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EDITORIAL

In these tumultuous times, as war and conflict ravage parts of our world, we are
reminded of the timeless need for tolerance, compassion, and understanding
among all people. The devastation of war is a stark reminder that it's not the
path to solutions, but rather a catalyst for immeasurable suffering. So, where do
we turn for solace? Perhaps to literature, which transcends borders, rifts, and
hatred, embracing all humanity.

As we navigate these challenges, we find hope in change, betterment, and
peace, with literature as our guiding light. We're proud to present the second
issue of our journal, aiming to unite literature lovers worldwide and spread
humanity and peace.

The most important aspect for the creation of a good journal is to create an open
and impartial platform for all poets. All poets should be given the opportunity
to compose poetry on their own accord and to experiment with the movement,
content and physical form of poetry in the contemporary context. The Assam
Muse Poetry Journal is also making a sincere effort in the realm of poetry by
creating such a common platform. Our goal 1s to create an open platform for all
poets to express freely, experimenting with contemporary poetry. The Assam
Muse PoetryJournal strives to build a strong poetic voice, transforming society
through creative expression.

As we carry on this creative journey, we shall attempt to honour writers with
exemplary creative expressions. In this regard, we are happy to announce that
under the aegis of Assam Muse Poetry Journal, an award titled ‘“Muktijuddha
Jumaratddin Gandhi Xuworoni Dikhow Xahityo Xadhona Bota’ has been
instituted which shall be conferred, for the year 2026, on renowned poet, critic
and former DGP of Assam, Harekrishna Deka.The said award is a tribute to the
late Jumaratddin Gandhi, a Gandhian freedom fighter from Geleki, Sivasagar
district. He actively participated in India's Independence Movement, facing
imprisonment for his efforts, and was affectionately known as Jumaratddin
Gandhi. We're proud to present this award in the name of this eminent Gandhian
and freedom fighter. We offer our sincere gratitude to Md. Abdul Helim and his
family, friends, and relatives for their support.



Another award the “Keshav Chandra Gogoi Memorial Best Critic Award”
recognizing exceptional contributions to literary criticism has been instituted in
the memory of Late Keshav Chandra Gogoi who was a retired teacher and noted
social worker of Sivasagar, Assam. We would like to take the opportunity to
express our heartfelt gratitude toShri Purna Gogot and Shri Jyotirmoy Gogoi,
sons of the late Keshav Chandra Gogoi for trusting us and instituting this award.
The“Keshav Chandra Gogoi Memorial Best Critic Award” for the year 2026
shall be conferred on eminent poet, fictionist, critic and Associate Professor of
Assamese of Nazira College, Sri Rajib Borah for his book Kobitaloi Baat,a
testament to his literary prowess.

Shri Munin Chetia, an assistant teacher at Barphukan Middle English School,
Namti, was a dedicated social worker who engaged in community activities and
awareness initiatives. We offer our heartfelt thanks to his better half, Smt.
Ritamani Gogoi Chetia, a teacher by profession and son, Priyam Prakash
Chetia, for collaborating with Assam Muse Poetry Journal to institute the “Late
Munin Chetia Best Translator of the Year Award.” The said award for the year
2026 shall be conferred on eminent translator and writer, Bibekananda
Choudhury.

We hope this issue of Assam Muse Poetry Journalshall prove to be yet another
significant edition enriching the world of poetry, adding depth and significance
to our collective creative landscape and fostering a sense of brotherhood among
poetry enthusiasts and creators alike.

Shyamolima Satkia
Executive Editor



Declaration

For inevitable reasons, the name of our Journal (Assam Muse
Poetry journal) has been changed.

From now on, our magazine will be known as Assam Muse
Poetry & Prose Magazine.
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Guna Maran
Editor In Chief
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A Long Shert Story called Malati
Asok Das

Much have I thought, that like a stream,
Drifted across an infinite land

But, to cage her in rhyme felt

Like a grave injustice

Sometimes, it seems,

She holds a treasure trove

Of infinite stories, or

The finest fiction under the Sun.

The same stream of thought is on the
World’s path-

Having traversed hills and plains,

In the final hour, a whisper
Remains- |

Malati seems to be the name

Of a long story.
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Morning on the Brahmaputra
Abraham Aondoana

Dawn loosens slowly
over the Brahmaputra,
as broad as half-dress thought.

And fishermen pull their boats outward,
oars dipping into water
the color of steeped tea.

Mist lifts like a curtain.
Somewhere, a temple bell
tests the morning.

Females in colored mekhela chadors.
walk the banks,
with metal pots carrying daybreak.

Nothing has been forgotten upon the river--
drifting islands, monsoon fury.

names spoken once

and never again.

I am peering over the flow of patients.

and know the reason why people pray here:
not for miracles,

but for endurance.
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Love lies in our belly
Grace Sitharaman, India

Smelted from the primal fire of the belly.

Carved by the repressed matter of the subconscious
Embroidered by delicate heartstrings

Unfurls the carpet with human finery.

Studded with core emotion,

Embellished with love, loss and loathing

Love, unveils- the purest passion to Offer,
Receive, deny and

the sweetest weapon to

defunct and defeat

Love, thy fragrance of wild roses,

numbs my senses, derails my thoughts.

The drops of dew embellished on your moist petals,
leave my lips parched for more kisses.

I fear being pricked to be tricked

with your prowess to seduce.

I wish, how I wish to surrender

to your existential beauty,

They take away my breath

Yet I wish to live, to be loved someday by love.
Grace.
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Memory Jogger
Bernard Pearson, U.K.

A hand 1n the storm
A smile from an angel

A dance from the past
Under the clock where they met

A click at the gate
Brings a summery frock

A day at the crematorium
He 1s happy to forget
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At the River Ghat
Chintu Buragohain

At the river ghat, in its breathing silence,
a boat awaits.

A boatman

an oar holding tight in his hands.

Weeping Sunlight paints the water crimson;
And the oar parts the river’s skin,

the waves guide him;

across the river’s wide chest,

Towards the way home.

Morning breeze makes the boat shiver.
a song of life stitched,
On the boatman’s lips,

The scent of water, the pulse of the oar:
these are only his own

The river is his home,

the ghat his inevitable return,

Always.

- When the boat comes back to shore,
the sun loosens its last light.

He ties his boat’s rope to a putrid log
and quietly takes his leave

From the river

and to the ghat.

Left behind, the boat empties itself of him,
swaying.

still dancing for a new day

in the river’s unending current.
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What’s My Line?
Charles Rammelkamp

Ed Sullivan wasn’t the only Sunday night TV show
when I was growing up in Potawatomi Rapids,
frequently dreading school the next day,

losing myself in the programs

on our black and white television set.

Ed brought us Elvis and the Beatles, the Stones,
but there was also Bonanza, for years,

at least until the Smothers Brothers passed it

in the ratings, and it went off the air.

Tab Hunter, National Velvet, Lassie, Walt Disney.

But my favorite? Hands down, What's My Line?

I loved the host, John Charles Daly,

that erudite, professorial manner, the panelists,

Bennett Cerf, Arlene Francis, Dorothy Kilgallen,
sophisticated, intelligent, aristocratic. WASP (except Cerf).

The guests? The people whose jobs and professions
the panelists had to guess? All kinds!

A telephone poles inspector, a distributor

of World Series tickets, a man from Indiana

with a business that made mud packs.

A bullfighter from Boston.

And that theme song, tripping in on gay horns:
Let’s get this party started!

Somebody pour us a glass of champagne!
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Margaret Island
Dorka Graf, Budapest, Hungary

the bench is wet

but not from rain

it presses into my thighs
I feel a layer of sweat
that 1sn’t mine

their body here before me

the Danube doesn't shimmer
Just moves

thick

like an old bleeding

vou can hear the trees

scraping against each other

the storm is coming

a mosquito under my knee

[ don’t care

as if it mattered

how many places I've bled from today

you say nothing

just watch me

like someone who's already decided
to leave

but endure a little longer

in case I change your mind for you

vour palm 1s cold
and clammy

like a church door handle

gripped by everyone

but never used to open anything
like the fear you had as a boy
that you still can’t wipe off

the island isn’t quiet

it devours

everything

the ground vanishes beneath my shoes
and still, I stay

my flesh 1s open

in the middle of the island
where even the trees

can only choke

between the lightnings
and the river knows

that I no longer

want to leave
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Let it happen
Concetta La Placa

Let it happen...

Let the sun light up,

and set our hearts on fire,

let the wind blow without hesitation
on dry and ancient emotions.

Let the moon shine,

while the sun dies in the evening,
let stars shine like fireflies
reflecting the lights in our eyes.

Let it happen,

and let it be love,

that it is a unique and natural passion,
that burns like live embers.

Let that feeling sprout,

that takes root deeply

and that it takes strong root in hearts.
Let it happen.
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A Work Culture!
Dr. Pramod M Dhengle, Mumbai

Jealousy and joy cannot be in a jar,
Rule and rudeness cannot be in a row,
Harmony and Hate are always apart.
Who knows not the same,

Yet we love to hate and hate to love!

Gender and caste, class and course

Rule the office and officiate the order among each other.
Arguments and complaints take shape of personal

Not reaching to a decision for order.

Seniors seek silence as strength,

Set themselves for strategic win,

Though they know the way others know.

Finally experience and expectation are not the same.

Leader leads only to level the position

With a say, “Ignore, situation never changes, they are they”.
Rule and justice are not the favourite darling of the leader.
And, subordinates cite “Boss is always right”

What a chaos we ignite!
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Zubeen; the legend
Dr. Anurag Protim Das, Assam

A melody emerges in Assam's quiet corners,

A voice that that rises like hope in disguise.

The name itself, Zubeen, 1s a rhythm, a soothing song,

A sanctuary where weary spirits reside and broken hearts belong.
Your song permeates every ear like a river,

Dreams, suffering, and all we cherish are all carried forever.
From the metropolis to the fields, from the hills to the valleys,
This land has been enveloped in the consoling arms of your voice melancholic.
You are the moon's gentle silver glow, the first drop of the monsoon;

A poet weaved into a fantasy, a rebel with compassion.

A companion to the forlorn, a buddy to the unheard,

A fire that never goes out, no matter what.

Zubeen; you are more than just an artist, an emotion we cherish,

A song we will always hum with a deep-seated promise.

An astonishing gift to future and a blessing to all,

May your voice continue to rise like a sacred call!

For 1n every note you sing, our hearts learn to live again,
O Legend of our land, may your music never end!
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“Can Al write my poem?”
Dr. Suhasini B. Srihari

I feel utterly hopeless in this ruse of Al
Rather difficult to assess the intelligence—

[ hear a so-called professor uttering rubbish:
“You don’t have to read to write a paper!”
What have I just witnessed?

This is terrible than war—

Ceasing of reading,
And thinking...

I..eh.. well...

Words fall short, I feel dumb,

[ stare at the screen, too compelled—

To make that switch to ‘prompt-engineer’,

He will surely complete my thought, my poem—
But, no, I choose to stick with my mulling as such.
And realise that I am capable of creating verses,
Not grand, but merely true lines from the heart.

PS. I have just created a form-poetry resembling ‘Pacman’.
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The Vicious Refusal
Dr. Neetu Kumari Gupta

In fluorescent light and fifteen years of chalk dust,
She balanced worlds, now crumbling to rust.

Her husband’s kidney, failing in its time,

Her mother’s stroke, a sudden, cruel paradigm'

Between the dear ones, tugged by every nerve,
Two children waiting for the care they deserve.
She sought a moment, just a little space,

A child care leave to steady her life’s pace.

But the authority, a shadow, cold and stark,
Refused the light, extending only the dark;

“Not granted”, the verdict, sharp and undisputed,
Her pleas ignored, her human need uprooted.

So, the battle began, not with a roar but a hum,

Of silent strength, the will not to succumb;

Show cause notices, trivial, petty, designed to break,
Each paper served for the small mistakes they could rake.

- But she stood upright, a pillar in the storm,

Her purpose solid, her resolve kept warm.

She would not give up, though the system sought to bind,
A mother fighting, for those she leaves behind.

A teacher teaching, the lesson of the fight,
To stand unwavering in the fading light!
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PETTICOAT WASHING MAN
Kishore Monjit Bora
Translated by Bibekananda Choudhury

The following day of my daughter’s birth
I had been washing the clothes of my wife
a couple of loafers noticed that

and spread the news around

that I am a wife’s petticoat washing man

Actually I was not just washing her petticoat
I was washing off the blood of my wife

that stained the petticoat

living blood

blood of life and death

Even after seventy-seven year of attaining freedom
we remained slave

severed the left hand with our right hand

at the throwaway price of a closing market

at the end of the day

we sold off the country’s wealth and fortune

Now I declare with pride

the people I pass by on the way gossiping about me
Yes, I am petticoat washing man

am not like you that rips off one
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The Poetry Hearse
Dustin Pickering, Houston, Texas

I will live dying

pouring my eye’s incense
into liquor of faith—

the jar of alcohol

peering from the window.

her eyes are silenced as witnesses
while I devise the ultimate song.
parallel to my observation

the growing shadow is long.

I am hanging off a branch of night.
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Haiku, Prose, Haiku
Joseph P. Gillis

My eyes are puffy.

They're red from all the rubbing.

Wiping tears away.

There's blood 1n the streets in Minneapolis proper.
A Mother's children won't see

Mom again in the kitchen, in the study,

or tucking them 1n.

Had she been the only one executed in the past year,
it'd be mournful enough.

She really wasn't, and isn't.

[t goes on.

"Steer clear of them." a senator cautioned us.
Well, no shit. We know they are present,

where ever they may be, to terrorize.

A bully squad. A once respectable arm of the law,
now a lawless bunch of untrained

domestic terrorists.
While 1 avoid them

Cursing their ev'ry action
I won't abide them.
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Blissful pain
Jiten Nath, Assam

Once an accident took place
on the road

Much injured and fractured
my left leg

Doctor advised not to move
but to take rest on bed.
Though I was in deep anguish
It was a bliss for me

Because I had plenty of time
Searching favourite books

on the shelf

Since long they had been scattered and remained dusty
without opening a page.

I feel in my tranquil mind
Books would be sole friend
healing my wounded pain.
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When Defeat Blooms
Kamal Dhungana, Nepal

Victory hidden inside surrender,

The moon was still far away.

Feet grew tired of going further,

Thorns pierced the soles, and the body collapsed.

Vision got blurred,

With each passing step of time;
Thick sandal straps snapped,

And the journey stopped halfway.

The soul surrendered to itself,
Imprisoned by the feeling of defeat:
In defeat, people regret,

Slamming forehead into walls-

Until blood flows, making life cheap,
Offering their necks to nooses,
Losing everything forever.

But not all thorns are thorns of Roses,

And not all defeated souls are wretched souls.

Some defeat themselves, ‘cause they had already witnessed-
The future victory is hidden in that loss.

And in doing so, they keep winning

The whole globe always; all-ways in a different phase of time.
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My Dear Mother
Juraeva Aziza, Uzbekistan

My mother who washed me in white, raised me in purity,
Who stayed awake through the nights for our sake.

My mother who felt the world’s sorrow when I sighed,
Who guided my path with her prayers.

[ live without knowing what pain truly 1s,

My days pass in joy, in happiness and light.

[ grew up without worries, [ matured carefree,
When I see you, all my sorrows leave me behind.
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Not An Easy Chair
Lynn White, North Wales, U.K.

It used to be said

that a hard chair

straight backed

was best

for you.

Now though

they say

it’s ok

to lounge,

to slouch,

to curl up

in comfort

like a cat

at ease

in an easy chair.

But some chairs aren’t
easy

for lounging,

or for comfort

or for sitting up

straight.

They have a design problem
that is not easy to resolve.
It takes determination,

a palette of positions
and maybe a drink

to find a way.

And some deep thinking
on the matter.



Assam Muse Poetry & Prose Magazine

The last moment utterance
Karabi Baruah

The king of music

Is in deep slumber now

A long journey it was

Covered with bravery;

Music has lost its tone

- Words remain shattered, jumbled

The realm became silent
Emotions burdened in the throat
Unable to make an expression
Pathetic, inexpressible thoughts
Roamed about

In search of an outpour

Destiny, pure destiny
As was planned
How to forbid this?
Impossible it is!

A golden history written
To exist for ever

A recognition

Adorned with pride

Great honour

From the midst of the heart

An eagerness for heavenly abode

(Written in remembrance of the legendary artist Zubeen Garg)
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Karaoke
Marx Bauza, Argentina

The mind often travels to places the heart doesn't know.

Closing your eyes,
is like venturing into the vastness of space
where countless stars twinkle.

The kanji for poetry
carries within it the heroic journey to the depths of thought.

It is precisely there,
where the constellations of twilight dwell,
that we become aware of our smallness and greatness.

At the golden hour, |

I open my eyes and breathe deeply.

Gratitude fills me,

the joy of knowing that dawn will soon break again.

Meanwhile, I sit in the sacred forest.
I meditate until I see the cherry blossoms bloom within me.

The monorail stops on the outskirts of Tokyo.

Hot ramen reminds me of childhood.

Nothing is more tender than remembering karaoke nights,
when we were happy.
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Strawberry Picking
Malachi Edwin Venthamani

Rows of green creepers,
dotted with different

shades and sizes of red

thrive under the afternoon sun.

A cool wind conspires

with our secret intent,

giving a bounce to our feet

as we begin to collect the fruits.

Sweet or sour - left to chance,
but a whipped cream topping
is the great leveller.

The old cashier’s eyes shift
from you to me —

a quizzical look:

Strange lads, these two,

so thrilled

by whipped cream strawberries.
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TRACKS
Pal, Daniel Levente, Hungary, Europe

I look around, taking in the riverbank,
looking for tracks, animal tracks,
in no greathurry.

The riversideliessmooth, thesand of timedrifting—
itoccurstomethat I have no thoughts.

I strollon, watchingtoseewhether
my tracks might withstand time.

They don’t. I'm overcome by envy,

I pressharderintoeachstep;

I"d like to leave behind the kind of tracks
I haven’tseenbytheriver

in thirtyyears.

The kind of footprintstimecannotwashaway,
nor can sand, water, time, sand, water,
Nor man nor woman,
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UP TO THIS TIME
Modhumita Mohan
Translated by Dinen Baruah

What I was doing

What [ am doing

What I will be doing

Now where I Can be able

To make stable my stability

I want to stay but [ Can

Never able to stay

I want to go ahead, but

My steps lack proper place

To end the journey up

For Day after day, Night after night
I Search for the presence of

A lost period of time

Drawing to close quietly

A Long time in between like a song of the moon
I am on this bank

You are yonder on the other shore
Remembrance, perhaps, is endless
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Simplicity of Life
Rimamoni Borah

Something coming new in my life,
Like the Spring,

the queen of all seasons.

And I was surprised

for the novel make over .

I was someone

who always

cascaded like water.

I was someone

who always loved to live life

in the solitude of silence.

But suddenly

my wilderness became tumultuous
and I embedded in sod.

Now I learnt

nothing is dazzling

then the life we live.

Nothing is consequential

then the true relationships we enjoy.
And nothing is realistic

then the enchantment

of green nature.

The more real we enjoy

The more dignity we achieve.
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Season of Love
Preety Bora, Assam, India

Sitting alone on the green - meadow
Beside the blooming rose-bush,
My mind lost in the air.

[ grow impatient,

Like a caged bird

Unable to fly out;

[ miss the dusty brown earth,
The touch of the dewy rain,

The song of the birds,

The Whisper of the leaves,

The gentle breeze,

All that is visible to the eye,

All that is alive and vibrant;
Your smile gives me strength.
Your song gives me faith.

Your love flooded

My valley of love,

Not a single day, not a single moment
I can wait without your presence.
The madness grows impatiently.
The passion burns away to ashes.
The sparkle of a flowing river,
The bare branches of a tree,

The petals of the roses,

The moving wind, and

The endless nights,

Bring sweet solace into my heart.
All that's possible

With your golden touch!
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Secret Garden
Dr. Christine Chen, New Zealand
(Written on the rooftop of the Jorasanko Tagore House)

The night is damp.

Your sentences fall into the air
like birds returning to their nests,
like berries quietly falling on me.

Year after year

we read poems

we painted in the sky garden corridor.
Bells ring in the street.

Carriages pass

where are they going?

We never know.

We only see each other’s lamps:

lit, dimmed, lit again.

Time grows slowly upon the trellis.
One day we awake: no longer young.
The garden is still here,

the window is still here

yet you

cannot sit beside me.

Rabi, happiness is like silk:
smooth to the touch,

yet it slips away

through the fingers.

Startled birds sweep across the night sky.
I leave with them.

Do not grieve.

The sky could not keep my shadow,

but in your poems

my shadow will continue to grow.

Note:

Kadambari Devi was Rabindranath Tagore’s confidante and sister-in-law, a
childhood companion who took her own life at the family residence shortly after
Tagore’s marriage. She affectionately called him “Rabi,” meaning “sun.”
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Dear Longmang
Sangeeta Dey (Roy)

I bid a teary adieu,

With reflections on my journey
In your bosom, my school.
You were my exquisite retreat,
I sought to discover

Myself, my muse

And all the shades of my being.

The yonder blue and green of the hills seen from there,
Was my magical wand,

That did away with my own inner creases and blues.
Helped me release deep breaths

And exhale lifting spirits of tender, living green.

Your honeyed essence wrapped my being,

Like the folds of a mother’s apron

I'could smell the redolence of my working hours,

As two way learning process were scribed

With unfiltered colours in my pages,

With the pauses, commas here and there

Those were space for my growth, I rediscovered myself,
with introspection and retrospection.

These .....

As memoir today.

The metronome of my memoir,

Awakens nostalgia that hits me deep,

Can I find the semblance of thy milieu in some other land
In some other work place,

In some other ambience?

Though T perch with fixed eyes, answers are invisible.

On recollections, the vaccum stretches over the skyline in my heart,
Gradually I gather my pastels to make my attempt
First by drawing hope and acceptance.
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SILENT HORIZON
TAGHRID BOU MERH]I, Brazil.

We have counted too many nights of fire,
too many skies broken by iron wings.
Children have learned the language of fear
before they ever spoke of dreams.

No war can write a future in ashes,

no victory blooms from shattered bones.
The earth is tired of grieving mothers,
of empty streets and silent homes,

We want peace—not whispered, but rising,
like dawn that refuses to hide.

A peace that heals the wounded hours,

that gathers all hearts inside.

Let every border forget its anger,
let every hand release its stone.
For in the end, this fragile planet
was never meant to burn alone.
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From the Seeds of Suffering
Sudhakar Gaidhani, India

In the battle of the mighty birds,
I gathered their broken wings
that had fallen to the ground,
and as soon as

I attached them to my own arms
I soared into space.

And suddenly,

the clouds surrounding me

on my journey enveloped me,
and the King of the Clouds roared
and asked me,

"O bird-man,
where are you flying
at the speed of light?

"Your Majesty,"

"I have set out to find

the Buddha's begging bowl,
hidden by heaven.

Within it,

the supreme bliss of peace
has sprouted

from the seeds of suffering."
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Ecstasy at Bumla

Vishakha Kashyap

The cold breeze greeted us all

The sunlight partly fell on us,

The army greeted us with a smile,

At a distance, we could see China.
Vehicles moving... ..

Another busy country!

The army served us hot tea,

Everyone gulped it down.

With the snow all around,

And the mountains hovering over us,
We stood at 15,000 feet above sea level,
And everyone was stunned by the sight.
The army took us to the final McMahon line
The ultimate border!

Without passports or visas,

We were standing on a part of China. .
People are said to faint here,

For oxygen 1s low,

But I felt ecstasy...

And the inexpressible beauty

That one can only find in Bumla!

2

(This poem was adjudged as the Best poem in
Planet young, The Assam Tribune on 28" January 2016)
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THE SEA, THE SUN, AND YOU

Van Dien - Vietnam

You stand before the sea as dawn begins to break,
While on the far horizon, the sun unbosoms to the deep.
The ocean lies between, where light and water wake,

You watch in silence, letting a lingering shadow sleep.

Do you not see the sun, struggling in its flight?
"Tis but my shadow following your long and lonely way,
Bursting with the waves, waking in your light,

Drunk on the song of my love, in the blue of the bay.

Simple you remain, no need for sparkling light,
A woman’s soul, fearing the gale might make you sway.
Before the vast sea, as the sunbeams take hold,

Like a dream, you reach out to cradle the day.
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Swimming in the Sea
Dr. Abdul Mubid Islam

She came like a silent sea

With coy waves fondling the sleek gulls
There was a certain sparkling of the eyes
She didn't know but unknowingly knowing
Craved serious company.

The slanting patterns of snow decorates

The floors of her tender heart,

While the soft snuggle of the pillow
Caressed her curly hairs

Composed, coy and unperturbed by the chaos
Of the waves lashing inside.

I couldn't bring to bear myself upon

The charisma of her eyes.

The gale outside blew surreptitiously enough
Overwhelming both the sides.

Quite quaint a discovery of late!

She dazzled in the dim parlour

Of the harsh forenoon

Engulfing the tirades and

Acrimonious intent of the class.

Yet she lets out a fullisade

Of commotion in my quavery heart

Oh! how I longed to see her

To hear her—

To feel her—

The passionate warm brewing of her touch—
Yet she fades away again like

The ebb and tide of the unfamiliar sea.

[ wait and wait

Casting sidelong glances

Too discerable for fear

For fear I must if she tells her heart otherwise.
I have known the oceans and the seas for long
For long I have known humanity,

She is the eternal dove of life light

I am the raven with sinister claws

[ dance in the memory of her sweetness

Like the fox who thought the grapes sour

I dwindle in the levity of my darkness.

Yet she is the force that dispelled the gloom
Like the glimmering of the glowworm

I stand petrified!

Will Tever surf in her gorgeous waves

Or get drown in trying?

It obliterates. ..
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Wings of Passion
William Warigon, Nigeria

The lone, tired soldier walked back home
Free from pangs of a senseless war

He never envisaged his passion to roam
'T1ll his hungry eyes fell on fair Phibo

She was a vision, apt for his mission
Ethereal an apparition fit for adoration

Suddenly he flapped the wings of passion

Without any further ado sprang into action
Forgotten flowery words hurled in motion
Such endearments termed in adulation

Eyes locked, caution thrown to the winds
Arms locked, passion spreads its wings
Two strangers, infatuated, flew to Venus
And found their fated Garden of Rose

On wings of passion they have been flying
In the winds of love they have been faring.
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THE MUSE AND THE FALL
HONG NGOC CHAU, Vietnam

1

A windy night filled with emotions
The Fall raindrops gently in Saigon
Slow, fast shaking the poet's soul

Down and deep nostalgia is in full
2

ot

Withered golden leaves, the Fall is nipe
By the river, Summer sunshine fast rises
The love life of leaves whispers secretly

Lamenting with someone is sad misery
A

You are right a nice muse in arms

The charming Fall always charms

Is 1t since the day you return to reign?

A revival feeling heart flutters remain

4

The Fall gives me so many desires

[t gathers on a pure rose as ever

As in the desert, a cool stream 1s running
As water 1s sweet and fresh like mviting

5

The one has just passed the fierce storm
Giving back a lonely person a heart form
Real and dream banks, Autumn is a bridge
Opening in Winter, Spring 1s coming indeed

6

The Fall is a real self-made muse’s life

The heart and the mind are so bright

[t contains the poet’s goal about beauty
Intonation, rhythm, and rhyme regularly

-

When it's low, sometimes high like a dance
To bring meaning in treasure in accordance
The Fall cultivation of letters is magical
Praise love of beautiful persons for all

8

The Fall and the muse are present as ever
(rass, trees, flowers harmonize with nature
Clouds, sky, and wind harmonize with memory
Harmonize with the rising source of poetry.
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A Thing of Joy
Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar, India

A natural beauty

and a blooming bud

These are things to be sweetly loved

These are fragile,

So handle them with care

Touch them only with love

Creative aura spikes

exciting aroma and positive vibes

A Beetle knows better

How to awake a sleeping queen

How to unveil and an arousing soul

His buzzing around

Open the petals' doors

His slow and steady softening sounds
Stipulates such emotions all around

Buds slowly open her eyes

Beauty, indeed, likes to be sight

She wants to be deeply appreciated.

While showcasing her tender face

She likes the turtle not the rabbit

Who fastly tries to win the race

‘Maintain consistency, maintain the pace

If you want to win her heart |

Beauty cannot be bought by wealth

It is not a commodity kept for sale in a super mart
First dive into the river of love

Lost your ego in the dust

Shed down your arrogance, abandon your lust
Then you will be able to win her trust

The sweethearts will dance around you, I'm sure
They are adjustable more and more

L.eave space for them

Try to adjust

She can leave everything for a sincere love
Just give her priority all above

Beauty is to see not for touch

Just kiss her gently but not too much

A beauty is a thing of joy |

Consider her a living being not a toy
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Transmutation

Maria del Pilar Lépez Amorelli, Argentina

The light,
beyond the uncertainty
for the chaos and the storm
demands transformation and union.

The desperation
despair for the unreality of a situation
that goes beyond
of misunderstandings and needs
inherent to the human being
transcends borders.

The deeper sense
of freedom
generates an overwhelming force
- that shines
in the groom of the night.

The transmutation
generated
by deep experiences
tears the soul
and keeps alive
the flame of hope.

That 1s when,
. when the power of healthing and love
regains its value.

That 1s when,
transhumance
begins to require a deeper meaning
and it becomes impossible to think
of life without hope.
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In Front of the Qutub Minar
Lakshmi Kant Mukul, India

In the small days of my childhood,
whenever the bioscope man came,

a flood of children poured through the lanes.

And the moment the magic box opened,
the very first frame revealed
the Qutub Minar.

A slender reed of red and tawny stone,
piercing the sky,

outstretching the tall areca palms,
conversing with clouds,

colliding with sandstorms and smoke
from half-burnt straw,

it has stood for centuries—

alert as a steadfast sentinel.

Even now it rises before me,
amidst ruins, half-built walls,
and rare architectures,
gathering memories

from the hour of its making
to the pulse of the present,
breathing the earth, the water,
the shifting air of locality.

It has watched Delhi’s endless cycle

of ruin and rebirth—

the swagger., the cruelty,

the dazzling pretence of rulers,

the choking sobs of common folk,

their cries, their restless anguish.

It has seen the chameleon steps

of power-hungry courtiers,

the sly manoeuvres of brokers of the throne.

From the flight of birds
circling its crown,

the Minar has witnessed
how the six hundred thousand villages of India
are slowly squeezed dry

by the ink-blot greed of Lutyens’ Delhi,

how the ever-swelling NCR,

like a many-mouthed demon.

swallows its neighbouring towns and fields,
chewing the green edges of farmmg villages,
its hunger endless,

its appetite like a rakshasa

grinding everything into its dark maw.

Migration, urban glitter.

the deceitful charms of “modernity”
spin their new web each day.

draining the stored lifeblood of the rural.

Foreign capital twirls like bar dancers,
and our new generation,
bedazzled by neon dreams,

wanders in this dazzle,
half-awake, half-lost.

These are not merely domes,
stones, arches, or stairways.

This monument—this Qutub Minar—
with its tiers, its windows,

its latticed balconies, its carved arches,
is not merely a shelter for pigeons.

In silent tones it tells
of the past, the trembling present,
and the secret spells of what is to come.

Even when epochs are erased,
it stands, unwavering—

like unburnt posts left whole
in a field of scorched harvest.
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Poem
Rita Barooah
Translated by Nirendra Nath Thakuria

The birds of your sky
winged to my sky
and whispered a little

My birds took wing
to your sky

They dab their wings

with red blue pink hues
Now they are free

to fly in both the skies of one sky

and dab the other sky with them
They put the clouds

of my sky in yours or pour the darkness of one sky

into another
They put the clouds

of your sky in mine But the wind gave away

the secret to me that day

They spread That is the calling
the sunshine of your sky of the birds

on my clay courtyard They exchange things
the sunshine of my sky | bit by bit

on yours

day by day

and one day direct
They peck at the stars

of one sky and plant them they lay their hands

on hearts
and swap
two hearts

in another
and vice versa
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MUSIC OF GRIEF MUSIC OF HUNGER
Kangkana Thakuria
Translated By: Bibekananda Choudhary

An open umbrella of life by the side of the road
A fire on the hearth
Made up with three stones

Am looking with my cold eyes
Rocks do care
Rocks do feel connected

We say
Rock is cold
Rick is ice
Rock is hard

Actually we are those who

Look but do not see

Do not look but see

The water boiling noisily in the kettle in the bosom of the rock
-And the fire burning in our bosoms

We not wish to hear the mirth and laughter

That we hear :

As we walk down the road

In the dying voices of the people returning home
at the end of the day

Nothing else remains except the dream of a slice
of roasted potato

And the days shivering in fear

And what remains by the night at the end of the day
a sky a cluster of stars

No the stars do not feature over everyone’s sky

Over the hearths burning by the side of the road
it is an empty sky

The is no star

So much sadness

On the hearths burning by the side of the road a game of fire
Sometimes winning sometimes losing

Saying the game to be a war,
Before saying the game to be a war
Come let us play some battle music
Music of grief

Music of hunger.
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Owl and Theory of Fall
Shikdar Mohammed Kibriah, Bangladesh

Late spring's midday. Quickly the owl flew
Out of the hole of the tree. Like every day.
Sat on the branch of a nearby rain tree.

Wary glance by wifely eve- truly Stretching.
By these few days she realizes someone
Has fallen in love with her.

Interrupted intimacy- fleet lyrics all the leaves
Of the nearby Mahogany tree begin to fall

It keeps standing bare bodily like Adam-
Eaten forbidden fruit.

In shameless posture what is 1t thinking?
Does it have any senses- or any thoughts?
Should I ask Sir Jagadish Chandra Bose?

The trees have life - what needs to prove it!
Directly we sense a tree grows, buds, and
Bears fruit - even dies.

Who knows, maybe the word 'life’ is more
Theoretical and analytical, Maybe they have
Sensation - language and love too.

Not a single leaf left- is this how leaves fall?
In a rustle. Together. As if the tree says- falls,
They fly too. Even cross the border in groups.

However, this is leaf falling - not uprooting.
Uprooted is the tree that wants to exist
Even after it expires!

Creates secret cells in its septic body to have
A safe factory of producing senseless owls
To run an arbitrary anarchy of crows-vultures,

The owl looks bored at my indifference.
Went back to its hole. Perhaps moodily.
Smoothly. Since not a single stone fell.
No one threw- no naughty boy.

The mahogany leaves surround me at all.
But captured my thoughts by a group of
Owl men who are emerging from the hole
Of the tree evicted recently.

The tree is evicted - not really uprooted.
Sprouted roots in the lingering darkness
Still sigh throughout the entire country
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AS NIGHT COMES
Anil Kumar Panda

I watch the liquid moon shine

over the dark shadow of the grove
as night falls across the green dale
trees fall silent, boughs hardly move

[ watch the mountaintops where

dark clouds gather and pour down
across acres of ploughed fields where
new seeds of the season have been sown

I watch surly birds fly nest wards in
groups as sun dips down in the west
people are back in their huts and shacks
and lay down in peace for nightlong rest
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Quiet chapters
Anurag Talukdar

I have learnt the art to ignore,

no matter how stupid their argument sounds.
not everyone is worth the fight,

not everyone is worth my time.

they say poets are harbingers of melancholy.
1 simply nod and carry on

for no matter how much i argue,

they will never change their views.

they say that i am arrogant.

1 simply smile and acknowledge.

they feel vindicated, while 1 feel relieved.
i am what 1 am; -

why should i even retaliate?

they say 1 have changed.

1 simply don't bother.

for 1 have found my tranquility
in this chaotic universe.

who cares what others say?

a few good friends and well-wishers

are all 1 need to navigate

my remaining days and my remaining chapters.
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THE TRICKIS TO FIND THE GIRL
Misna Chanu, Monipur

The trick is to find the girl

And let her dance to

the alluring music of raindrops,
Let her compose her own ode
With the whispers of leaves
and the chirping of birds

With the sound of crickets
And the rhythm of snowfall.

The trick is to find the girl

And set her free

From the definition of

beauty and ugly,

Sane and insane

And the stories,

those have been told many times.

The trick 1s to find the girl

- and let her run freely

in the meadow of life

As wild as untamed horses,
Yet as soft as the petals of roses
And let her know

how to feel alive

with her wildness,

with her music

with the rhythm of

her own heartbeats.

E-mail : misna.sinha@gmail.com
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PURPLE FLAMBOYANT
Bui Dang Sinh - Vietnam

My childhood only knew the flamboyant in flaming red
Coming to Da Lat, [ meet the season of purple flamboyant
Suddenly, I remember you and the clusters of ripe myrtle

We gave to each other back then on the hillside

The purple of loyalty, yet love still drifted apart
You returned to your life, while I continued my struggling journey
The verses I write feel awkward and burdened

Who would pity a poet lost in idle sorrow?

Purple flamboyant today, red flamboyant within the soul
Bring back to life the old days thought to be long dead
The mossy green past is soaked in weariness

The wind purples the lips, yet the kiss still bursts into bloom

Oh my dear, despite any hesitation

Beside the purple flamboyant, we become young again
Salt remains salty amidst countless ocean waves

[t is not too late for us to meet, is it, my love...?

(HFT's English version)



The Incomplete Man
Sanjeev Sethi, Mumbai

The stanzas your father left behind
will never be read. The public square
1s replete with records of your callous
acts towards him.

Social media feeds have you ousting
a fine gent, powering your father's
bier from the privileged spot meant
for the son.

The bloke wore no boots, unlike you.
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The Daughter of the Waters
Gordana Karakashevska
North Macedonia

She drifts away from the shore

and the water level rises,

moving along the unspoken, the unflowed.
She spreads,

she unfolds

her hair,

making a path for the fish.

With her index finger she draws
maps of new cities

and midnight skies

upon the water that flows,

upon the water that has flowed.

The water that flows

carries along

everything it passes.

You can see them

there,

in the depths,

still alive,

her children,

peaceful and tame,

blind,

with currents and tributaries.
Rainwater drops

splashes on the surface,

then the water glows for a long time
in the layer of gathered silence.

Her children dream of the color

of the ocean

at midnight, until the universe quiets.
She is clear water, a clover,

a snow cloud that silently,

without a sound, hovers over memories.
She is a misty memory,

a river frozen in winter,

in the blink of an eye,

she is in the windy sea,

an island where you forget about time.
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Night Song
Ananya S Guha

It’s quiet now, the hills

In a sleepy trance

Celebrate the rains

As darkness thickens;

Over a hill town drowsy

With the rains early this

Year

Climate change they say

In a chorus, even as the soul
Goes into a stupor,

Conniving with these hills

To wet drying lamps

In a garden which welcomes

The rains as a nocturnal visitor
A guest in this town where the
Rains thrash against the windows
And the hills mournful stamp their
Signature on a hill town which
Never ceases to be one

Why will you be a victim
Of climate change?

You are Shillong in whose
Murky evenings
Thunderous rains clap

Into a perennial night song.
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KILING TISA POHOI THAIDO
Janardon Patar Mosorong

Kiling tisa pohoi thaido

pangai khai khoronge sagi hong mande
Kiling tisa pohoi thaido

gobha rajane muk manane sagi hong mande

padiri kilinge khaw pohoi lidom pholo phiringi
taw bo thaido pholo khugri kumuwa thai
umswai mathiw.

pei ne sagi hong mande pohoi thaido kiling tisa

padiri iandabu sondhi ne pangai poshore phaso o bo
nothong shodong thaidom Gobha.

chonanaw padiri pholo phiringi ne logo

pol tonga mon re ron ridom Gobha pholdon raw

Etha Gobha khlaiya honga

pol chawa honga Gobha.

Gobhaw etha kiri kanthuri rawe khop.
thonggole chona hongdo khai khoronge sin
aphot phiga Gobhaw

hebe sokol pathra ne sagi kiling tisa.

sagi hong thaw phiri phiriw

sagi hong thaw phiri phiriw... .
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Sé adisé Ngokkémang
Debanondo Pe:gu

Sé adisé ngokkémang

Pépudé kulu kulu émdodo gu:ni arigdé
asilo ji:butkang
Ba:buké lunam agomdém asilok pumpidémpé

mé:namdéi ngok mé:murai. o5 W Ty o
' g ; ORI (o1, TTIE
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e ; RO W4 WveET (2 FeFme
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The lines of my poem
Ranjit Sinha (Ranju)

One day, the lines of my poem

wandered across every land of the earth,
and weary from their journey,

they returned to rest around me.

I asked them softly: What have you seen?
They kept their silence.

| nudged a few words

from one of the lines,

but the others grew angry and cried:
Do not do this!

| raised my voice in return:
Speak! Tell me what you have found
in your tours across the world,

All together, they answered:

The sorrows, the pains, the griefs, the joys—
they are the same everywhere,

just as ours.

What differences did you find?

They replied:

The breadth of thought,

the reach of wisdom,

the senses of seeing and hearing—

a little different, perhaps.

What do they call “Mother” abroad?

Like dragonflies, like kindred voices,

the lines of my poem circled round me, dancing,
and they began to sing—

Mother is Mother—

here she is Mother, there she is Mother,

in every land, Mother is always Mother.
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Critical beauty of words: The Power of Words poetry collection
Sushant Thapa, Nepal

I am thrilled to have read "The Power of Words," a poetry collection written by
Binod Dawadi from Nepal and edited and written by Sydnie Beaupre from
Canada. This collaboration of two poetic souls have created indelible marks on
the sands of modern literature.

But it can also destroy human beings,

By its anger,

This is because human beings are,

Making earth their puppet and playing with it. (Earth) (24)

The above-mentioned poem titled "Earth" is a critical tribute to the mother
earth. In this collection there is a poem on war which calls for peace. The poems
in this collection are comfortable, beautiful, not difficult to understand and
peaceful. Readers of any age can find this book graspable. The discrimination
between race, caste and gender should be stopped and the book stands with this
idea. There is a path of guidance which is illuminating in this collection. Very
precise and nurtured words take us to a journey in this book. Life is one and
everyone has a precious life. When a poem is mentioning about life, it feels as if
larger-than-life idea is present in the depth of the poem.

Some spiritual elements are also part of this collection. There is a poem titled
"PanchaMahaBhautus." The meaning of Pancha is also clarified in the poem
which means five elements like fire, air, water, space and earth. Mentioning
about these elements show how universal the poet thinks and perceives. He sees
the world through his spiritual eyes and incorporates the universality. How fire
is defined as a god in the Hindi language is also considered. This pious
understanding of Binod Dawadi as a poet is his brilliance.

If you bathe in religious waters,
All your sins will be forgiven,
By God. (PanchaMahaBhautus)

The poet 1s defining each five elements of the Pancha including water, fire, air,
space and earth. The description is refreshing It gives us wisdom and
knowledge. Poetry is equally performing that task, here in this collection.
Affection of words bind us as readers and it is equally motivating.



Space is nothing but, .
A vacuum but it has energy,
Things called Gods, and sprits live in. (PanchaMahaBhatus). (38)

The poet describes space as a vacuum which has energy. This thought carries a
tremendous power. It is a wide ranging and flowering perception. To see that
vacuum has energy is a powerful idea which can change the world, and open
many doors of ideas. The universe is a larger picture and more than that our
perception also descends from the firmament. This awareness is a larger picture.,
larger-than-life and it does not disregard our understanding of life and the
world; it adds a consciousness. The poet is critical in his beautiful
understanding. Defining each element seems like defining the world and
understanding it by layers. _
There is a poem titled "Melbourne” which states the famous places of
Melbourne and why one should wvisit it. This poem takes us close to the
aesthetics of Melbourne; the poem reads like a travelogue. Tt takes us to a
literary journey through words and the desire to travel is stirred awake.

There is an interesting poem in this collection titled "If ] Were A God." The
poet says that he would be visible to all if hewere a god. I found this idea very
comforting. How artistic and crafty is his presentation, when he mentions this
idea. It really means a lot and has a healing potential. A visible god can also
mean that our prayer is heard by the almighty; this idea has a tremendous
potential.

There 1s a poem on "Friendship and Friend" and also Corona. The humanity
speaks through empathetic voice from poets in this collection—especially in the
poem titled "World Healing World Peace."

The world is facing Corona,

In such conditions Corona,

Becomes greater than the 1% and 2" world war,

People are dying of hunger,

They are searching for help (World Healing World Peace). (40)

The experience of poet Binod Dawadi as a student is also presented in his poem
"College." We get to know the author more closely through this poetry
collection. The world will know him more genuinely. His ideas are time
awakening and they speak of this modemn world. The poet says that American
dream is false, if you only have money for richness. The poet says that family
values are more important.



This is the work of my ancestors,

The art of survival,

I am a farmer,

I am poor,

But I am happy. (Farmer) (81)

In the above-mentioned lines the poet sings the song of the soil. Farmer is
brought to life; farming being the work of our ancestors. The relation of human
kind with farming is old. It is our ability to grow seeds on the soil; it has been
feeding us from time immemorial. I am filled with contentment when I read this
poem. I thank the poet for singing the song of the soil with this poem.

There is a poem titled "Fake Love" which is eye-opening. This is a diverse
collection. T can go on elaborating on its titles. Poetry needs to be graspable and
this collection has served that need. T am happy that the book has got
international attention through International editor jointly working on the book
with a Nepali poet. I urge all the poetry lovers to enrich themselves with this
eye-opening book of poetry written for modern times. The words in this
collection "The Power of Words" are really powerful and it will continue to
remain powerful forever. I wish all the luck for the poets of this anthology and
wish them success of the book.

The poems in this collection are written by Binod and Sydnie jointly. Sydnie’s
poems have capitalized titles. Apology is a theme for her opening poem in the
anthology, which I see as a forgiveness seeking theme. The urge to apologize 1s
not gloomys, it is a quest for existing and making one's space to survive.

I apologize

all of the time

for existing.

I’'m sorry for

being alive,

for taking up

space. (Sorry). (159)

The poems by Sydnie have a psychological touch which is necessary for
literature to express well. The feelings of the mind are precious. The inner depth
of the surface 1s reached well. The surfacial feelings have found depth in most
of Sydnie's poems.



['ve been dreaming of you,

the vou that took my insides and

rearranged them like they were

some sort of internal decorations

that could be interchanged, the you

that turned me into somebody new. (Dreaming). (161)

The internal decorations which she talks about in the above-mentioned lines are
the inner dimensions that wait to be engineered. Turning of the self to
something new 1s a process. The poem might sound sad in the beginning, but it
still has lot to say. Poetic expression is indeed a magic, how it can convey
sadness and uplift it. I thank Sydnie for sharing this poem in the anthology. Her
personal ideas have been universalized in this poem. Readers will make it
immortal.

We don our masks and wash our hands

March in the streets against tyranny

Hold our loved ones close and hope

beyond hope that things will change.

Will they? (Change). (163)

In the above-mentioned lines, the loved ones are not neglected or abandoned
when there 1s no hope. There is profound hope in the poem. Despite our masked
self we still hold hands with our loved ones. This closeness of holding hands is
our prayer for hope. I hope Sydney will enthrall us with her personal-turned-
universal poetic expressions. I wish her all the best.
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AWARDS

Assam Muse Poetry & Prose Magazine presents three
prestigious awards:

1. Freedom Fighter Jumaratddin Gandhi Memorial Dikhow
Sahitya Sadhana Award.

2. Late Munin Chetia Memorial Best Translator of the Year Award.

- 3. Late Keshav Chandra Gogoi Memorial Best Critic Award.

The 2026 award winners are:

Freedom Fighter Jumaratddin Gandhi Memorial Dikhow
Sahi a_:a(%n Award 2026.

i

Shri Harekrishna Deka,
Renowned writer, poet, critic and former Director General of
Police, Assam.



Late Munin Chetia Memorial Translator of the Year Award
2026:

Shri Bibekananda Choudhury,
Prominent translator, writer, and retired engineer.

Late Keshav Chandra Gogoi Memorial Critic of the Year
Award 2026:
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Mr. Rajib Borah, |
Prominent poet, critic, short story writer, novelist, and Associate
Professor, Department of Assamese, Nazira College

The awards include a cash prize, memento, felicitation letter, japi,
books, and cheleng sador.



In memory of

This issue of Assam Muse Poetry & Prose Magazine is
dedicated to the memory of Jonmani Das, a eminent young poet
whose life was cut short on 12 May ,2026. His sensitive voice
and promising body of work left a quiet but lasting impression
on the literary community of Assam. Through this dedication,
we honour his talent and ensure that his words continue to find a
place among every heart.



