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Summer's Love

The orange sun was too tired to glare,

The leaves were too lazy to rustle,

And | was to deep in my dreams about you,
To feel the water playing at my feet.

It was summer, and you were out at sea,
Waiting to find some new land.

And, I, my love, was waiting for you.
Waiting to find you.

Waiting to hold you, and breathe you

| was waiting for you.

The summer breeze was playing witt
golden strands

tickling my ears, talking to me.

Telling me you would come soon.

And raised a new hope that | would be able
to hold you soon.

The butter-gold butterflies danced before my eye
The red tulips gently swayed in the breeze

The sparrows came to invite me to their nests
The yellow canaries and white pigeons flew by
Mother Nature talked to me.

My feet were dipped in the blue 'River of Dreams'
Where the sweet, cold water caressed my skin

| wet my hand in the 'River of Dreams'

And saw my future sparkle in the sun.

| saw your face glitter in the water, happy,

So near--yet so far.

| was waiting for you to come

To breathe your breath

To touch you, to feel your skin

To dream in the 'River of Dreams', with you.

The gentle summer breeze in my golden strands
The red tulips swaying in the breeze

The silence of the lazy leaves

Your glittering face in the river

Were all signs.

All signs, that my only dream--to find you.,

Was soon to come true.

That my summer's wait would end soon.

Sophia Carmine
Dhaka

Tanguar Haor*

A moonlit night in autumn

She beacons me in her abode

With the dancing of waves, melody and songs
The silver-fish girl.

She descends from the heaven

'‘Shakuntala’, my darling

charming nectar adorns her corporeal beauty

enchanted | am

| am bustling about from one place to another.

Water, vast expanse of water all around,

Delighted beauty looms large beneath the dark blue sky,

The white, black, torn clouds

As if they had sweet friendship with the fish-girl.
Ahill is there, it allures as a lying paramour,

Green attachment inside the crystal water.
Ceaseless tight embrace of hijol, karach and barun
What an intoxication amidst the green karach

The top of hijol resembles the long, clustered hair of Nazrul
A new world is created in this world.

Her name is not in the dictionary, no picture on the Internet

All beauty, alove...

The smell fo hasnahena, songs of baul

The sweet note of doel, the melody of pastoral flute
All these are mixed up confusedly at the house of the fish-girl

It seems | am within my house
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POEMS

They keep coming--mainly by post-- to 19 Kawran Bazar, falling like autumn leaves on my desk, poems from our readers.

It's been a year since we published readers' poems last May, and when the file marked 'Stuff' grows bulky and unwieldy, as

fat as the stone Buddhas in a Chinatown restaurant, when it reaches critical mass, it is time to publish some of them again.
Again, | have to admit | am surprised by the number of Bangladeshis spread far and wide in this green land of ours who,
however tenuous their hold on the English language, long to write poems in English. And though | do not pretend to
understand all of the poems sent to the Literature page, cannot figure out each and every meaning hidden in the broken
“Hlines, the hobbled syntax and garbled words, yet there runs through nearly all of them a melancholy, a tremor of sadness
{ *for which I cannot but feel sympathy. Life is hard for most of us here; harder yet it is sometimes to put that life into English

“ words.

Now, a different matter. It has been brought to my attention by some readers that not only poems, but short stories from
our readers also oughtto be published once in a while.in the-Literature page. 0kay, so be it. If enough short stories are sent
in from which a couple can be chosen, they:teo Will be published under the banner of-Readers' Short Stories.' But only if

enough of them come in. o

Earthquake

What and how is the world's go

Does it go down or upward grow?

It's not stable trembling always

To stand still there is no place

Now all the world is on quake

And none is there who can check

What kind of quake is it then

Is everything there subject to bane?
Now upward all things will go

Nor everybody is the quake's foe
Somebody is rising somebody falling
Everywhere downfall the quake not bring
The quake the world meets not a real one
Littles are falling down bigs are ungone
Come a quake where subject is all
Where nothing to rise or nobody to fall.

Devjyoti Kundu
Khulna

Lang
Fl"ee of the

All melody, rhythm, musical tempo are in the dream and feeling.

In this world of white twilight, all are dissolved
In this reservoir of water
In this Tanguar Haor.

*Tanguar Haor: a great marshy land in Sunamganj District.

Mohammed Ali Khan
(translated by Shampad Barua)
Sylhet
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Heaving A Deep Sigh

Each life has its own sorrows
Mine one is a withered bloom
Each life has its memories

Thine one is chasing butterflies
Each life has its joys

Mine one is swimming in the river
Everyone has something to wish
Thine one is peep well, dear,
Each life has something to write

---Editor, Literature Page
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Morning Rain

i know it in my sleep
the slow drip drip--

in the still pool

of the commode

by the window

flecks float

over a sooty sky

the grimy flannel of

an February morning--
schoolchildren treading
sodden streets

i brush my teeth

think of my mother
glumly despairing

of English weather
‘'never the thunder’
she gropes for the

the shawl and sighs
'of a monsoon sky.'

Chitra Mukherjee
London

Humanity

Humanity is

A meaningless pause
For humanitarian
Society.

Nuclear weapons
Brick-and-steel
Skyscrapers is today's
Humanity.

Making an Everest-like
Economy

Capturing business market
In the name of

Defining Old Age

Old age is poised for death
It is the reminiscence of the past
Old age is hankering for the
past glory
It is the reflection of the magnificent youth.

Old age is remembrance of
The bygone love
It is the mirror of the lovelorn
Old age is asking for
Diving blessing
It is the moment for
Closing eyes forever.

For a cynic old age
Is dearest
For an optimist it
Is a curse
For an octogenarian it is
The yearning for teen age

H. K. Chowdhury
Address not supplied
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Jerks me back to unknown feelings
Tears falling gradually Make
Sometimes | fail to recognize myself

All green feelings laid down

By the touch of frustation of a free world.

Tanvir Ahmed
Barisal

My Expected Day

Just that day,

On straightening up

Under the shadiness of the evergreen creeper
You put into words,

Within the reach of your opening,

To turn up tomorrow.

With keeping a watchful eye on eye,
We'll reminisce the loving expected day.

While sound gets turned into language,
| keep coming back to my senses.

Computing through fingers is on.
Tarrying vexations 're commencement.

At the end of the day,

Feelings augment incessantly.
The darkish night with demeanour
Rouses awe in the reason.

| await
Looking forward to the coming
Of the most auspicious trice.

| reflect whether or not

| am capable of letting my sweetheart
Know of my goodwill

With the red rose.

| cogitate whether
| can unclose the horizon of the heavens
In the dawning of a veil or not.

Much more afflictions go too far
Surmounting the limit of endurance ceaselessly.

| confide in that lingering
Of the minute of time.

Will my expected day come up
With a handful of love and affection
In the midst of us?

Laxman Gour
Tangail

To Float The Boat
Again

The river seems so small now

Still | can't cross it. For long,

Longing and watching from the bank
So many are crossing, lean and

Thin, poor and rich, so many so many.
In my presence, crossing easily
Sailing false. If | want fate

betrayed so much so much that

sunk sandy land blocked the boat.
And now trapped by the riverside
Waiting by the bank. should some
Little fish be caught, to gather

Some light and paltry capital. So

That a huge commercial boat could be
Built and float it again in the river
Sailing big with tightened helm.

'Kiran Jahan’
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Do Not Follow The
Leaders

Do not follow the leaders

They take no prisoners

They have no conscience

They have no truth

They work not for common good
Their parties are prisons

Their words are lies

They are not men

But devils in disguise.

C. K. Das
Rangamati, Hill District
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