Have you ever wished to
take the shining sliver of a
delicate new moon, a radiant
iewel from the heavens, and
dangle it off your ear, as
only a woman mignt?
Shower some stardust
onto your anchal, and drape
the sea's waves into a sari?
t is perhaps no wonder
then that the stalwarts of
Bengali literature, the poets
that speak to us all in the
lanquage of the heart, have
thought of that too, for the
women they loved- and
those who were their muse.




