all the months,

The most memorable month

To receive God's great grants,

On October day, Little Nur's arrived
For the worthy World to lighten
And now Mother A'idah here

To spring the bliss of heaven!

Sweetest is SHE, the little Mother

Her rosy cheek is like tender flower,
Welcome, welcome, welcome to HER
Eagerly all are waiting to hear HER chatter!

October springs the eternal Spring
To receive cordially two offspring(s) .
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I Would

I want my eyes to meet Thine

I want to see Thy beauty to shine,

It would perhaps be on a morning fine
Amidst the grove of Himalayan Pine.

I want the snow to drench Us shivering

I want to feel Thy warmth through chattering,
I would perhaps offer to hold her once only
Amidst the silence, if You fall to make folly!

O there She would with sparking swiftness,
I, among the millions, would only to witness,
My eyes would fill my aching heart and soul
I would forget the nostalgic blasted baul...

O, at last, I would lose my flying love sure,
Stretching her wings, She would be rosy pure!
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You And Me

It's a white dot in terrible darkness
Distant away camera there on Mars,

O Universe, thy endless infinity roars

The music of mean insignificancy crores...
Two dots in a dot, You and Me,

Yet we create the Globe for all to see.

Upon the roof of love

When there be the bird Dove,

I would hold thy hand once again

To lead You to the Muse-fountain.

And if I be the poet of fuse

Would you not be my Muse?

Two dots in a dot, Me and You,

Yet we create the Love's canvass full of hue.
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Sobbing Solitary Souls

The solitary soul sobs

But sweet lips do smile;

And there the blockages

Seize emotions for a while.

Heart feels the ache

And the body poses to be fine,
Thus, melodramatic modernity
Does feebly express sonorous shine!

None to care a solitary smiling soul

All are engrossed in absurd happy howl;

The effervescent lights are shining in busy city
Yet, none to note the piles of pure pity!

Mad civilization robs the green joy of pristine prosperity
Oh! Solitary children are crying, captive in dreadful duality!
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Blackened Tranquility

O Moon, don't show so beautifully
The woe of blackened tranquility;
Calm is the night, so is the city,

Destroyed purely, war brings pity.

A child, very young, cries alone in mirth

And feels the joy of living on this Earth,

His father has gone to defend the Nation

And mother sleeps in the most unusual fashion!

O Moon, show so seemly with semi-shining sparkle
How a moonlit night hovers over the deadly circle,
When the restless world is sleeping soundly
The Moon beams bespeak bomber's beauty.

O Moon, ask the Aurora to announce the arrival
Let the new Sun to note the mythic peace perpetual! L
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Rose

When the worthless war will be won at last

The two would fail to hold hands fast,

He is a Soldier, and his 'Rose’ is ready to bloom...
And then do come the day of doom...!

On flowery death-bed,

The 'Rose’ is like blood-soaked beauty upon his head,
O don't disturb her,

Her would-be is martyred soldier...!

Some day when the war will end after massacre
And two leaders would shake hands together
Will not the dried Rose then cry for her lost Soldier?

How many roses do wither in winter's battle garden?
None to care, as it is not the Nation's leader's burden!
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Silent Spring

Every silent spring has a deep sense

Though you can't count its heart of darkness,
Let the time flow like unheard rippling ringtone
And must there be the globe of floral epitome!

Upon the roof of that hilly green valley
The silent footsteps crawl counting tally,
Miles to move in deary dreaded darkness
The smiling Moon must there to bless!

And then that ripening hour to call the bell,
Amidst the bushy bed someone to smell,
The wild smell of a lonely lovely Lavender
Brings the two blooming buds together.

The rippling moaning marks the joy and mirth
In darkness, the dew drops brighten the hearth.
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Are You Not A Lier?

'T love you the most', said my love,

O the lier are you, my Love!

Really I do forget how many times did he utter...!
But did he not love Nation more than me?
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I'm A Soldier's Wife

With broken heart will I utter aloud
'I'm A Soldier's Wife'...
He's going; he's really going for ever...

His burning body is broken; so is mine,
His heart -larger than life- does stop it's beats
And it makes muliple holes in my heart;
I do bleed the most silent pain, and
People're mourning my loss

Yet, yet, I refuse to mourn...

He is leaving us all...

We must give him a good farewell

A smiling send off...

Nothing more to say...

Yes, 'I'm A Soldier's Wife'...

RAJAT GHOSH



27 27°0°? 20?7 7277,
??2722722727 22?22 ?2?7?

07?9777 070?277
2772 22722 22727277,

27?9777 070?277
22727 272722 2727277,

27?9777 070° 72777,
2272722 2272, 227222 2722 2?2777,

%k %k

227272 27277 2?2727 277
2?2 27?2 2?72 7?7,
2222227 72 222222772
227 222 27?2,

2272 2727 272 2272,

?7?7? ?27°7° 07?77?77,

297 07 277,
277 2277722,



P07 22°??7?7°? 2°?7?°?...7

RAJAT GHOSH



2700079097002 279077

P07 22?7 27277 227 2227 ?22?2°?7°?7?

RAJAT GHOSH



Death

O read the first page for the name,

Who gives birth? It's a case of fame;

Who is the father? Let's play a guess game,

O it belongs to some royal publication's frame!

Now let's start reading the book,

From the very first page, beautiful its look;
Uncountable number of letters on white paper
and then words, clause and sentences do chatter;

The small paragraph is followed by another...

They complete a page, and then next page similar;
Here some variety of different pictures and verses,
Variety is the spices of life - some wise man curses!

And then chapter is over, new to commence,

Sometimes, go back to replenish your memory's fence;

To connect the loving present and innocent past...

To travel the long way upto that last mark, do read very fast.

And thus one day the last chapter would come...

O what a knowledge the reader would earn...

Perhaps with sleepy eyes, lying on the bed's hoard

The reader would read the last line and last word...

He would mark the last word, 'DEATH'...!

And then it is only a peaceful deep sleep without breath...!

In morn somebody would take the closed book
And put it into wall almirah or hang it in a hook...

And surely another would borrow...
And he or she also mark the last word with sorrow...

O note again, the last word it's the 'D...E...A...T...H'"!

RAJAT GHOSH



RAJAT GHOSH



RAJAT GHOSH



P07?7° ?27°7°7° 27?77?27 27277 ???
2727 2272? 2272 27227272 22?2
?7?7?7?...7

P7?7? 77°7°7°7° ?27°7° ?272777,

?277?7...7

RAJAT GHOSH



Who Was The Artist?

White was the canvass, and the paper too,
None was there for the alone artist to woo, ;
Night was enormous, so was the solitary soul,
The dying canvass failed to capture the whole.

It was the night before the son of God was born
At midnight perhaps smiled the fields of corn,

The magi were ready to bear the birth gift golden,
Who was there to capture the canvass, so olden?

And there she did stand, on the way of the artist,

Was she the 'Befana' or the 'Della’, the protagonist?

The artist would fail or wait to follow God's command
Didn't the artist draw the cheer of lonely light and sound?

Who was the artist? stilll unknown and mystery
Didn't the canvass capture the everlasting misery?
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A Weary Cloudy Day, But Still Ends In Sunshine,

A weary cloudy day, but still ends in sunshine,

In the azure horizon, the setting sun still does fine...

The smiling paddy, drenched in rain, afresh and lively,
And their tossing heads welcome us metaphorically,
Upon the concrete path, that cleaves great green land,
You and Me, do have tired time to taste beauty in hand...
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Magic

The vicious victory is written

With the trumpet of siren,

The magician's flute of fear

Makes multitudes to mournful cheer!

The multitudes of rats racing river Lethe toward

Hey, can't you see their airy drives to death forward?

The wacky winged ants playing with 'Prometheusian’ fire
The solitary soil witnesses with painful admire;

Bloody rain does fertile the putrid plain of dead land

None to bury the little Proserpine under the red sand;

It's the war of independence to bondage a nation

It's time to revive and regenerated a blissful horror session!

Mother is caged and the child is crying loud
The audience of the Globe witness the magician's proud!
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O The Doctor!
(A Tribute To All The Doctors Of The Globe On The
Indian Doctors' Day)

O the Doctor!

A little tribute from a leity is not a factor,
Yet, still our hearts long to reflect the case,
How you all brighten the Globe's sick face!

O the Saviour!

What you haven't been done to save the Earth's cheer?
When the feverish fear falls apart in 'the waste land’,
None but you there to hold our lone hand!

O the Soldier!

What a battle you've faught and still fighting without fear!
From Dover Beach to the long lost Africa's 'heart of darkness',
Each has witnessed thy the fathomless bliss!

My song, this one, is not worth enough to homage pay,
Yet, I stich and unstich, in solitary hour, what my inward eyes say!
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I Will Be Yours

That night shall come

When will we both talk together,
There shall be no quarantine

And we would withess dreams forever!

That night shall come again

When again we will hold our hands,
And the cured peaceful Globe

Shall not be called as dead lands!

That night shall come again

When we will meet again at midnight,

There shall be no PPE but some roses,

To salute the winning warriors of Covid fight.

That night shall come again sure
When, in heaven or earth, 'I' will be '"Yours' pure!
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O Man

O Man! Do you know you?

Are you selfish to suspect you?

O Man! The wisest fool of 'verse,
Battling, rattling only to collect curse.

O Man! Do you know you?

Are you ready to express you?

O Man! The painter of lying canvas,
Conspiracy is on of civilization clash.

O Man! Do you know you?

Are you greedy to greet you?

O Man! The banker of materials,
Emotions smile over the corporeal.

O Man! Do you know Me?
I am telling lies, can't you see?
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Silent Oath

Ask questions with a deep heart,
May be you can close thy light;
For once stop thy breathing and
Let the ambiguity to take flight.

Ask questions with a deep heart,

Find and die once with thy sunk simplicity;
Bid adeau to him with a caring roar

And vague canvas to erase immediately.

Ask questions with a deep heart,

Please weigh, how much hope is to bury!
How many masks are hidden behind
Only to prove actor's shadowed fury.

Illumination outside is of no value

If the inner is not illuminated?

Ask questions with a deep heart

If there's a bar for light to touch the darkened!

Ask questions with a deep heart

Take care of that piece of broken glass,
Do take the oath with that glorious gory
Must thou wear soldier's boot, a class!

Let the protest be in silence from thy core of heart

Let thy soul be stone-like and have revolutionary eyes,
Let the fastened fists soar in front of the roaring rally
Do not hesitate to break the bar and say-Good Byes.
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Joyous Melting Cauldron

It is a long waiting to note the perfect words

How her sweet eyes withess the Love's beards,

Her hair is like that the deep, dark forest of Amazon
O You, Imagination! The begetter of Love's blazon!

At night when the imagination flows over river bed
The stirring light shakes in joy under joyous shade,
Someone a distant away hears happy note of joy
Who is there to witness the moonlit - a girl or a boy?

Birds are chirping under the cover of light darkness

O Sol! Please don't peep to break the Heaven's bless!
Happy happy the Globe, so is our mundane beauty ball
Shouldn't I to avoid the running hungry Tide's clear call?

O it is Life, the joyous melting cauldron of fair and foul
O Earth, the tourists' spot for to visit the temporary soul!
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Theory On Poetry

Words are lazy to light the mind,
Search is on for words to find;

It is the mid-night or mid-noon,
Series of words are flowing soon!

It is a high tide river- the 'conscious' knows,
The 'subconscious' unconsciously blows;

Let the pen be the sailing boat of Byzantine'
O note the beauty in the valley of Rhyne!

Now page is ready to 'stitch' and 'unstitch’
And some words and phrases to polish;
Erase the 'self' to decode the reverberation,
'Catalist' now smiles after chemical reaction!

And thus it is born, the child of the mother,
Happy mom smiles for child to survive forever!
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The Two Together

The two together
Fail to come never,
With the morn-ring
Hailing the Day-king.

The two together
Fly the heads over,
Sitting on roof's top
Chats do never stop.

O Love, don't fly away

And let's not take the way,

O Love, don't move from here
I am waiting still, my peer!

You are on your way sure
Am I not waiting for my love to cure?
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O My Fairy Friend

O the smile thou ow'est

Isn't it the great Globe's best?

Thy heart does possess the beauty of love,
Isn't it like that of the heavenly Dove?

How bright sparkling thy the face

Is there any to count thy beauty less?
In my darkdom, thou the light

Thou art the Renaissance bright!

Thy eyes are the gates of heaven
Who am I? Yes, yes, I'm forgotten!
Thy lips, more tender than the rose
Does one ever fail thy to choose?

Beauty speaks and let reason to disappear
O my fairy Friend, Will thou not be my peer?
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Wanderers

O wonderful...!

The young wanderers are amidst the fields...
Run, run, run...!

The soaring kites are their joy-shields.

Bare are their feet

And muds they love to lighten light body
None to care and none to guide,

As their Gods are in the fields of paddy!

Red road runs over the green,

The heavenly wanderers are not now seen!
They are now close to that holy horizon

Where the sky kisses the magnificent mansion!

Freedom runs, freedom soars with foot and kite
Greenhorn wanderers are happy with freedom lite!
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The Dream Land

It is a world without songs

And full of mosaic of wrongs;

A weary world with full of worry

And is there any signs of blackberry?

Birds are not singing their notes

Dry rivers are full of lonely boats,
Fountains forget their ringling ripple
It's now a world of clandestine battle.

Eyes are weeping and red drops drop
O where is the end and sign of stop?
The open sky hears alone agony of joy,
O look, how beautiful the burning boy!

It's the Dream Land, full of dreadful dreams,
Who wants to hear the terrible scary screams?
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Creative Canvass

It's a long lone winter-night

Darkness is beautifully bright,
Notorious silence is very noisy
Perhaps a high time for poesy!

A bird would come then sure

With her imaginary wings pure,
O where is the cage to capture
Her sonorous beauty's rapture!

In white sheet someone scribes
How the wings move in both sides!
The humble hunter catches at last
What the wings witness at first.

And thus, words are written pure
In the canvass of creativity sure!
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O Durga Maa

O Mother!

The Bright Star!

The Destroyer and the Preserver!
Hail to thee...!

You, the Universal Mother

May thee bring afresh

Peace, happiness, love and harmony
Over the great Globe...
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Questions

O Shakespeare!

Will you again establish
Thy The Globe?

Yes, dramas are prevalent
If thou'll make a probe.

O Milton!

Will not you write again
Poetry of Paradise Lost?
Yes, paradise is ever lost
By paying the modern cost.

O Conrad!

Don't know if my voice would
Reach in thy Heart of Darkness!
Will not you sketch an opaque
Canvass of modern brightness?

O Tagore!

Will not you offer again

Thy eternal songs of souls?
Will not the noble man protect
Thy global gift from fouls?

Yes, it's the high time to weigh and think
O Literature! Who is there to die in thy fathomless sink?
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Stupidity Street

Walking since morning through stupidity street
Scrolling to find some to speak and to meet,
Multitudes are smiling with bowing down head

Yet there are missed conversations of feeling fade.

Yes the stupidity street is very busy and fast
My finger is tired hovering from first to last,
The decorated diseases indoor are hiding
None can deny the future buds are crying.

It is noon now in stupidity street alone
Business gone and summer Sun shone,
Lonely the atmosphere, eyes are brooding
Fingers never fail to fathom the free firing.

Stupids are strolling in silence day and night
Do you count how many souls touch the light?
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Green Canvass

It's a cloudy day, and the mind too
Rain is waiting for Earth to woo,
Blur, the atmosphere and the body
Where's the shivering Storm shady?

High Sky boils with frission of cloud
The Tiger's roars in ecstacy aloud,

Cupid's arrow is now ready to eject
Rain-drop lands down on its project.

Earth, the drenching deity, is now calm,
Happy is She with dotted sweaty balm,

The day is clear; translucent, the atmosphere
Mind and body, afresh now, in this abode dear.

Inside the cave Grass is singing dormant
Green to grow in the canvass of content.

RAJAT GHOSH



Vision

O the mesmerizing maiden

In the evening with saree golden,

Bright and beautiful, her horizontal pose
Lips are warm, just like the petal of red rose.
Fair is weather and her eyes are cool

She is in the air, someone on the pool,
Gentle her gait, and behaviour the best

Are thou busy searching for thy nest?

Swift is the time and darkness deepens
Calmness forebodes, something happens,
The dark clouds are busy to cover the sky
Perhaps strong storm would ferociously fly!
And then would open a vista of good or bad,
O the varied Vision! Are thou feeling sad?
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A Bud To Born

It is a dark night, silent and bare,

A deep calmness, Nature to wear,

A green bud, busy amidst the twigs and silence
Tomorrow is the date of her blooming presence.

The florigen is flowing and her cells are transforming
Tomorrow her vigor to burst with colour bubbling;
So sweet would be her temporary youth and charm
Is there any threat or harm?

RAJAT GHOSH



O Divine Dream

O Devine Dream!

The unforgettable Dream of dawn

And some hovering movements long
Clear the uneasy and unhealthy night
And the morn coming afresh and bright.

O Devine Dream!

The unforgettable Dream of dawn,

And that devine hand of blessings ton,
That soothing balm are difficult to express
And that comfort is really a paradise-bless.

O Devine Dream!

The unforgettable Dream of dawn,

True or false? still unknown!

Time to speak and Future to neutal-note
And that unforgettable dream isn't a joke!

O Divine Dream!
The unforgettable Dream of dawn,

Will you not come again to confirm thy curious son?
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O Rain Of Happiness

O Rain of Happiness

Why does thou shower thy bless?

Yes, I am drenching with thy company
None is willing me to accompany.

O Rain of Happiness

Why does thou shower thy bless?
Am I a little worry and sad

As witnessing their faces of bad?

O Rain of Happiness

Why does thou shower thy bless?

Yes, dfferent is the environment and time
Is only the aesthetic beauty do all fine?

O Rain of Happiness

Why does thou shower thy bless?

Don't thou know the world full of idiots
Who only wants gossips and familial riots?

O Rain of Happiness

Why does thou shower thy bless?

Yes, I perceive thy lessons 'singular’

Yes, I am to face whole rainy season particular.
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Uncanny

In the lone night of loneliness

If an owl would find the taste of flesh,

There is a barking note of casual caution
That would pierced through a chaotic motion.

The sole moon, a witness, is on the lap of sky
Drawing her shroud of black cloud she would cry,
Something is theft and in battle she has lost

And the God would pay her the calculated cost.

Wouldn't be a great morn with slumbered society
And a great day too with an unaltered anxiety?
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Lockdown

Upon the stage of this great Globe
The business has lost its probe,
The audience, waiting for a show,
Confined, yet their spirit is not low.

It's time to review, recollect and reflect
It's time to clean off album pages perfect,
Let's witness the unheard music of past,
Now the familial olden round table is must.

The grumble of Dutchesses is now less
The Dukes are within the mansion afresh,
Song of Amoretti is written in a balcony
The poet is hearing Nightingale's journey.

Yet the common pebbles are waiting in every store
And the clashes of civilizations are on in every shore.
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O Bird

O Bird!

O lovely little Bird!

How sweet and sonorous thy voice

Thy master have a perfect choice!

Thy cage is big with two cradles to swing,
Three big bowls to feed with a great ring.

O Bird!

O lovely little Bird!

How fortunate to have such a caring lord
Sometimes he allows you with long cord!
So happy you within your golden cage
Don't you have any real reason to rage?

O Bird!

O lovely little Bird!

I am now blessed with quarantine
To stay safe from Covid nineteen.
Will you please tell a truth honestly
Don't you feel what I feel silently?
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War Against Corona

It is war without weapon
Against the pandemic virion,
War is on all over the globe
To beat the deaths of mob.

Let's stay alone with a social distance
And don't forget your hands to wash,
Littles and citizen senior, stay at home
All are requested to avoid useless roam.

It is a war against Corona

Fear prevails on world's phenomena.

Don't get feared or be stricken by panic

Stay one meter away if one does cough or sneeze.

Don't spit out at public places

Avoid journey by public calashes,

Stay away from the crowd to be in safety pure

Never touch your nose, eyes and mouth to be secure.

It is war without weapon

Against an invisible virion,

In the battle fields of hospital and infirmary

Will smile surely doctors, nurses and medical men's army.
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Artificial Capture Of A Distant Love

In a lone full moon holy evening

Two strolling steps are busy walking,

Red is the road and dark the atmosphere
Searching and finally find a suitable peer.

She is up, up above that artificial building
Bright beautiful yet beyond the making,
Standing etherised upon red road of reality
The pregnant glance withesses a rare beauty.

She has come down the muddy red basin
Inviting to hold her hands so close to mine,
She is smiling and my eyes are still and stable
A distance away, some says, 'Capture her real'.

With perfect position and angle of fingers firm
At last an artificial android captures her charm.
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The Bell Rings

The bell rings, rings and then rings again,
To mark one's end and another to begin,
The bell rings with swift successions,

The bell does never know your emotions.

The bell rings and all become steady
It's the turn to make him ready,
Aged he is, his hair is white and curly
Some sings, he is gone too early.

The bell rings time and again

Another is ready to begin,

Young she is, her hair is black and bright
Her beauty to be brunt in a few minute.

Yes, it's the bell of the lovely crematorium

Corpses are to burn in this silent sanatorium,
Time stops here and all your money and fame
The bell rings, all arrogance are already gone.

Yes, the bell rings again
Perhaps your's time to begin...
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Premature Death Of A Rose Bud

How sweet and sonorous to pluck a rose bud
That would bloom consuming fertile sludge,
O Mother, is it your fate to lose him early?
Who is to blame after damage done fully?

The premature bud would have a better story,
Would he not expand his limbs without worry?

He would perhaps dance with wavering mother,
Would he not love drenching in hot summer shower?

O You Writer! Why are You so cruel and unjust?
Aren't the robbers of red rose fearless and fast?

O Writer! Stitch and unstich and prevent your fancy,
Why wouldn't You to blame suffering from lunacy?

Mortified Mother would weep till the day of judgement
Why are You taking away whom You've once sent?
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A Song Of 2020

In this new year's first morn
Littles run in the field of corn;
Joys are afresh and anew
With new happy hopes few.

The lovely little orange Sunray

Would bring beauty all the day,

The overwhelming joy worldwide

Is witnessed in this corn field of pride.

Let the terrible night never come again
When bombard fire finished the terrain,
It was the night of a day, a year or a century ago
From high above, wouldn't you witness the below.

Let the new morn cover the darkness of all terrible nights
O Lord, would you not light up to pass war cry out of the sights.
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O Santa Claus

O Santa Claus, will you come my home?

My home; not in New York, Berlin, Paris or in Rome;
It is at some unknown place of desert

Where comes occasional fighter expert;

Flying swiftly how daring the fighter fights
Scattering flowers of 'deathbed' at mid-nights.

O Santa Claus, will you come my home?
The Lamb is crying hungry there alone!
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Whisper

Every night when the whisper calls
Behind the veils of road-side stalls,
How joyous the joy of lonely night

Amidst the darkness of street light.

The road is dark and silently moving
The whisper is still and yet coming,
The night screams and the lonely owl
The 'baul' sings the sorry songs of foul.

A shadow walks to taste the night liquor
And his lost soul is but a sorrow-speaker,
The whisper is on and on till lights peep
Whisper is gone as so called still stalls sleep.

After the midnight toil, nature is awakening
With chirping whispers of early sunshine.
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The Little Nur

Behold little Nur, his smile is bright,

He is to touch the heavenly love of light,
How joyous the day for of us all

We are ready to witness your call.

How beautiful to touch his tender palm

The feeling of love is just like perfect balm,

O God, the Almighty thanks a ton for thy bliss
Two souls today are blessed with your kiss.
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Walking Over Dead Valley

The night is so high

And a soul there to sigh

Behind the darkened darkness
Where there is light, not so less.
The moon is strolling and still

The colour is black for night to kill.
A soul is there, and none to ask
What is the cause of timeless dusk?

A soul is there to witness a vision
Perhaps the ultimate end of a mission,
The mission of undefined of years ago
Which none but only one soul to follow.

A shake and a sound

And all would loss their ground,

Screem, crying and sound of agony

And a minute later, it is a silent dead valley.
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O Soul

It is late past midnight hour

And one soul rests to gain power,

The broken window sees the moon
Subconscious soul sings sorry notes soon.

And then when unconsciously closes the eyes
Numberless promises rattle with the lyric of lies,

In dream let the ego to interpreate the sweet dreams
And a Freudian friend would find some dreadful links.

In the dawn, the dream would be broken

With an alarming agitation of time as token,
O Soul, ask your spirit how was the night past
And then, would you to copy a thesis at last?

It is morn, and if you sing the song
The identical day would be too long...
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The Mirror

The evening horizon with dark distant line,
And empty Earth with flowery moon-shine;
O how beautiful the Earth would be sure
When silent silence talks with silence pure.
Within silence, in darkness of lonely night
Some kites twit tu-huu for the future fight.

O how beautiful is night, the black and bleak
Many a souls do lie loveless in dreadful deep,
Sleepless wanderers, the owls are alone

Bats are playing late night songs of cyren.

In the vast land of barren black solitary Earth

Perhaps a green twig to vibrate his whole heart,
And some little lilies to come out from darkness
In some distance an wolf crying people to bless.

Let's make the face up in cracked mirror of duty
Let's break the mirror to witness violent beauty.
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How Blissful

Shadows are broken,

Dreams are shattered,

And the imagination secondary
Proved to be failed bread-buttered,
As the truth smiles.

The poetry that gives birth

The joy of fantastic failure,
The ringing words of happiness
Attest agony of the loss pure,
As the truth shines.

The traveler today would travel alone
Perhaps with a happy heart of pain,
And the evasive secondary meets

The primary pleasures of reality's plain.

How blissful, do you know it?
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Agony Of Amazon

The rainforest of Amazon is burning...
Haven't you heard the crying...?

O don't know how many souls are sold

And where to stop greddy game of cash cold?

The lungs are burning without a DOT
And now you are smoking a lot...
Enjoy enjoy how much more you can
Your lost lungs really infuriate the Pan.

O how beautiful she was, the little rabbit
Only remain the burning ashes bright...
O man please taste the boiled flesh
Crocodile himself invites for your bless!
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Love And Failure

One day if he be poet,

Read his poem and poems;

He would carve your name and names
And would draw a picture and pictures
Of a futile failure of prolonged LOVE.

And then, throughout the stormy night
Let your flooded eyes pass to perceive
The pages of deconstruction of love
With chain of signifiers and signified.

And then, when dark dawn would turn morn
Would you not find his blur face of faded joy

In the broken mirror of your hot cup of tea of Troy?
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A Song To Briny Beauty

Someday when the evening drops
Have you heard how solitary sea sobs?
The unheard music of that vastness
Can't be covered with words so less.

Between sand and pebbles of loneliness
Countless waves wash to draw a face,

A cottage there for rich to satisfy hunger
Cottage-less one here acts only a beggar.

In the lone music my heart hears rhyme
A singing there over the horizon of time.

Cute crush is singing with joy-ness,
Decorating static beauty of coyness,
The tide with its everlasting rhyme
Washing the sweet shore to shine.
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O The Moon

O the Moon!

Mistake it was to hold thy hand
And to engrave thy name on sand;
A layman lying alone in this earth
Longed love of a so high by birth.

O the Moon!

When thou make love the Sky alone
Behind the veil of dark cloudy gown,

For a moment just set down your eyes

A soul there to paint picture of giant size.

O the Moon!

So high thy abode of fortnight wonder
The layman is ladderless to be a climber,
Under the torn tree with a broken heart
The experience is engraved only to hurt.

O the Moon!

So sweet was the days that were gone

When your spirited light prompted poet alone,
And bitter are the days that are moving so fast
And a failed poet writes with a broken nib at last.

O the Moon!
Have You lost and gone for ever?
No, no, no...perhaps never!

RAJAT GHOSH



RAJAT GHOSH



29?72?2777

P77 2727?27?27

27 ?27?77?
P97 0000 090?277
22722 27222 2727272 7?2 277

2707 007 2797?77
P97 00700 002 200 2?7,
2?7277 227272 222722 27272 27277

RAJAT GHOSH



27?7 ?7°777°

P07 27?7?70 27?7?70 2?7? 2?7?7?7°7° ?°? ?°?7?7?

RAJAT GHOSH



Calculus

The shadow of silence covers
The erasing line of horizon,
The flying herons struggle
To fly against windy passion.

The fragmented cloud kisses
The resting red and orange Sol,
With broken heart day to die
Andthe darkness to do the roll.

The night to rule and day to rest
Owils cry with their stabled chests,
Within locked nests crows to stay
Only in silence in hot day of May.

At midnight when Moon is at top
Night to cherish with lucky lot
Trees are smiling standing still
Dawn is dreaming darkness to kill.

The dawn is breaking with anew Sun
Owils are towards their nests to run.
Crows are smiling forgetting darkness
They are to travel as wish is their place.

O Nature how subtle you are
Time to rule your elements dear!
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Super Modern

some stupids write thus

Nno comma no stop no norm

no grammar with haphazard CaPiTalL form
and some stupid theorists cry aloud

they know much more than cloud

heaven is gone sky is come

blue clouds turn black and bun

don't write thus in full fledged form
&quot;nou it is Ist n whatsapp is nhom&quot;
and some saucy pedantics plead

is it not the language to bleed?

in the name of postmodernism's times
do what your modern mind wants
none to blame nd none to note fine
on summer hot road take direct wine

and write your poem without norm
breaking norm is what super modern form...
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Yet Unaware

One, two, three and four and five and more,
Springs swiftly passes like running tide on shore
Yet unaware...

And stealthy silent seconds steal sweetly
Boyhood and that college -'versity days healthy
Yet unaware...

When I look back in anger the pleasing past
My memory fails to note the moving time fast,
Yet unaware...

And in some strange nights of uncanny
When some strange notifications funny,
Mismatch with your llusory youth
Anguish only to shout...

Yet unaware...

Yet unaware then...

You have crossed the summit,

Now you are to fly for the ultimate exit

With your wrinkle physical mundane cover

Yet unaware, only time to test you with fatal fever.
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Stupid Thoughts

Some stupid thoughts of merit fine

When nothing to converse with time,
Hover over the valley of imaginations
Like the Gulls of border-less nations.

Silent seconds melt with passing night
And the lone Moon alone Earth to light,
Upon distant lea a tall tree to lie leaf-less
Where an old flame blazes on green face.

Upon the moonlit sky far from dark sea
The wandering waves make Her aplea,
She is playing with flute of restless wind
And delaying the riders landmass to find.

Nothing can prevent the stupid to think
No radar to detect the long logical link.
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One Day Or Another

One day or another

The two hands together,

Walks down the wintery noon

To reach their destiny very soon.

The melancholy owl would cry a little
And some sonorous sound of beetle,
Shrieks soberly too well to justly define
The etherized sunset in western line.

One day or another

The two souls would melt together,
In the meeting at night sky

The two stars would eternally lie.

The lonely Moon would smile

And down earth away countless mile,
An astronomer in his successful mission
Would theorize a new definite vision.

One day or another

The two birds together

Would sing a solitarily song
Within the heart of darkness long.

And some disconnected words of joy

Would play together on black and white toy,
And when the song would over

The beating love is there to cover.

One day or another
If the two together...
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Life And Learning

In the well wrought world of innocence
Someone to scribe the exact experience;
Need a co, or is it best alone and have none?
The answer is hovering and yet unknown.

The raveges of Time tease an innocent,

&quot; 0 you the fool, why are you so diligent? &quot;,
The innocent laughs a little without answer

And he loves to read the story of that dancer!

And one day when the sea storm would roar

The experience would definitely cry for shore,
He knows how to swim in pond and lake alone
But would never know the fathomlesss gallon.

Let the innocent merge with innocence experience
And then the songs of lively life would never bounce.
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A Blind Lover

O my love, have you felt me in your eyes?
If you can't and raise hand of good byes

I promise Thee my love would not fall

But to soar up high above Everest tall!

My blind love would feel you in dark sight
Thy beauty to engrave in my absent light,
I would draw thy sound of walking gestures
Through sound annotations of thy slippers.

In thy aromatic dark hair I would calculate distance
And would find your interesting face in thy silence,
In many of my hovering handicapped fantasy
You are the loving eternal educator of cecety.

And then that dream doll would say good bye
I am the blind lover never to rest in a sigh!
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O The Sol

Lying alone in my solitary afternoon bed
When my brooding body is about to fade,

O the peeping Sol! Your brightness donot miss
On face and cheek the silent solitary light kiss!

Stretching my lone finger I want to hold
And you to rest on my single fingertip bold,
My motto mind try to find a simple meaning
And my weary body meets a scerene caring.

Brooding the beauty when my dark brain calls
The abstruct images roam in my mind's halls,

And a paper to write your distant sudden meeting,
Concrete to construct with a note of the greeting.

Nature melts into my solitary light face
O Sol! come again over the window base.
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April Fool

April Fool is knocking at door full

And the Fool makes audience cool,

Let us mirth forgetting all the pain

And let rest a day to our tortured brain.

Thanks to that full fool man, the inventor
Only to get fun vanishing time the traitor,
April is the cruelest month except a day
To be fooled or to fool, you have to play.

Let us begin a full game in fools' paradise
And let us suspend our critical conscience.
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O My Love

O my love

Let us fly away

Into the abode of rustic green,

Far more away in that down hill
Where springs spring in eternal spring.

O my love

Let us run into the heart of darkness

To spend a secluded life of eternal bless,

Amidst the bushes and burn and black man

To learn how green living is really tough and fun.

O my love

Hold my hand tight

To fly into the world of terrible fight,

And close your suspension and disbelief

To have an appropriate life at the edge of cliff.

O my love

Let us move out from our ball

To witness bright eye of black heaven's call,
And shed not tears for the lost stars ever
Look they are shinning afar distance there.

O my love

When me and thine become two distant stars
And would twinkle in the world of black bars,

Be sure in these little lines your story would shine
Me too, rest in peace, with your happiness fine.
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Festival Of Colour

Colour comments carefully

&quot;Rise, run and play for holi&quot;.
Colour comes everywhere

Colour to polish thou there.

Colour is for you in every mind
Colour is in heart you to find,
Coloured Nature smiles today
Colour shines in this holi-day.

Colour paints carefully in east
The canvass preserves her best,
Colour is happy in your dress
Colour presents you as a fresh.

Colour comes for us to capture
For us to live one long year in rapture.
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Tenseless Grammar

Some strange thoughts bark

Amidst busy walls of life-park,
And some strange feelings fly
Like the nestless birds of sky.

O Life, you are born to die sure
Count your days to vanish pure,
Walk and walk, and then run fast
To reach the destination at last.

Everyday ashes merged in water

Or some to take rest in grave better,
A spontaneous spirit of spoiling time
Regularly runs rapid with death fine.

He is 'on' now, and a second to he 'was'
Tense is meaningless in grammar's future.
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Kites

The sweet sorrow of solitary siren
Calls the day before the morn hen,
'Dress up and go', to eliminate foe.

The sun would arise in the far east
In night kite is ready to do the best,
'Start the engine', destory enemy fine.

Close to the moon two kites dance
Bites on wings eliminate the chance,
'Fly hard and high', to have final sigh.

Kites are combating a life to destroy
At narrow nest all are frightened toy,

'‘Come back home', after daring roam.

Kites are roaring with the pain of silence
Where to end the everlasting violence?
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Shanti

On the happy day of Valentine
In the heavenly Pulwama fine
The brave soldiers of sacrifice
Sacrificed lives for terror's vice.

The day began with love rose

And black night with death pose
Shaked the whole nation to promise
And to slap on terrible terror's disguise.

The Valentine is veiled by shame
Polished politics do play usual game
And now and then coffins do carry
The valour, courage and note of sorry.

O God! don't gift the Valentine coffins ever,
Let You chant only 'Shanti Shanti' for forever.
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Nation Wants Counter Answer

Again and again the nation wants to know,
What the roles of fruitless talks and tv show?
Politics pops up and the neighbours do grin
What the role of tolerance should have been?

Let patience take rest in some distant space
Its time to unfold military mission merciless,
O the theorists stop your failed fake theories
Let our soldiers demonstrate dreadful furies.

Again and again the nation has lost her sons
Why the land for silence spend money tons?
Time for revenge has come and blood to shed
And the glory of gori would never be fade.

The nation once again wants to know
Would not innocent India eliminate her foe?
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Connection

The day of lovely rose is over
And it is darkness to cover,
The sweet sorrow of night
Has lost way in black bright.

Terrible beauty to born next
And none to help the guest,
Birds are crying in late joy

Hovering upon the soft toy.

And upon the vessel of life
Pictures are recorded in hike,
And upon the lone world of sky
Numberless fly with sense of shy.

The inexplicable meaning of mind
Thus connects creativity behind.
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Identical Love

Under the blue sky

Let the two souls fly,

One tall, stout, and evergreen
Colourful other, haven't you seen?

O the lovely flowers that she does hold!
Look how he stands still and looks bold!
So close they are amidst the nature
None to avoid their beauty to capture.

Dont try to overheard what they exchange
Their silent converse away from our range,
Look how they pray to the sky and God,
Let us learn from their natural abode.

A minute or more, let us both stay
To capture how identical love does play.
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Fool Composer

At night the clicking songs of second
Scolds the scerene sad silent monument;
And above the yellow half moon so high
Does hide behind tower where clouds lie.
Through the leaves of that giant tree
Night draws a figure white hanging free;
O you dear, nothing here to get any fear
And you and me and lone night are here.

In silent night, the hide-and-seek is on

The half moon witnesses how love gone;

Like the half moon my half love is lost

And all my sleepless nights have no cost;

I am a fool and lie alone on my single bed

To think and compose lines under literary shade.
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Sacrifice And Sonnet

Allow all not to note and write
Rather to risk the life for fight,
The sky is busy with flying foes
Don't compose the song of rose.

Take the bullets gun and let all run
Upon the fields under terrible sun,
Terror peeps not like literary moon
And surely many to mourn soon.

Don't write but do what is right
And witness an adventurous fight,
You and your coffin are waiting
In history of glorious gory making.

Don't be a poet to pay homage
Is sonnet of sacrifice a garbage?
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Death Of A Dream

A dream to die
And many to dance
In joy and happiness;

And amidst the workshop

Of busy lessons and planning
Of lively lonely liquored life,
Nothing to explain exactly
And to achieve the acme.

And the dream to die
And someone to note

The tone of sacrifice.

Dream dies duly and daily
And new dreams are woven.

But dream dies duly and daily.
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Fighters

Fighters are born to play the sky
Devouring death Fighters fly.
Fighters run to the boundles sea
Forgetting every single plea,
Fighters ignore warning voice
Destiny is their own choice.
Fighters fly to kiss the moon

Love to spread waxed wings soon.

The death bell hanging in the white Church,
With black rope in hand Fighters begin to march.
Long long way to walk with thorns of death,
Never Fighters lose their vaulting ambitious faith.

Either success, fame to follow
Or life to lead lonely within hollow.
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Suggestions

The second moves with its click

And a solitary soul stays bleak;

In the house of great expectations
Hard times prevails in caring captions.

In dark night hear the ode of Nightingale
Or witness the past classic in urn's angle;
In midnight wait for your Godot to come

And existance to be questioned by some.

In morn when the sun rises in the east
Refuse the Cleopatra with mourning mist?
Hear the grass is singing in distant land
None to enlighten heart of darkness's band.

To criticize a critic in modern unique utopia
Do ride together with literature's omnisciea.
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The New Year Knocks

At midnight when all Japanese cheer
And celebrate New Year with peer,
For whole World clock's clicks to hear.

For some, some minutes to count
For many, few hours to mount...

And ultimately the climax must come
In this universal home for Joy to run...

From this east beach to that west mountain
Universal brothers sisters forgetting pain

And get moisted in the happy showers of rain.

Yes, The New Year knocks
Like that Macbeth's porter's talks...
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Nothing To None

The night is sleeping in cold

And an old soul fights bold,
Behind the lake and lonely lane
Upon that bridge and ridge insane.

The day is blowing in business

Coloured clothes come very less,
Beside that little occupied space
A khaki to stretch his hand base.

In between day and night

Sane hours do sweety sight

The horrors of civilization bright

And 'lone pen notes attestation light.

Nothing to say, and none to ring
None to speak and nothing to sing.
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Interpellation

When

You all

Try all to

Interpellate,

Poor pupils do laugh

A little silently alone

In their practical classroom.

In

Exam day

Pupils write

The note of real

And prove all to be

A fruitless bad attempt,

O your theory still now barks.
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Prophetic Exclamation

The king would roar and roar
To capture forest,

And the subjects

Would in vain

Surely

Die.

None

To note

The buskin

Of resting reed,

And your martyrdom
Would witness rust surely!
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Syllabic Questions

If I could hold your hand once
And say I Love You,

Would I get

World?

And

Again if

You rule out my love

Would I ever miss out the world?
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Quarreling

O dear please hear
Don't call me my peer,

I would not like perhaps
Your virtual voice's gaps.

Nonsense you and me too
And I don't go to the zoo,
I will call you in mid night
Receive it or I will fight.

Don't call me my friend

No time my head to bend,

Let us converse face to face
Let all virtual fellings to be less.

Stop quarreling and concentrate onlife
Smoke the real with reality's peace-pipe.
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O Night!

O Night! let stretch your time
And say the Morn to sleep fine;
The Moon is in lonely Sky bed
Strolling silently with colour red.

O Night! say Darkness to be deeper
To make my Moon visible crystal clear;
Some blemishes to imagine silly story
Yet none to believe and not to worry.

O Night! donot move so very fast
Be thou in race the first from last;
You don't need to cover the East
And let Moon stay in mind best.

Some Shadows to steal my Moon
Some clouds are to hide her soon;
O Night! punish them all I pray

O Night! let my Moon live free.
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Innocence To Experience; A Journey Sonnet

Through the world of Innocence
When he is hurled headlong down
Into the world of empty Experience,
Receives he a degree with a gown.

He was about to defuse or to be defused
Following innocent innocence worthless,
He was about to trap or to be trapped
Following worried words of world of mess.

Sacrifice was dane and does he till now
World will change and they question how!
All silly notorious flies fly to flout rumour
E-men try to cover with mocking humour.

The more clever they are, the more dull his eyes
But none can bid his innocent experienced byes.
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Wanted Pregnancy

Madness rests with joy of lost
When the values have no cost;
The aching mind finds pleasure
Establishing a faint link however.

You and me talking in night's fantacy
With a hope of future's great ecstacy;
The crumbled bed sheet does witness
The lost solitary madness more or less.

Every click of seconds madness warns

And my sick secondary pleaaure burns;
In every meeting at secret lonely night
Mad muse smile with smiling ray bright.

And an 'wanted' pregnancy gives birth
And creativity smiles with painful mirth.
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The Sick Nature

O Nature thou art impure,

The crude civilization

That runs days and nights,

For the blackened profit,

Has found out thy purity

Of green joy:

And his dark impish interrelation
Does thy harmony destroy.

(An attempt to imitate Blake's poem &quot;The Sick Rose&quot;)
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Pure Ignorance

It is a waiting without a hope,
Anyhow my hand would loop
Your soul's last engraved rope.

My heart swells with baseless joy,
It was like childhood play with toy
When I was immature little boy.

My aching heart beats and bleeds,
But my silent tongue pays no heeds,
A faint connection with distant deeds.

In night and through the midnight
I wait for your droppingsight,

And busy time welcomes a slap tight.

I am a failure to make my mind cure,
And homage to your ignorance pure.
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Solitary Sad Song

Leave me alone or I will leave thee

I want more space to make mind free;
It is Winter and long days ice to shower
And waiting for Spring and its flower.

From top to bottom shiver in joyless cold

My melancholy mind moves to memory old;
The covered pressure of cold anxiety blocks
When every wish has lost and my heart mocks.

Terribly chocked amidst inexperienced ground
Ear is ragged numberless with sonorous sound;
The more I been hammered, the more I be firm
And synthetic fabric falsehood would do no harm.

Nothing now to note and neglect,
Hammered heart observes best.
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Smiling Moon

Through the dark leaves
The smiling moon peeps
And the tall tree wants a kiss.

And the cheek becomes red
Moving cloud hides her head
And her beauty will never fade.

The full beauty silently shines
Amidst the earthly black mines
And someone to note few lines.

She moves from down to up
The tensed tree wants a lap

And there remains distant-gap.

Lovely moon's occasional peeps
Proves a tormented tree's lost lips.
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Terrible Dream

In dream terror did peep and shout

And black holes of a covered mouth,
Camera was fit amist sleeping violence
To capture the deadly faces of innocence.

And this black nighty pitched story
Perhaps did honour terror a gory glory,
And a distance mother did cry with tear
With a wife forever lost her stout peer.

And beside Jamuna the gun salutes roar
To abolish the last rituals and to soar,
Nations take steps to prevent the blood,
But with a smile, blood makes more flood.

In morn when the sleepy dream breaks
The terrified heart understands all're fakes.
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Titanic Love

Many silent words me to tell you,

Only surface is taught with words few.

If me be sinking iceberg, know you the tip,
An iceberg, not a destroyer of the Titanic.

Many miles the way I want to walk

As Jack had inscribed life's golden duck.
If I be the sinking Jack amidst the blue,
O Rose what you do, say in a caring clue.

The silent words would perhaps be lost

And all my brooding seconds have no cost.
But perhaps, you Rose to restore the story,
Eyes would feel touch of tear of love's glory.

The silent modern Titanic love would be written
With a new script following the old and golden.
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When The Breath Would Stop

Oneday when the breath would stop
Let the world run like a bird's hop.

No pain would penetrate my soul

I would hear ocean's everlasting howl;

Perhaps I would be at clamouring Dover,
Clashes of pebble-civilization to hear;
Perhaps I would be in grey churchyard
To note sad notes of Nightingale bird.

My melancholy mind would mournfully be mixed
With modern furnace where my journey is fixed;
And then my silenced heart would cry aloud

The joy of heavenly journey amidst the cloud.

And among the stars lines would be engraved,
And my lost soul would once again be enslaved.
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Nostalgia

The numberless little back-birds run

Where the horizon kisses the setting sun.
Sitting on broken staircase, melancholy mind
Flies back to somewhere past that was blind.

You and me and that old big Banyan tree

Where then all our footsteps became free.

O the life of joy and the childish sweet sorrows;
O the ringing river with beautiful good morrows;
O the rusty red 'morrum' and the path muddy;
All gone they were with the golden field of paddy.

Now with irony window claustrophobic room speaks,
And all lost hearts tag life with multiple fruitless clicks.

Lost what I was, and a mournful mechanical me borns,
Lost what you and all were, and time everybody torns!
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Victory Stands With Two Lost Hands

The lost voice will be lost for ever

As it is the time to carefully cover;
Meaningless lines will be composed
And the lost love will be proposed.

At night when your ever absence

Marks my mind a melancholy presence,

A silent voice would record a bright darkness
And cold fever be felt in clamouring calmness.

Nothing to say but only to note down

All the past presence in future's lone town,
The delighted sadness is sensed with mirth
The fearful joy of lifeless life gives a birth.

Within the maze of failures, the victory stands,
And the erased lines reunite the two lost hands.
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When The Dream Will Be Broken

When there is no conversation,
Written words do play the vision;
Someone seems to say silent story,
But senseless silence creates worry.

Someone is there on the other bank

To note fortune in distinguished rank;
And the other here to sow future seeds
To fulfill all dreams and real, royal needs.

Boats have lost their ways as time passes,
Only past images dance in broken glasses;
The breach has stretched its distance dread,
None to bridge, connect or tie torn thread.

And when the dream will be broken shortly,
Two melancholy minds must meet merrily.
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O Lost Umbrella!

A day long before
When rain came
Upon you and me,
The lost umbrella
Did smile behind
Its beautiful veil.

It is raining today
Upon my lone head
And none to hold
The lost umbrella
And its beautiful veil.

The rain will come
Oneday or the another
And there will be you

To hold the lost umbrella.

The lost umbrella
Would be renewed

Perhaps with colour-veil.

The lost umbrella will be
Written then definitely.

O lost umbrella!l
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Virtual Love

Solitary we are with many friends,
Virtual love is now our modern trends.
The reality melts in obtuse obsession,
To pass time thus is infant's infatuation.

I and you, so close, yet at a distance,
Fingers touch with lonely, lovely dance.
The more intimate we are in the mind,
The less hearts connected me and thine.

Vague virtual love that is about to mature,
Immature recurring forebodes its failure.
When fixed connection a little interrupted,
Momentary 'mind-game' mournfully nucked.

High time now for youths to twice think,
Can love throw away virtual solitary link?
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Vagabonds

Living under the shadow of tree,

Is it a lively lonely life of free?

In hot Indian Summar noon

The couple need to eat soon.

The shadow is only, lonely shade,

Hot wind does their faces fade.

They dance in joy with the horn,

Train penetrates in their dusty corn.
None to help them, none they ask,
Everybody favours them wearing mask.
Vagabonds they are in railway station,
Should we learn from them a lesson?
What a bound life that they freely live,
Squeezing biter honey from reality's hive.
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Drive

On my way on bike,
When I am on a hike,
Many faces I do like.

Slow should be my pace,
Holding tight accelerator's face,
I am the the driver, the base.

In my mind's abacus,
I count the face's flash,
Every beauty hits with a slash.

When this imaginary drive is over,
Ecstasy does my benumbed body cover,

And Platonic pleasures do then hover.

Beauty faces do I like, like a photographer's cushion
Still faces fade away after short lasting impression.
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Sickness

A hope was it,

You would come

Before my brooding eyes.
I was sick.

A nameless disease
Caught my mind,

And I did wait to hear
Your ringing loving voice.
Some suppressed stories
Slashed my soul and spirit.

I am sick now,

I, too, do wait now

With a slight ray of hope
To set out a new journey.
But my eyes are brooding,
Pale, in hopeless colour.
The distant silent words

Do sing notorious noise

In my unfit, calmless brain.

I will be sick in future too,

And the balm, your words

Would do nothing positive.

Failure would stamp on you.

I, with joy of victory, would dance
Behind your dropping eyedrops.
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Think Of A Day

Think of a day,
When you'll know, I am no more,
What would crush your mind first?

Think of a day,
When I'll lie still and cold,
What would your hot hand do?

Think of a day,
When I'll burn to ashes
What would your hope do?

Think of a day,
When I'll be a still picture,
What would your brush do?

Think of a day,
When definitely I'll be forgotten
Through the maze of running time.

Think of a day,
Perhaps, one day, may be
Thought or chanted silently.
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Poetry

Let me take some rest

Upon your restless heartbeats
Worried am I or not

I know nothing

You with me to help me out

Cry I will and laugh will everybody
I dont care to hear

Nonsense is going on
And will on till I die
And rest my inkless pen in pain

Heavy my hand now
Light my mind without suitable syntax
No punctuation no restrictions no rhyme

Is it a poetry or a mad talk

A wastage of time and blue ink

Modern postmodern or beyond all genres
Who to judge and how

No answer but still
Some words do play in nonsense ground

And no reader to watch the match.
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Compartment Kiss

The running compartment metro kiss,
Sometimes before public is not a bliss.
The angry old co passengers shout,

'Beat them, beat', they say without doubt.

'Beating is the principle in this case’,
Masters of society thus rule the 'base’.
Hollow superstructure that they frame,
Revolution'll collapse 'unconscious' brain.

Law permits private and public to melt,
Blackish minds set shameful illegal belt.
When an Eve teaser lurks over a woman,
The illegal law makers silently make it fun.

Let them have a concent compartment kiss,
But remember always may it not be a bliss.
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Bright Star

Let love shines amidst black darkness
Like that Bright Star's beauty-brightness.
O my rosy Stella, can you hear my shout
And solve my mind's darkness and doubt?

The setting Sun sets long lasting waiting
With the hope of your bright, shine viewing.
O you there, miles to touch your slim fingers,
And here I burn to die with waiting's angers.

Know nothing how to melt my soul in thine

And to form Donne's one room universe fine.

Let you fall, die and burn into worldly ashes free
Or allow me to die and be a part in stardom tree.

O Bright Star let us erase all conditions here,

And I too wait here and you too shine there.

The everlasting love will continue to live for years
Through many mundane verses' Platonic fears.

The knife of desires threats my body to torn,

Who does care I don't know in this lovely morn.

Let my soul be happy and calm through the ladder,
And then I know there will be no distinguishing border.
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Un Scaned Future

In every step of life's staircase,
Sewing dreams float, uncertain,
Over your ever happy ocean.

O I am the Rider to the Sea

Over your waving terrible beauty.
The 'terrible beauty' summons

To experience the joy of risky ride.
Let me fly, like Icarus, to fall

In the maze of everlasting future.

O blind Prophet, why are you silent?

But I know I am like that white page
Waiting to be printed in scanner,
Know nothing what my fortune is!
May it be beautifully colourful one,
Or the black and white, who knows?
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Valentine Value

In the far country green

I will go with my dream,
Hand in hand in this sand

I will leave to tighten band.

On the day of Valentine
You will be again mine,
Sleep covers my eyes
And all are not lies.

Rose, teddy, hug, kiss,

I will not anything miss,
Promise would utter words
To walk lifelong long yards.

The dawn breaks the dream
And I lie amidst the frame
To paint the pain of real,
To hug my soulmate soil.

On Valentine, pairs I count,

Of bricks and of lovers' mount,
Beside beautiful big brick-field

Where work is only life's shield.
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Ab-Sense

The birds are flying,

And my mind too.

Unable to respond,
Unable to express,

The bizarre black

Hope of lively life

Flies like nighty owl.

None to hear here,

None to prey here,

None to speak here,

None to converse too.

The dimmer shadows

The black night

Beside that foul tree.

The sky is high and free
To imprison the gray clouds.
Mist arises down the river,
Black paints down the earth.
I am here to sense

The Macbeth-dagger,

Or Lear' madness.

The propose day almost
Stands on the horizon.

A pigeon of history

Is coming pehaps

With a red rose;

Perhaps to propose

The modern 'Padmaavat’!
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Scientific Penetration

Beside the small dry stream,

There are fields of country green.
The yellow young mustard flower
Charmes scientific mind's power.

I have an android to catch her pose
And book to note her gestures close.
Yellow its colour, thin and charming,
O I realize you, my mind's darling.

Lets go leaving your green mother,
With me in my lab, none to bother.
I will research and reset your qualities,
You will be adored for the dualities.

My charm breaks with the flying one,
Butterfly taunts me for my penetration.
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Thorns Of Life

When the day breaks

with the broken morning memories,
The secondary morning mind
Laughs with dropping eyedrops.

Days pass by and

Heartbeats beat the hammered chest.
Red shaped heart turns pale

With the ecstasy of running time.

Night comes in the west and

The owls scream somewhere in dark.
An empty cage hears their sorry songs
And none to unlock the closed door.

Nights pass by and
Heartbeats rest upon the thorns of life.
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Let You All Say

Let me close my eyes
To see the farthest flies,
Flying here and there
To spread the air of lies.

Let me think some seconds dear
Wheather my ears visualise clear,
My heart understands now better
While my mind feels a taste bitter.

Raged tongue protests with silent words
And hands got numbed hugging swards,
Unable to move legs thump on ground

And I hear someone's soundless sound.

Let you all say, am I right or wrong,
Or its my madness's fantasy strong?
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Memory Lanes

Days pass by

And nothing happens.

The day begins

With lot of anticipations

And ends with meaningless failures.

The happy memory lanes of sober past
Haunts through soundless, worthless words.
Yesterdays taunt me like truant school boys
And tomorrows promise me better tomorrows.
Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow, never comes
And I lie in absolute abstruct today's blackness.

I 'm the 'patient' lying 'etherized upon the table'.

O the fading Memory of unending memory lanes,

Be thou my hope and meaningful medicine.

I 'm the 'youth grows pale, and spectre-thin and dies'
And I know thou my night's nightingale's soothing tone.
O Memory thou're the horse and I'm the rider Ariel,

Let you meet every night to lull my aching forehead.
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Soldierly Soul

One day when I will be here

To hold your hand, my dear,

Let everybody then hear

A love song of perfect pair.
Everybody'll bless bride-groom
And flowers'll cover the room.
And then a call may come

To resume my duty firm.
Soldier's soul is within me

For Thou I can leave thee.

The hand is ready to touch

The heavy rifle without grouch.
Before I kiss your lovely head

A bullet may make me fade.
Again I'll be here, in this place
For you to kiss covered cold face.
More than everybody'll be here
To bless you with eye drops dear.
There'll be no song certain I am,
Will the gun salute act as a balm?
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Handcuffs

Rain is falling over there,

Beneath the dark, grey sky;

It is night, Christabel's time,
Something there on leaveless tree;
An owl drenching in darkness,
Waiting like woolf for a prey;

Moon is absent, airless air

Moves like motionless moth

And mourns melancholy melody;
Raining sound sings every drop.
An idiot, pehaps leaving his wife,
Stands there to toy with time.

The owl screams and he laughs
with the horrible haunting handcuffs.
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Nothing

Nothing to think then,
Nothing to dream with nothing,
Nothing to do now.
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Raining Drops

The rain drops

Behind those eyes,

And the flood floods

The red hot cheeks.

No handkerchief there

To embank the drops.
Then the drops drop

On heated fruitless soil.
Grass is there, though
The colour is not green.
All grey, looking too old.
Drops after drops drop,
Sometimes with colour red,
And then the kite sings
The note of Nightingale
With perfect harmony.
Soil sucks the blood

With blacken happiness.
The darkness melts

With call of raining drops.
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Immature Imagination

Let's strongly stop our reason for a second
And let's die in imagination for a moment.
You would lie dead upon my dead body
Like that love-sick Juliet, the heroine holy.
But here is none to come back to life again
Like that acting herione for breath to begin;
Rather I'll sleep surely in eternal darkness
And I'll see you dazzled in this night fresh.
Oh! You are right, I am talking nonsense,
But please do suspend your disbelief hence,
Since we are now at out of the mundane ball
To play with meaningless imagination's call.
Surely I will be a fantastic failure,

Since our imagination is immature.
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Sonnet To Art

In every moment I feel a real rush

Like those little kids in morning brush,
And I become a hunter to hunt the rhyme
To create carefully a beautiful poetry fine.
Boredom chokes my mind when I fail

To respond with my failed, futile tale,
And my faded feeling hovers over the joy
And love becomes the powerful time's toy.
Art thou are an extraordinary tool,

You have the ability to time rule.

Art thou are my mate and love

Feeling lulled by shadow of dove,

Can I be the real public poet?

Can I be the original prophet?
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We Are Going

With the words of Oodgeroo

I would say, 'We are going...".

Context is different I know,

But 'We are going' is true.

We are going with memory full;

We are going with learning rule;

We are going with the images

Of your familiar faithful faces;

We are going leaving the royal spaces;

We are going with lessons to live life;

We are going with brain sharp as knife;
We are going with many broken promises;
We are going with transformations within;
We are going to find our ways of future dreams
With multitudes of hopes and anticipations.
We are going with love and joy and morrow.
We are going and they are coming,
Seniors are replaced by perfect juniors.

We are going leaving all

Because it is rule's call.

We are going and never will come back

It is really a painful terrible mental shock.
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Waste Love Land

When I sit alone with you

With my imaginations few

On the grassland green

Down the sky in dream,

I lose myself in somewhere

To find my concrete pair.

I know you will write oneday
Something to homage pay.

I am to wait here for runner

And waiting makes me poorer

In body and mind, Tithonous like

Or like that sombre poem's Pike.

O what I am writing is nonsense
Reading Godot's meaning dense.
Some says waiting is positive,
Deliberately I pass thinking negative.
I waited, wait and will wait for ever
Say to me the Keatsian adieu never.
If my imagination loses you here

I will be the Eliot famous in future,
With my modern Waste Love Land,
With no 'Shanti' but only desert sand.
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Who Marries Whom?

Tell me who marries whom?
A male to a female?

Or the vice-versa?

I don't know.

I've gone to a bride's marriage ceremony.
Informations have come.....

'Groom, Narayan, has already come to
'Marry' our beautiful bride, Laxmi'.
Clarionet has filled the atmosphere

Since groom is ready to marry bride.

I have come out of the ceremony's space
To breathe a little and I have seen something
At the top floor light-'Laxmi Weds Narayan'.

Strange it is to find out, who marries whom!
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Memory

Memories are sweet and sorrow,

O God, help to protect them tomorrow.

Let past be present with me at present,

Be my present the path for future absent.

May eyes not witness your familiar faces,

But my engraved mind has painted brushes.
Closing my eyes when I draw an absent picture
Colourful is it in my mind's melancholy rapture.
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Hallucinations

What is happening

I can't understand,

Old familiar faces

Fade and go away
From me, my mind.
Am I the convict?

Or may beI am

The victim to suffer!
Hallucinations phone
Me and says, 'Hello'.

I am the silent looker
With my drooping eyes.
Images after images,
Fading though they're,
Braid a long cinema.

O I'm the Director!

O I'm the Producer!
The Hero and Villain
With a missing Heroine!
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Black Beauty

In every night I try to write

A stroy that was once bright.

A careful attempt is made

To enlighten the memory fade.
From childhood to present day
Imprisoned well words do play.
Someone told me something,
And I mention merrily everything.
Somebody mocks me as poet,

I feel proud that has no weight.

I pen painly such plain nonsense,
Hazy handwriting hovers over fence.
White paper smiles with lines

And black beauty silently shines.
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Marvel Christabel

In every night when I wait

Closing my eyes with sweat

For your arrival in my mind,

My heart with hopes does bind

The empty chapters of experience

Of how to become a King from Prince.

Will you be my Queen dear?
Why don't you try to hear?

If your happy feelings do fear
I swear I'll be your protector.
O Princess, be you my Queen
Love's world will be evergreen!

O the lovely lady Christabel!
To me you are really a marvel!
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Altered Love

O Love let you fly away,

I want to free you today;

You try to bind me out

And I don't hear your shout.

In darkness, blackness colours
The iron pictures of beauty bars;
And I do cage my soul uncanny
With empty thoughts funny.

The meaningless body bleeds
The blood of passion's seeds.

O cursed Love, fly away, fly away
And meet me when soul and mind play.
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Nonstop Morning Song

When my soul in thy melts
Night's darkness blossoms

The flower of eternal love

And the everlasting dove
Springs in out of mind's tangle
Like the little pretty nightingale
Behind the beautiful green

And it is world of dream

And let not you come early

And wait to make all happy
And let happy hours be core

If you the Sol remains there more
With your mournful lovely lady
To make the Moon more merry.
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Waiting For Reaction

I am waiting wearily at wet night,

For something or for somebody.

What would happen in the next hour?

I try to predict, but fail at every time.

Nothing happens, but uncanny desires

Choke my throat with eyes ever closed.

A fear of some sort of unknown uneasiness
Teases like those trained train Eve-teaser.

The freedom of life has imprisoned me ever,
The sucess has handed me mournful trophy,
Early natural words have turned into unnatural silence
The present brightness foresees the dark future.

In darkness I try an empirically proved examination.
Fruitless it is as the caution on the smoking cigarette,
'Tobacco causes cancer', I cry aloud with microphones.
Somebody, no perhaps everybody, laughs at me merrily.
Futile everything is in the fruitless, futureless, fanatic world.
I lie etherized upon the bed speculating on the 'waste' land,
And waiting for the chemical reaction to be followed faithfully
With the inert, neutral, and unchanged shred of platinum.
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(Billet Doux 1, a poem by Sk Nurul Huda

You are my life and love, oh the girl,

You are the precious of all, my pearl;

You are Titir, the Partridge, nick name not I know,
I shall be your partner, a friend not a foe;

For your study you are not at home, in a hostel,
When you come what you eat I know in detail;

I saw you at Indus in a festival by God's bless,
The very day trembles my blood and flesh;

You may call it, for me, ‘the love at first sight,

So if you refuse I shall be a runaway kite.)
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Nonsense Failure

When the pen stops,

Pain kisses the mind;

And the untold stories,

Unheard music of life,
Speechless speeches,
Motionless motions

And happy anxiety

Converse cunningly

At the silent valley of Spring.
One tries to find meanings
Among meaningless signifiers;
And tirelessly tries to reconstruct
The real deconstruction of life.
He fails like the American Plath.
He is possibly a lonely lover,

He is not like Juliet's Romeo.
But can he not be the Romeo?
But now the painful pen is tired,
Who will be the Shakespear?
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So Innocent They Are

If Yeats had witnessed his early childhood days
With his little Stella in 'among school children',
I, the common, eye the God's presence in them.
So innocent they are!

So carefully complex in mind are the modern men
Whose every step measures the depths of politics.
But look at them, no politics ever touches pure souls.
So innocent they are!

They also quarrel but never stop their play in the field;
They know, all are none but brothers or sisters or friends.
Happy they are all the time with gentle joyful lovely look.
So innocent they are!

So innocent they are!

And so, I fear of losing their innocence by the hands of Time.
O Time stop your clock and remain fixed for the little lambs.
Let you transform all adults into 'primary' boys and girls.

So innocent they are!
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The Silent Celebration

Oh how wonderful to celebrate 'the silent celebration' within
When the sweet night brings unexpected tender tears

In my eyes and silent joy springs like a sweet spring.

My heart beats like a drum and fingers shiver in joy;

My mind runs like Olyampian runner with dreams;
Sleepless eyes weave the well-wrought threads of life.

Oh good Morning please come and tell, 'good morning'.

Oh I know that it is your heart's last blessings to me;

My melancholy hope mounts after your broken, dying words.
Where're you today? Where do you live now? I don't know.
I only wait for your return to celebrate, jointly with joy,

The sad success and the subsequent silent celebration.
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Confusion

When Confusion did confuse the confused mind,
Laughter brought the beauty of God, the Joy.
After day's life long journey when Boredom
Dominated the bored mind like city dwellers,

The complete confused mind got enlightened.

Oh! What am I saying? Am I confused now?
Perhaps, yes, I am confused.No, I am not so.
What confusions make me more confused?

Need a whole white sheet to calculate confusion?
When sweet Sunday becomes melancholy Monday,
I, a confused man, work on that sweet Sunday.

O Confusion! I want to walk with you forever
Since your pleasurous plain playings bring happiness.
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Oh! My Mutual Friend

Oh! my mutual friend I want to say something,
I, friend or not, am going to tell you everything,
But to exchange or to say, I and you have nothing.

Oh! expand your hand in the chill cold,
I want to hold it with the steps bold,
But I cannot because my hand is old.

Oh! I try to diminish the everlasting distance,
I want to show my damned countenance,
But I feel your everlasting universal absence.

Oh! where you are in such postmodern condition,
I am the quester in such alienated empty tradition,

But I am proved a failure to save friendship's defination.

RAJAT GHOSH



Waiting

Everyday everywhere everybody is waiting.

Waiting, waiting, waiting, waiting and waiting

With multitudes of anticipations and hopes.

A baby is born with eternal waiting to die;

Oh! What a purpose of waiting for few years!

You wait, I wait and ripens the time to meet;

Oh! If it be an eternal meeting! No, it is not so.
Religious Gurus ask everybody to wait for better:
'Don't question, no question, just wait and wait'.

We are silly Fools at the hands of wanton Time,
We're painted performers performing provisionary
The painful picture on a pitiful phenomenal stage.
Today we wail for Yesterday, and wait for Tomorrow.
Oh! Vladimir and Estragon what are you doing here?
Tomorrow will never come, and all shall understand:
Everybody is a waiter to serve here temporarily;

It is like an eternal Waiting Room in a station

To wait for next train to reach at Godot's station.
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Non Sense Poem

I want to play with you.

But how to play I don't know.
Let you learn me please.

I will wait till I learn.........

Oh! Do you say something silently?
Please repeat once more.
Nonsense? me? you are right?
Why I come here, tell me.....

You gave me birth, true or false?
I don't know what I don't know.
Race has started to stop.

No stop before stop.

What is going on has no sense.
Journey has started early.
Will reach one fixed destination.
Sure.But why? No answer.

Who you are? Invisible?
What you are? Uncanny?
Why you are? To guide?
Where you are? Everywhere?

Answer me.Answer me.
Negative? or Positive?

What? What you say?

I don't know what I don't know.
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Hand

A hand,

An old ugly hand,

A dirty shivering hand

Stretched itself beside a railway bridge

For a penny to gain the grain for the day.
Another equal hand clutched the bamboo

To make the bending body upright for a second,
But failed time and again.

The mouth stopped speaking perhaps for years,
Sore lips filled with reddish saliva,

Yellow eyes were almost closed their shutters,
Bare blight body was perhaps polished never,
Long curly white hair, beard and mustache forgot
To invite the barbar even in that sweet season.

It was puja time, Durga puja,

And holidays for long two weeks.

The daily-passengers were happy, talking, calculating
The puja-bonus, preparing plans for extra little money.
Some said, 'Tour to Kolkata', some, 'Saree and jewellery'.
Many planned to increse the sum in savings passbook.
Various multiple plans planned before train's arrival.

The stretching silent hand was as usual.

Nobody planned nothing for the penniless hand.
Train came, train departed with planned people.
The ugly hand waited and waited for a better day.
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I Am The Odd 'other'

I am too odd to be fitted with you.

When you go to school to study,

I study nature in the field with the cows.

When you read books behind teachers,

I read the scorching sun shine bright.

When you take 'mid-day-meal' in mid day,

I take only water to feed my Himalayan hunger.
When you play cricket at tiny tiffin hours,

I, too, play, not cricket, but with time to collect wood.
When you come back home and take rest,

I, too, come back and forget to take rest.

I am the 'savage', one who has no education.
I am the one who has a heart led by 'emotion’'.
I am the 'proletarian' who works for you few.

I am the the penniless who hates your wealth.
I am the wretched sinner in your rulling eye.

I am the 'other', you are the superior brother,

I am the dazzling dark, you are apparent alight,

I am the beautiful black, you are the faintly fair.

I have a huge heart, you have only a narrow mind.

If my heart loves, can your mind understand it's beats?
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Hope For A Beautiful World

Oh Iswar! Oh Allah! Oh God!

Are You present in present period?
Are You the Omnipresence?

Are You the Omnipotent?

I doubt, perhaps, for your silence,

I doubt perhaps You exist only in
the Gita, or in Koran, or in the Bible.

'Are You ever present in absence'?

The question answers no answer.

Reality seems to tell me...............

You have lost your weak way in the

Maze of venomous vapour of Civilization.
Thirsty Earth wants to swallow only blood
Only to flood its hunger for more blood.

Man is Man's mutual foe today.

Faith has already started its journey towards the
Faithless Horizon and Love has forgotten to define itself.
Mechanization has chocked Conscience carefully,

And the hungry Beasts run, run only to hunt victories,
And the young innocent Buds perish prematurely.

Idealism now knocks at the door of the Crisis,

Oppression, Repression, Torture, Terror, Murder

Top up the white Sky and make it grey and black.

The Light of Protest is too paly to prick the black,

Protesting and resister Sun sleeps among the silenced Stars.
Too bleak, too bleak and bizarre the baren beautiful Earth is.

Is there no way to get out of it?

Where is Hope? Perhaps sleeps too.

I only look forward for a Storm, a West Wind
To destroy the devastating Destruction

And a simultaneous Shower to nourish

The baren beautiful Earth.
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A Song For My Lost One

I have lost you on this day when I was eight,

Every Spring brings this day to renew memory light.
All days run in rapid race through works to cover,
But today's morn is dedicated to pluck the flower.

I clean carefully your smiling fixed, framed, faded face,
I wreathe and decorate flowers faithfully with lace

And incenses' aroma alters room's time and space,
And light memory is enlightened with memory fresh.

My memory reminds today how you loved me carefully,

How your tender beating brought elfish naughtiness holy,
How your perfect protection prevented perils to play fouls
And how selfish I'm to provide only one day's short renewals.

Time had cut the cord carelessly between you and me,

And I today try to tightly knot the torn lace in mournful glee.
But I fear Time, my friend, for your powerful invisible hand
That may force me to abandon you for my new love band.

Time.... Time..... it is only the Time that is only fruitful for me,
Time'll force you to fade, in inverse carry me close to death sea.
You had crossed Lethe and I am to wait here at bank for bargee
Who would help me crossing river to visit your region gloomy.

RAJAT GHOSH



Birthday?

Birthday? Birthday? Birthday?
What is birthday? .................
How to celebrate a birthday?

...................... Oh yes I know,
My Friend, birthday means
Sweet cake with name on it,
Names on everywhere, on
Coloured candle-stick, on
Balloons, on caps, on gifts,

On everywhere.Isn't my Friend?

........................ Oh wait my Friend,
Please wait my Friend and hear
My unheard unusual ugly story.

.......................... Oh I understand
You are busy.Ok let me speak

In brief.Please hear.Don't go.

Hear three lines only, my Friend.

I don't know my birth day.
I don't know my parents too.
I am an orphaned brick-field boy.

................ Oh what a joy, Birthday?
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A Request To Rhythm-Less Eighteens

I had witnessed the Bacchanal quality of eighteens
Whose continuous courage converted blood to boil
And to convey vim, as pure as greenness of greenery.

I was a witness to plead before all the vigor of eighteens,
How their prevented protests turn'd the authority to coil,
And how their worthy works hustled the religion's gallery.

I had seen the deep, dence love of youthful eighteens
What led our young Khudirams to protect Mother's soil,
And how their deathless deaths developed white rivalry.

I had observed fearless, fierce, furious battlers of eighteens
Who saintly sacrificed their breaths at Kargil's cold toil
And respectfully rested after answering on 26/11 burglary.

Sad! it's now to think of modern youths at twenty one's dawn
When the young buds wither by society's corrupted weather.

The vealy veins run the deadly drugs in limitless compulsion

And the addicted souls seek anchor at the tainted tower.

The broken thoughts swallow the youthful youngs' intellect

And lead saucy pedantics to utter infatuated words of protest.

Sad it is when a friend fails favourite friend's memery to protect
And readily accepts uncanny 'friend-requests' in time shortest.
Mournful really it is when Protest sleeps at dark-black hearts,
When a perverse youth embraces rope for 'rarest of rare crime'.
Yes, I'm standing where a young Turk loses way in mirage deserts.
So let eighteens be careful and think about your rhythm-less rhyme.
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Dengue

Let me kiss your skin,
Wait and feel my painful suck.
Fever.....Pain....'DENGUE"' must.
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What Is Life?

Life is like a River
With influent and effluent
But finally meets Sea.
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The Story Of A Man

How beautiful it is to draw my childhood canvass

When there is no time through hardy work to pass.
How pleasurous the pleasures of my childhood joys
When I think them closing my deep drooping eyes.

Little was then I and as innocent as an angel airy,
Couldn't be tamed by none to be entangled tenderly,
Mother said me 'naughty’, father scolded me as haughty,
The loving school teachers termed me merrily as mighty.

I had friends many, uncountable if I counted them ever,

I had power then to have a complete control them over,

I loved and liked these adored all perhaps with care,

But I knew there was one who would be my helpmate dear.

So she was mine, a beautiful angel, lovely little lily,
My garden of life was filled then by happy greenery,
Full was life then as full tide or full moon in nature,
Which was only ripen to meet the everlasting disaster.

Then once came the autumn when green became yellow decaying,
Offering her beautiful pure white cloth took her groaning,
Everlasting silence possessed painfully the every sour hour,

Cry, consolation, pain, pang-all in my brain did slowly shower.

We had a creation together, supremest thought I with hope,
Had I not preparations to make him a gentle-man with cope?
He became a gentleman enough to abandone me merrily here,
Since he freely chose to live lively without me over there.

I'm now alone like cursely-blessed Tithonus, waiting and waiting
For Death that never tries to make me soundly sleep by lulling.
My son, a supremely scholared social servant, serves over the sea,



I'm to wait here for his arrival after my five years' pleading plea.

He never comes, I know, since the working bullet had kissed his head,

A letter and minister came consoling me the loss of my sour shade.

Press, media, reporters-all were there to show the live-new-breaking news,
But was there anyone to report my melancholy life's black spotted hues?
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My Poetry Borns

When I cannot express my heart to your ear,
When I cannot equate my pangs to your heart,
When I cannot utter my deep dark words to you,
My poetry borns.

When I think the future days to come with you,
When I smile with the happy happy joys with you,
When I kiss your absent rosy lovely lips in darkness,
My poetry borns.

When I write invisible meaningless love letter to you,

When I sing absent nonrhymed self-composed songs of you,
When I draw your smiling still beauty in my mind's canvass,
My poetry borns.

When my lost-heart aches with the fear to lose you,

When my mind fills with empty thoughts in your emptiness,
When my melancholy love bids adieu forever for the better,
My poetry borns.

My poetry, though unrhymed, sometimes meaningfully meaningless,
Borns amidst the thorns of sweet selfish world of morning rose
When my broken thoughts embrace thy ever absent sweet soul,

And then, only then, my melancholy mind meets miserable mirth.
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A Real Day Dream

Oh how beautiful you are my dear darling
When I first see you in spring morning.
You are at beneath big banyan tree
Where the first flush of sunrays're free.

I see you with careful eye and your lips
Seem to tell me to go beyond that cliffs.

I am perhaps too ready to oppose your proposal.

I catch you lightly and start fly for celestial.

My Stpheanean mind goes there with a second

You are to guide me to that Utopian untrodened.

Now I am with you, forgetting who and what I am

And do faintly feel I am not now a living human or lamb.

I am pleased to see that wondrous social sight
Where the littles're not in forced painful plight,
where the hungery babies're not crying for food,
Where honesty does'nt pay blood for doing good,
Where one can live as freely as invisible air

And can choose freely one's own lifelong pair.

I secretly see the melodious maidens merrily moving
Who're as beautiful and colourful as butterfly flying,
Who're not spoiled here and there like the sick-roses,
Who possess pure passion and are'nt guided by X causes,
Who're like angels with the everlasting eternal beauty
And can only raise a sense of the pure, pious piety.

I then try to travel the truely tender taintlees nature
where no one but me and my beloved to beauty capture.
When we both reach beside the pollutionless long lake,

I hear someone, 'What're you thinking for whose sake? '
I realize then that I have lost my beloved for ever

As the Cuckoo before me starts flying due to fear!
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A Non-Rhymed Story Of Love

Had I witnessed a black burning bright girl

With bubbles of water on her whole body crying
And seeking help to live perpetually for one
Whom she loved perhaps much more than Juliet,
The eternal heroine of Shakespeare, loved the
Eternal lover Romeo? I didn't know.

I witnessed such a burning girl who made herself
Burn for the sake of love, a love that couldn't be
understood by us.I asked, 'Why have you done this? '
The burning girl did comment, 'Why should I live
When my love alters when alteration finds? '

Too much love, my politic policeman mind understood.
But was it pathtic or full of ecstacy to suffer

In love? I didn't know.

The modern Juliet died before my enquiring eyes.
Cryings were all around and consolations rained.
There was someone telling others, 'How non-sense
It is to die burning for love? A sheer madness'.

But did I realize then about ideal selfless pure
Love when my notebook did note? I didn't know.
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Beloved: A Rose?

Oh my beloved, behold the beneath solid soil
Where the rusty roses fall after night's toil.

How beautiful and precious were in earlier night
When they're placed in our first flowerbed bright.
But look, how insignificant they're in today's morn
Lying with dog-ploded plates just before the thorn.

Look at the red rose that I gave you is also there

Lying prominently prominent among the garbage fair.
But let you think how important was it a night before
Since I offered it as love-emblame from heart's core,
And was placed in your lovely looking handsome hair
Before my memorable kissing of your rosy lips with care.

Oh how significant become insignificant in one night,

Oh how precious become inexpensive in one sun-day bright.
But beloved, you don't need to fear my obtuse observation
Since you're more than the red rose in my meaningless notion.
Be you sure of my ever spontaneous faithfully faithful love
That makes us unique in the entire realm of songs of love.
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Black Ink, Above Death

Thunderstruck it was when I heard

The news of my friend's mother's death.

'That she is no more', said a ground guard

That guards their door with full fathom faith.
There was flood of eyedrops made air grief;

Oh no! there was no water but a heart's pang
When I knew how she died in brief

And made me argument against death, not sang.
Oh Death! you are indeed very cruel

Throwing all livings to thy dusty soil.

Yes, you are stronger taking us as gruel

None can escape from thy deathish coil.

But oh Death! I myself tremble to summoned hear
My black ink never has no such fear.
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Twelve Hour

O beloved! Hear out me

What I say solemnly, See

At my face please, away

Not from my sight, sweet, anyway.

O beloved! You say 'nonsense'

For my seeking some sense;

Don't say "no' to me hence

For Second is rounding within fence.

You are Hour standing upper

Between eleven and twelve after supper;
Minute is below to you proper]
Standing very close to six like hopper.

Mark the Second's continuous moves;

How its ticks make Minute smoothly moves
Towards your slow monotonous moving Hour
Minute must meet merely at twelve hOur.

Climax! Twelve-it is now at last;

Minute now hides Hours' honey chest.

After sixty ticks Minute will discharge Hour
And will wait counting twenty four with sour.

Life is like twelve hOur, very brief sweety,
Let not wend a way with deadly delay,
Charge is full and may lost now.

So be haste always as we are Time's POW.

RAJAT GHOSH



