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The Valentine Day

Todayis the 14th February
Nosorry, noangry
We are very happy.

Todayis the Valentine Day
Noviolence, no quarrel
We dancein gay.

Everylover gives flowers

To make him/herlover know congratulation
Everyisolated lover forgets the past

And wishes to get solution.

This dayisreared

Tothe every country
Aswerearinthe happy
Newyear and day of victory.

Itisnotonlyfor the adult
Butalso for girl and boy

Solet's go with our sweethearts
Tododelightand joy.

Pearls Drop

Whilst you come, room is full of sweet smell
Whilst you walk, I keep my heart under your
feet

Whilst you turn up your lips, honey drops
Whistyou smile, pearls drop

Whilst you close your eyes, world is covered in
darkness.

Mahboob-ul Alam
Barisal

Message For You

Wait for your next mail
It'll be on its way

If youlet your hopes live
It'll find you some day

Meantime you may listen to silence
Sail the breeze your forest blows
Taste everything along the course
Asyour insight shines and glows

Touch whatever needs your touch
In aworld that's got to change
Asyourise and rise to meet

The mighty god of outer-range

Visions and dreams, always true,
Make this great god work for you
If youlet your hopeslive

He will send the mail to you

Asifur Rahman
Dhaka

PRISONER

Oneday!laskedafriendin the prison
Doyouwanttobefree?

Heanswered in a strange voice,
Youcanfreeabird froma cage
Butcanyou free them

From the shackle of the sky?

Then1asked afriend who was justjilted
Areyoufilling free now?

He answered through his silent eyes,
Youcanbefree fromasoul
Butcanyouever be free

Fromyour own shadow?

ThenTIasked the people after arevolution
Areyoufree now?

Theyanswered in a mourning voice,
Youcanbe free from chains
Butcanyouever be free

From the struggle oflife?

Nooneisfree

Everyoneisin prison
Onecanonlybefree

Through the freeimagination.

Rumman Uddin Ahamed
Dhaka

READERS'

POEMS

| geta lot of poems from readers all over Bangladesh and abroad. They are slipped, metaphorically, beneath
my door or left on sunlit windowsills, gathering a film of dust before | pick them up. Here are some poems
from a fat file | have marked 'Stuff'. Because why not. Because a literature page in a sense is nothing more
than its readers and it must return once in a while to its roots, one of which is its readership, the great living
mass out there watching, reading, sending poems, learning, absorbing, tracking the page, getting to know
its quirks, coming to like a lot of the things done, critiquing some others, but hopefully always faithful,
always staying with us, cheering us on when we are down, waving when we are up, saying knowingly at
times 'Ahyes, you mean The Daily Star literature page, oh yes yes yes..."'

---Editor, Literature Page

P.S. And please, once you send something in, don't keep calling to pester The Daily Star staff about
whether it'll get published. It's indecent and discourteous. Leave an editor alone to do his/her job.
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LIMERICK CONTEST

And all the above makes me think that this might not be a bad time to start a
limerick contest. Entries are invited from our readers (Daily Star staffers and
regular contributors excluded) both here and abroad. The theme of the
entries must be related to Bangladesh. There is a limit of five per
person/entry. Last date for entries is July 15th, 2003. Entries must be sent to
The Literary Editor, The Dail}"Star, 19 Kawran Bazaar, Dhaka 1215, or to
dseditor@gononet.com, attn: literary editor. All entries must have their
mailing addresses, and/or email addresses. Failure to do so will disqualify
entries. The best three entries will be published in the literature page along
with photos of their authors. And if the winners present themselves at The
Daily Star offices, we promise to take them out for some interesting
conversation over lunch at a Chinese restaurant.

For all those participants interested in English verse forms, this should be a
learning experience. The limerick is a form of light verse (verse de societe)

whose popularity over the last thirty years is credited to Edward Lear (1812-
88):

There was an Old Person of Putney,

Whose food was roast spiders and chutney,
Which he took with his tea

Within sight of the sea,

That romantic Old Person of Putney.

As can be seen above, the limerick is a five-line (what is known as a quintet)
English poetic form with two rhymes: lines 1, 2, and 5, and then the internal
lines 3 and 4 (aabba). But wait, there's more: limericks use anapests and
amphibrachs, word/syllable groupings where a maximum number of
unstressed syllables give its lines a rapid, tripping effect. Participants
however should not be overly concerned about the latter, but the closer their

efforts get to the ideal the more points they score.
Limericks commonly have a slightly salacious content. As in

There once was a Bishop of Treet
Who decided to be indiscreet,

But after one round

To his horror he found

You repeat, and repeat, and repeat.

However, since ours is a reputable national daily, we caution entrants
against the overly titilliating.

As for the Bangladeshi theme, we can give the following two quickies
('quickies' because the lines do not move as rapidly as they should):

There once was a man from Fe-ni
Whose wife could never deny

She had tarried

And then married

Yet another man from Fe-ni.

There once was a mullah from Barisal
Who kept getting quite taal

He fell left and right

Then he had a fright

When he woke up toasted in a khaal.

So to all you folks out there: come on, let's see what you can do!.

Riverside ghazal

By the banks ofthe river
Ipineforyou
Bythemists thatrise
Ilongforyou.

Itisnotthe touch

Itis thefeelingbehind the hand
Itisnotthe glance

Itis the eye of the mind
Itisnotthe words

Itisthevoice youspeakin

How canall thisbe
Andyetwedie?

By the banks oftheriver
Ipineforyou

By the mists thatrise
Ilongforyou.

MiraHossain
London

Today's diary

5/2/03 7:37:49 AM Friday

Nowitis morning dear
Cloudsare allover the sky
Itisraining somewhere near
Winds are cool, softly they fly

Ilike

Mornings, clouds, skies, rains, winds-
All of them

Beautyismyname.

Always

Ilike them to meet

Happyis my spirit

Iaminmyresidence
Havejustleftthe bed

Onitall are scattered-

Pillow, katha, bedsheet,

Iam with the computer
Talking to each other,
Onmyrightisnorth

Windows are open,

Looking often outside the windows
And writingwithoutapen.
Thebuildings are still sleeping
Only sparrows are chirping
Voices and other city sounds
Areslowlyincreasing
Rabindranathissinging

In my computer CPU

There isno mistno fog
Thereisnomorning dew

Ilike

beds, windows, sleeping buildings, sparrows,
Rabindranath, mists, dews, computers, voices and sounds-
All of them.
Beautyismyname.
Always

Ilike them to meet.
Happyis my spirit.

Rais Hasan
Dhaka

Bangladeshi American

(for my sister)

Oncein Oakland beneath a
Curd-and-wheysky
Istood onthe pavement
Stopped a yellow taxi
Hoppedinside

And grinned

'Take meto Cox's Bazar.'

Iwentto aparty
Inatanktop

Danced and flirted

Smiled and laughed

Stood in the backyard
Bythebarbecue grill
Andheard Tagore songs
Fallingdown from the trees.

Ispeak English

Like a chainsaw all day
Inmydreams atnight
amanbyagreenpond
looksinto my eyes
and says
'Apnikemonachen?'

Gulrukh (Lily) Akhtar
Chicago
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