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| ' SIMRAN NOVA remade the necklace of songs,
-l LAY That you take as a gift, wear round your
oo NG The darkening sky pushed the crimson  neck in your many forms,

sun towards the horizon and the blue In life after life, in age after age, forever.”
of the sky gave way to orange as a And as she read, I relived it all in my
familiar figure appeared at the gateway. = head, as I had millions of times in the

[ thought I was hallucinating at first, last 20 years we had been apart. My
but then it hit me that it was not mind tinged the memories a romantic
possible. She stared at me from afar sepia as we walked hand in hand in the

and bit her nails; I suppose, wondering  deserted roads of our hometown. I
if she should have come at all. But then could hear the crunch of the autumn

MAHMUDUL HASAN HEMAL

What destiny seeks is a grave, a narrow place she stepped in and as she moved leaves as we stepped on them
To sleep a final sleeping. towards me, [ saw that shg hafi brqught carelessly. We swore that we w::::-ul'd
Unwise is what you boast for, a winning race me blood red roses; I smiled in spite of change. the world someday. I fell in
Or an obese bank account. myself, I could not believe she had love with her more and more each
Tell what gives you pride, O foolish human life remembered. time I thought about that day. The taste
What makes you happy under a tightened knife? She placed the flowers right beside of cinnamon rolls still lingered on my
me and looked at me with grim grey tongue and I could still see her tangled
The advocates with death inside their pockets eyes. She still had faint traces of a smile  auburn hair disheveled in the chilly
5§uc1fﬁziﬁzfiéﬁfsifﬁ; and your wife's locket line but her frown lines were much w%nd. [ gave her a bﬂuquet nﬂf roses
That what approa gh os is dEath. 4 | more pronounced thfan [ had with this very poem written in a piece
Tell, O my fellow, how you dare provide death ref:memberedﬁ_Her hair, too, was of paper hltflden in it. It was the best
A smirk with no confirmation of next breath? different: straight, brown and calm day of my life.
instead of wild auburn. I felt like That was the day before the
You live in illusion, feed illusion to your soul shaking her till she woke up from the accident. She did not come to my
When you forget the words. trance she was in and telling her that funeral. I left a piece of my soul in my
You can't sleep in your castle; awaken, you growl the facade of normalcy she was putting  grave in hopes that she would be here
Sleep blesses the truth. on was not going to impress me at all. someday, it only took her 20 years.
i e e ol o She reached o her overcoatand Ly as dead s the day n te
Y ' pulled out a piece of paper with her darkness of the night as she apologized
You hear voices, Nine fathom deep; they call you Liar trembling hands. A lel} of surprise for not seeing me for all these years.
'You are a liar! You are a liar!" - says the tongue of fire! went through me as a single tear drop She had left the town the c_iay after my
flowed down her cheek; I had loved death, she told me, and this was the
her for half my life and [ had never first time she had come back. She sat
seen her cry. She started reading from with me for hours in silence. At last,

o o o
S I j t w rr r Sl e o Shcch before she left, she whispered, “I am
0 CI a u s I ce a I 0 “I seem to have loved you in numberless sorry I had to kill you.”

forms, numberless times. ..
In life after life, in age after age, forever. * The poem is an extract from
My spellbound heart has made and Rabindranath Tagore's 'Unending Love'.
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Clean supreme, mind so green:
Find my words very mean.
Dogs eat words,

Men eat warts,

Sniff my breath of lies.

Write my ink, search the link:
Find my words very mean.
Dogs eat paper,

Men eat taper,

Skip my meaning to lies.

Read my black, blind to green:
Find my words very mean,
Dogs eat books,
Men are crooks,
Lead my voice to lies.




