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EDITORIAL 

 

Autumn, Hope and Shakti 

 

 

 

 

Autumn, the season of "mists and mellow fruitfulness" as John Keats so beautifully called it, is 

here again. The season when leaves adorn themselves with yellow, orange, red and brown hues 

and fruits ripen, autumn heralds a change in the weather, ushering in a coolness — a much-

needed respite from the oppressive heat of summer. 

 

Across the plains of Assam, one can witness the kohuwa in bloom, sometimes by the riverside, 

sometimes along country roads, a quiet, silver-white reminder of autumn's distinct beauty in this 

region. Its gentle sway in the breeze is almost a whisper that the season has returned. 

 

The blooming of the kohuwa also brings with it an air of anticipation for the autumnal festivities. 

We wait for the arrival of Goddess Durga in all her splendour, magnificence, strength and 

fortitude. For the young and the old alike, the beat of the dhaak is a joyful announcement of 

Durga Puja, its invigorating spirit rending the air. After all, who can forget the simple, innocent 

joy of clutching a balloon or a new toy as a child and for adults, the delight of street-side food 

and delicacies, and the sheer craziness of pandal-hopping till well past midnight? 

 

Every year Goddess Durga arrives on her chosen vahana, bringing with her hope and renewal. 

She imparts strength to the weak who pray to her for support when it seems everyone else has 

turned away. At a time when we witness rampant violence in our society, especially against 

women, children, the aged, and the more vulnerable sections, we feel the acute need for a 

superior moral force to free us from this cycle of cruelty and to hold wrongdoers to account. It is 

perhaps a goddess like Durga who can inspire us to end all forms of violence and crime. 

 

Amidst festivity and cheer, let us awaken within ourselves that same spirit of strength to fight 

against evil. Let us pray with ardent devotion to the Goddess to make us stronger, more 

conscious of our rights, and more capable of raising our voice against all that is unjust. 

 

With these reflections and with warm autumnal greetings for the festive season, we bring to you 

the October issue of Assam Muse Poetry & Prose Magazine. We hope that through its verses and 

stories, our magazine will continue to spread the enduring message of peace, tolerance, and 

kindness. 

 

 

                                                                                                    

 

Warm regards 

                                                                               

                                                                                                 Dr.Shyamolima Saikia 
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Two Basque Poems in Autumn 

Carlo Rey Lacsamana 
 

Bilbao 

 

The sun is slow in rising in Bilbao, 

darkness like sorrow clings to the sky like fruit, 

above the black river the stars rest their journey 

like the sleeping immigrants below the bridge 

dreams crawl out of their carton beds like bugs. 

In a while the smell of café con leche will reunite 

with the stink of blood and betrayal in newspapers 

and the traveler must take up the road and go where 

the river goes: to the memory of the city. 

 

Little by little the crescent moon vanishes in the clearing sky, 

the forgotten tenderness of light appears like a stray cat. 

O Bilbao remind me of the stranger’s plea for justice, 

of the prayer that did not survive last night’s wailing. 

O autumn slice my heart like an apple, spill the seeds of language 

in the city, in the rugged mountains, in luscious valleys, until 

they shoot up from the ground of bafflement 

reach for the sunrise which keeps us waiting, our mouth watering, 

every ounce of praise in my body pleading. 

 

Light-footed I walk the old streets like an aimless planet 

drifting in the cosmos. The echo of street music 

rises in the urine-splashed corners leading my memory 

by the hand to another time and place. Yesterday  

beside the bridge an old man read a poem by a Palestinian 

poet and the words still linger in the air like the sound 

of a far off  ambulance, shards of dawn in the vowels, 

rubbles of cement in the consonants, a flock of starlings in the 

silence. In the plaza retired sanitary workers sang a patriotic song 

in Euskera. The trams are coming and going on time reminding 

us the purpose of our lives, pass the playgrounds where the screeching 

children know nothing of tomorrow, they will inherit our scorched tongues. 

Keep a piece of their happiness but do not insist on joy 

it does not belong to you. 

 

 

 

 

4



In the bank the mercenaries sign another contract of austerity, 

behind the Peace Plan the Inquisition rearms with cynicism, 

witch-hunts, clashes with Guardia Civil, liberals shaking hands with the 

Falange, 

even art becomes a fathomable disappointment, in Guggenheim 

bad taste reigns. 

 

It is the season of exploding bodies, red-blood leaves,  

the feeding of lies, the cultivation of ruins, 

the flames surround us with no exit routes. 

Do not speak softly of tragedy the devastations of power 

in the mind of the Visigoths is limitless. Perhaps  

a shout in the corner is God’s rescue, defiance the epic song 

which does not rust, always fresh like flowers in the mouth of the old, 

like harpoons in the mouth of the young. Go out then 

before autumn swell us with its steady rain of regrets, 

to the bars overflowing with pintxos and cervezza, talk over 

our common miseries, in the streets ‘Huelga General’ among 

the hives of the unheard, watermelons from the fruit-stands 

sigh as we spit our shared anguish, even the sea connives sending 

little boats of pathos in the ocean’s nightmare, and the oak tree 

offers its shade to our grief over the hundred other Guernicas 

in this world. 

 

It matters that we cherish this dusk, inside this little crack 

of darkness after the long night, this crucial moment before light 

exposes us to our own monsters, plot, conspire, join feet with 

the dead (if only we remember), the coming winds—the blood letting 

and the blessing—must change us. 

 

The dawn opens its mouth with an immense Amen like an accusation, 

the pigeons wash the air with hymns to autumn, 

in the corner a queue of the shipwrecked, café con leche 

awakes the hunger for fairness, the Nievron river flows 

towards the heart still dark with stars. 
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San Sebastian 

 

Autumn is late in coming in San Sebastian, 

red-haired sycamores wreath the boulevards, 

golden streets and silver buildings sparkle like Txacoli wine, 

the wind combs the balconies and hills with mystery. 

 

Because death is yet to arrive in San Sebastian 

the letters are still being written, whether of mourning 

or of love, the arrows fall off the Saint’s body,  

the doves nest in the hollows of his wounds, 

 

his contorted body dances like the river Urumea, 

his muted moans propel like cathedral bells stinging 

the stone mask of the city. No one knows what’s behind 

the glow of these landscapes, the textures of desire that clad  

 

the bay of La Concha, what the sweat seeks in the skin, 

the breeze in the mountain, the promise in the unsaid, 

but my shoulder knows the footfalls of your breath, warm, light, 

so alive like the dog barking down the beach. 

 

In the distance the island of Santa Clara unfolds like a book, 

the rush of days ceases behind us in the gardens of Miramar, 

we read our own desolation like a boat leaving the shore, 

so we keep on moving, time a lightning that despairs in our head, 

 

places spill out of the tip of my pen, 

each syllable a city of farewell, 

the agonies of leaving, the ruptures of meeting, 

everything will be a blot of sunshine in the coastline of memory. 

 

Autumn will arrive as slow as the death of the Saint. 

When beauty summons be eloquent as the sob of the defeated, 

as the laughter between lovers. When autumn arrives in this city 

every written word will rasp the tongue like cider, 

 

like the word love in the noise of catastrophe. 

Give way for death to occupy a seat in your utterance, 

let the poem name the sorrow of what is to come, 

when autumn arrives in San Sebastian. 
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You Are My Forever 

Jasna Gugić 

 

Morning unfolds 

over my sleeping city, 

spreading from my outstretched arms 

into the endless blue. 

And the great golden sun 

enters your radiant eyes. 

Can you not feel it, 

on this morning of hope, 

the gentle trembling of my hands, 

open to all your infinities? 

Good morning, my love. 

I kiss your eyes, 

bathed in dew, 

on this morning of blue longing, 

And I give you 

the embrace of a lifetime, 

forever. 
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Meet me once 

Gayatri Phukan  

Translated by Bibekananda Choudhury 

 

Please do not leave this city 

Without meeting me once 

Who knows 

Perhaps this would be our last meet 

Please do not leave this city 

Without meeting me 

I shall take a cup of tea 

Would feel the relationship 

Touching your hands. 

I shall wrap around the afternoon hue 

Turn around as you depart 

I shall wave my hands 

With a vow to wait for you. 

Please do not leave the city 

Without meeting me 

Who knows 

This may be our last meet. 
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Rooted, 

Yet I Bloom 

A poem about staying true to yourself 

while still growing. 

Chawa Nandini Meghana (Apparna) 

I was taught to be small, 

to not take up too much space, 

to soften my voice, 

to dim my shine. 

But the sun does not apologize 

for lighting up the dawn. 

I have roots— 

in my stories, 

in the love that raised me, 

in the soil that shaped me. 

They keep me steady 

when the world asks me to change. 

But I also have wings— 

made of dreams, 

fueled by faith, 

and fearless choices. 

They remind me 

that I was never meant 

to just survive. 

So I bloom, 

not in spite of where I come from, 

but because of it. 

Rooted in strength, 

I rise in my own way. 
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The Recipe Box 

Barsha Paul 

The box was where it always was: top shelf, behind the extra pillowcases, wrapped 

in a Fabindia scarf that had gone thin at the folds. Ira almost didn’t see it. She was 

only looking for a spare blanket because her father kept the guest room cold 

enough to hang meat in, and her hand had brushed the tin edge instead of cotton. 

She knew what it was before she opened it. Her mother had shown it to her once, 

years ago, when Ira was maybe fourteen and had asked, with the particular cruelty 

of fourteen-year-olds, why they never ate “normal food” like her friends did. Her 

mother had pulled the tin down without a word, set it on the kitchen table, and said, 

“Normal is not a place. It is a person who decided something is normal.” Then 

she’d gone back to the stove and never explained further, and Ira had been too 

embarrassed by the silence to ask again. 

Now the tin sat in her lap on the guest bed, and her mother had been dead five 

months and eleven days, and Ira was thirty-one and back in her father’s house in 

Guwahati for reasons she hadn’t fully admitted to anyone, including herself. 

Officially she was here because her firm had approved two weeks of remote work. 

Unofficially, she’d stopped being able to fall asleep in her Bangalore flat without 

the sound of someone else breathing in the house, and her father was the only 

someone left who fit that description, even from two rooms away. 

She opened the tin. 

Inside were index cards, at least sixty of them, in her mother’s handwriting, the 

handwriting that slanted right and got smaller toward the bottom of each card as if 

she were trying to fit more life into less space. Some cards had oil stains gone 

translucent with age. Some had a second layer of ink where a measurement had 

been corrected. Duck egg — no, hen’s egg, the market boy lied about the duck eggs 

again.  
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One card simply said, on the back, in a different pen: Ira did not eat this. Try again 

with less mustard. 

Ira sat very still. 

She had not cried at the funeral. She had cried in the bathroom of the Guwahati 

airport eight hours after it, in a stall, with her suitcase wedged against the door 

because the latch didn't work, and that had felt like the correct amount of crying to 

do, privately, efficiently, before flying back to a job that did not pause for grief. 

She had assumed that was the crying.  

She was wrong, apparently, because now, over a recipe for what looked like a fish 

curry with a smear of turmeric still ghosted into the cardstock, she was crying in a 

way that felt like something structural giving way, not a leak but a wall coming 

down. 

Her father found her an hour later sitting on her mother’s armchair. He didn’t say 

anything about the crying. He wasn’t a man who commented on crying, his or 

anyone else’s. He just sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under him, 

and picked up one of the cards. 

“Duck egg,” he read, and made a sound that wasn’t quite a laugh. “There was a 

boy at the Fancy Bazaar market who used to sell her hen’s eggs and swear on his 

mother they were duck. Every week. For years. She knew. She let him do it 

because she said he needed the extra forty paisa more than she needed to be right.” 

“I didn’t know that,” Ira said. 

“There is a great deal you didn’t know,” her father said, not unkindly. “There was 

a great deal I didn’t know too. She kept things in her hands, your mother. Not in 

her mouth.” 
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Ira turned the card over, running her thumb along the note about the mustard. Try 

again with less mustard. “She wrote a comment about me,” she said. “On the back. 

Like I was a customer leaving a bad review.” 

Her father actually laughed at that, a short bark of a thing, the first real laugh Ira 

had heard from him since she’d arrived four days ago. “That sounds correct,” he 

said. “She would have found that funny too. She used to say motherhood was just 

running a restaurant where the only customer refuses to tell you what’s wrong, 

only that something is.” 

He picked through a few more cards, slower now, quieter, and Ira watched 

something in his shoulders come down half an inch, the way a held breath finally 

leaves a body. 

“I can’t cook any of these,” Ira admitted. “I don’t know what half these words 

mean. What is bhut jolokia to taste, but you know what taste means, so use your 

sense? That’s not a measurement. That’s a threat.” 

“She never measured,” her father said. “I asked her once, write it properly, in 

grams, so someone can follow it after...”, he stopped. Ira understood the sentence 

he hadn’t finished, and so, evidently, did he, because he pressed his lips together 

and looked out the window instead of at her. 

“After what,” Ira said gently, because someone had to say it out loud in this house 

eventually, and it might as well be her, and it might as well be now, in a cold guest 

room with a tin of index cards between them. 

“After she was gone,” her father said. “I asked her to write it down properly so that 

after she was gone, someone could still make her tenga, her masor tenga, without 

ruining it. She said...” and here his voice did something complicated, cracked at an 

angle Ira had never heard it crack,“...she said if I couldn’t taste when it needed 

more salt, that was my failure of attention over thirty-eight years of marriage, and 

no card was going to fix that now.” 
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They sat with that for a while, the light going orange and then grey outside the 

window, neither of them turning on the lamp. 

The next morning, Ira did not go back to her laptop. She had told her manager she 

needed the full two weeks, and today, for the first time since arriving, she meant it. 

She went to the kitchen and pulled six cards at random and laid them on the 

counter like she was dealing a hand of cards for a game whose rules she didn’t 

know. Then she went to the fridge, which her father kept stocked out of habit 

rather than need. He mostly ate rice and dal and whatever the domestic help, 

Runumoni, left covered on the stove , and she began pulling out vegetables that 

seemed to correspond, loosely, to the cards. 

She burned the first attempt at the fish curry so badly that the smoke alarm, which 

she hadn’t even known existed in this house, screamed for four straight minutes 

while her father stood in the doorway with his hands over his ears, laughing 

properly now, laughing the way she remembered him laughing when she was nine 

and had tried to bake a cake using salt instead of sugar because the containers 

weren’t labelled. 

“She never labelled anything either,” he said, once the alarm quieted. “It runs in 

the family, apparently. The refusal to make things easy for the next person.” 

“I’m trying to make things easy,” Ira said, more sharply than she meant to, smoke 

still stinging her eyes, or maybe that wasn’t the smoke. “I came here to help you. 

That’s the whole...that was the point. And I’ve burned fish and made your kitchen 

smell like a crematorium and I don’t even know why I’m doing this instead of just 

buying you groceries and going back to my flight.” 

Her father was quiet for a moment. Then he came and stood beside her at the 

counter, not touching her, just standing close in the way he’d always shown 

affection, sideways, adjacent, never head-on. 

 

 

“You know why,” he said. 

“I don’t, actually.” 
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“You’re not here to help me, moinuni,” he said, using the name he hadn’t called 

her since she was small, a name that meant something like precious one and that 

she’d once found embarrassing in front of school friends and now felt like being 

handed something warm. “You’re here because you don’t know what to do with all 

of it either. The house is not the problem you came to fix. You are the problem you 

came to fix. And you thought a recipe box could be the door in.” 

Ira put down the spatula. Her hands were shaking slightly, the way they'd been 

shaking, she realized now, off and on for five months, in meetings, on the metro, at 

odd small moments she’d been attributing to caffeine. 

“I keep thinking I should be over it by now,” she said. “Everyone at work was very 

kind for exactly two weeks, and then everyone went back to normal, and I felt like 

I had to go back to normal too, because who wants to be the person who’s still sad 

in March about something that happened in February. And I go back to my flat and 

I make dinner and it’s fine, it’s completely fine, I have a whole system, and then 

some nights I just stand in my kitchen and I can’t remember why I’m standing 

there. Just standing. Holding a spoon. For no reason.” 

“There is no timeline for this,” her father said. “I would like someone to have told 

me that. Everyone tells you what to do at the funeral. Fold the cloth this way. Say 

these words. Nobody tells you what to do on a random Tuesday in July, eight 

months on, when you reach for the phone to tell her something funny that 

happened and remember, again, freshly, as if for the first time, that you can’t.” 

“Does that stop?” Ira asked. “The reaching for the phone?” 

“No,” he said. “But you get faster at remembering. It used to take me a full minute 

to remember she was gone. Now it takes half a second. I am told, by people who 

have done more of this grieving than I have, that eventually it takes no time at all, 

it’s simply there, sitting quietly next to you like a second, smaller shadow. I am not 

there yet. I don’t know if I want to be there yet, honestly.  

 

The remembering, even the bad kind, is still a kind of talking to her.” 
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Ira picked the burned pan up off the stove and scraped the ruined fish into the bin, 

and started again, this time with her father reading the card out loud to her, 

translating in real time: khar, that means alkaline water, we make it by soaking 

banana peel ash, don't worry we'll skip that part, and somewhere between the 

second and third attempt, the curry stopped tasting like a chemistry accident and 

started tasting, faintly, distantly, like something that might have once been served 

in this kitchen by someone who is no longer in it. 

It wasn’t right. It would never be exactly right. Her father tasted it and closed his 

eyes and said, quietly, “close,” which from him she understood to be enormous 

praise, an admission and a grief and a small gift all folded into one syllable. 

She stayed the full two weeks. By the end of it she had cooked through eleven of 

the cards, ruined four more entirely, and photographed every single one of the 

sixty-something on her phone before she left, because her father had said, almost 

shyly, that he didn’t trust the original tin to survive another flood season, the way 

the roof leaked sometimes over the store cupboard. 

At the airport, waiting to board, she opened her photos and looked again at the card 

that said Ira did not eat this. Try again with less mustard. She thought about texting 

it to her father, some joke about finally getting the mustard right after seventeen 

years, but instead she typed something else, something she hadn’t planned to type 

until her thumbs were already moving. 

I made her tenga again this morning before I left. It’s not right. But it's closer. I 

think I finally understand what she meant about taste not being a number. 

Her father wrote back before she’d even reached the gate, three words, no 

punctuation, the way he always wrote, like punctuation was an unnecessary tax on 

feeling. 

Come back soon. 

 

 

She put the phone away and looked out at the tarmac, at the heat shimmering off it 

in the late morning sun, and she thought about her mother’s hands, not in her 
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mouth, in her hands. Sixty cards of things she’d known and never quite managed to 

say directly, written instead into the margins of food, corrected in a second ink 

when she got something wrong, left behind for someone slower to catch up. 

She would never cook exactly like her mother. She understood that now, sitting in 

a plastic airport chair with her boarding pass creasing in her palm. But she could 

get closer. Card by card, burned pan by burned pan, she could get closer, and 

maybe that was the whole of what any of it: grief, love, the whole complicated 

inheritance of a person, had ever actually asked of her. 

Just closer. Not perfect. Just closer, and willing to keep trying. 
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Unlearning  

Muralidharan Parthasarathy 
 

 

The river current, its chillness 

and the crystal clarity of the water 

when the stream is still 

-- all these matters only to those who swim 

or row a boat or throw a pebble into it 

for a bystander all these remain the same 

 

He has his own reasons to be one 

his past or his reservations or caution 

are not in any way our concern 

because the project on hand is 

about all who would cross over risking river current 

and for what exigency  

 

As we talk to them one by one 

as and when there is a new person or boat 

on the river we learn about urban life 

and about why a silent river is so magnetic 

and I learn why I am into rivers  

only for my job demands 

 

Learning is never pleasant 

the power it brings is sweet later though 

there is so much new or unknown  

I find when I am composed enough 

I get to learn better and internalize too 

as I progress into a seasoned learner 

 

Nonetheless I never learnt  

there is going to be a phase of a specific 

unlearning 
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नद ीं कदापि मा िृच्छ वयः कथाम् 

गायत्र  देवो बरठाकुरः  
 

नद ीं कदापि मा िृच्छ 

वयः कथाम् 

 

नद  ज वनस्य सवेक्षणीं करोपि 

मानीं  करोपि 

सङ्गृह्णापि च शस्यापन  
िक्वापन अिक्वापन वा 
 

कदापचदिूणे चन्द्रमपस 

नक्षत्रः  सह कथयपि 

कथा आकाशस्य  
अथवा  अनुगच्छपि  
िालनौकाया 
िररपचिमिररपचिीं 
पकपिि् ग िस्वरस्य 

 

यथा मुखस्थीं 
वकु्ीं शक्यिे 

िथा नद वक्षपस 

कथाः  उिलभ्यने्त 

 

अवकाशसमये उद्घाटयपि 

अन्तरङ्गालािस्य 

िुटकम्, 

शु्रिाशु्रिवि् 

कदापचि् कदापचि् 

गायपि ग िमेकीं  
वा द्वयम् 

 

नद्ाः  वक्षपस कस्य छाया— 

इपि दृढभावेन वकु्ीं 
नद  असमथाा 
िस्मादेव िदे िदे 

अिवादाः  
 

स्रोिः  त्यक्त्वा 
उिस्रोिोम् भपविुाम् 

यद्पि नास्ति कपिि् सींकल्पः  
िथापि प्रवापहिव्यमेव— 

वस्त्रमावृत्य अिवादस्य 

 

िथापि— 

नद ीं कदापि मा िृच्छ 

वयः कथाम
Assam Muse Poetry & Prose Magazine 
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कोसी के ककनारे 

अमन कुमार 

 

कोसी के ककनारे खडा हूँ, 
पानी से नही ीं, समय से लडता हूँ। 

 

हर बरस नदी कुछ ले जाती है, 

किर भी कमट्टी उम्मीद उगाती है। 

 

टूटी नावोीं के बीच 

सपनोीं की पतवार बची रहती है, 

डूबते आूँगनोीं में भी 
एक सुबह खडी रहती है। 

 

मैंने बाढ़ से सीखा है— 

रासे्त कमट जाएूँ , 
तो रासे्त बनाए जाते हैं। 

 

मैं उसी कमट्टी का बेटा हूँ 
कजसे मौसम झुका सकता है, 

कमटा नही ीं सकता। 

 

कोसी बहती रहे, 

मैं चलता रहूँगा— 

जब तक मेरी आवाज़ 

अपना ककनारा न बना ले। 
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म ाँ के लिए 

रीत ांजलि द स, बरपेट  
 

मेरी म ाँ एक 

हरी-भरी अरण्य है। 

 

लोरी की मधुर त न में बीती 
सुखद र तोों के 

सुगोंधधत सपनोों जैसी 
 

मेरे हर बीम र धदन की 
अथक प्रहरी 
 

भोली-भ ली,  
क्षम , त्य ग और धैर्य की 
बहती हुई नदी है वो  
 

मेरी म ाँ 
दुधनर्  की स री उद रत , 
र्  धिर 

पूरी की पूरी एक ‘दुधनर् ’! 
 

कभी म ाँ 
अोंतरोंगत  की शीतल मलर्-पवन, 

अक्षर् से्नह 

और सुरक्ष  की घनी छ ाँव 

 

तो कभी म ाँ अनुश सक- 
इसधलए आज भी 
म ाँ की ल ल-ल ल आाँखोों से 

मुझे बहुत डर लगत  है! 
 

म ाँ के शब्दकोश में नही ों हैं 
धनर श , पीड  
र्  थक न की उद स आह...! 
 

अपनी सरल मुस्क न के पीछे 

अभ वोों के लोंबे दस्त वेज़ 

धछप कर धसिय  म ाँ ही 
धसख  सकती हैं हमको  

जीवन-सोंघर्य से लडने क  हुनर! 
 

क्य  आपकी म ाँ भी 
ठीक मेरी म ाँ जैसी है? 

 

म ाँओों को कैसे पहले ही पत  चल ज त  
है 

धक उनके बचे्च को 
भूख लगी है र्  प्य स? 

 

जीवन के दोपहर में भी, 
हर घ र्ल धदन के ब द 

जब भी म ाँ की 
शीतल गोद में धसर रखती हाँ, 
ऐस  लगत  है— 

मैं दुधनर्  की 
सबसे भ ग्यश ली सोंत न हाँ। 

 

अच नक मन में उभर आती है 

एक वृद्ध श्रम की तस्वीर 

और कुछ अभ गे बचे्च! 
 

व्यस्त जीवन की दौड में 
घडी की सुइर्ोों के स थ 

दौडती ज  रही हाँ 
उाँगधलर्ोों पर धगन रही हाँ— 

मेरे और म ाँ के बीच 

अब धकतने र्ोजन क  फ सल  है! 
 

धिर भी, 
धदल से धदल तक बहती हुई  
‘र्ह प्य र’, 
और मैं 
एक नने्ह बचे्च की तरह 

खेल रही हाँ आजन्म 

म ाँ की ममत  की छ ाँव में!
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অ টি পি 

বাণীকান্ত লহকৰ 

 

সময়ে সময়ে সলনি হ়ে 

নিশ্বাসৰ সূত্ৰ,  

ৰামৰ দতূ হিুমাযি  
আঙুঠিযৰ সীতাক নিশ্বাস নদনিল 

ততযিকক মািুযহ নিশ্বাস কযৰ 

মুখ, কথা ,চকু, আচৰণত 

এনত়ো নিশ্বাসৰ প্ৰমাণ এটা ি়ে অংকৰ সংখযা।  
 

যাৰ প্ৰভাৱত নিনমষযত কনৰি পাযৰ 

আদাি প্ৰদাি তলিা তদিা 
সংখযাযটা ভুল মািহুক নদযল ধি তহৰা়ে; 

নিশ্বাস ভুল মািুহক নদযল নক তহৰাি? 

 

নিনদষ্ট সম়ে সীমা উকনলযল অঠটনপ কামত িাযহ 

অঠটনপৰ দযৰ মািুযহ যনদ তহৰুৱাই 

নিশ্বাসৰ সীমা তৰখা 
নস তকনত়োও আযপাি হ'ি তিাৱাযৰ 

নক ঘৰত নক পৰত 

 

নিশ্বাস নিলাযল চক্ৰ িৃদ্ধি সুতৰ হাৰত 

িান়ি গৈ থাযক ক্ৰযম ক্ৰযম 

অঠটনপ যনদ নিলাই নদ়ো হ়ে 

নিনমষযত তলী উদং 

তসয়েযহ তকাযিও ভুলযত 

অঠটনপ নিনিলাই 

আৰু যাযত আযি পাি তিাৱাযৰ 

তাৰিাযি সাৱধাি হ়ে 

তাৰ নিপৰীযত মািিী়ে নিশ্বাস কনমযি তিনক?  

 

পনৰচ়ে প্ৰমাণ কনৰিকল অঠটনপ লাযৈ,  

নকন্তু মািহু িুনল প্ৰমাণ কনৰিকল এনত়ো নক লাযৈ? 
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অতিতি ভৱ 

ভৱ অতিতি 

লক্ষী প্ৰসাদ ৰেগন 

 

গলি য োৱো মম এডোিৰ লিলিটিত 

এন্ধোৰ িৃলিৱীৰ অিংখ্য তৰো 
মোৰলিৰ ৰুৱোত চোলৰিো বৰিৰ এিো আিকধনুীয়ো িলৰয়োি 

 

শৰতৰ এিো ধুনীয়ো আববলিত 

লনগ গন্ধ কঁহুৱোৰ লনৰ্ গোত আস্ফোিন। ভোগবৰ-জগুবৰ এজোক 

ৰ্ৰমুৱো লশশুৰ লচঞৰ 

 

চকুৰ ছলবত খ্ুতঁ উজোলৰ 

মনৰ লনখ্ুতঁ িৃলিৱীত িলম য োৱো কলবতোৰ আহঁ আৰু লনি গজ্জতো 
কলবৰ উকো হৃদয়  
ৰংহীন দুহোত 

 

কলিজোৰ ৰং দুখ্ৰ ভৰ 

যচৰোবলিয়ো ননৰ িুঁলতৰ  
যিখ্হীন য ৌ 
িোৰভঙো কিোৰ িোক 

আবশ-িোবশ ভৰ য ৌৱনৰ খ্কো-খ্ুন্দো 
 

অিীক কল্পনোত মুচলৰ য োৱো কলিজো 
নতুন গোন 

নতুন িৃলিৱী 
 

লশৰীষ গছৰ ঠোি এৰো িোত 

অলতলি ভৱ 

ভৱ অলতলি 
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অসাধাৰণ নাৰী 
মূল(ইংৰাজী): :মাযা এঞ্জেঞ্জ া 
ভাঙনি: :ৰুদ্ৰ সসিংহ মটক 

 

সুন্দৰী িাৰীয়ে:ভাযে— 

মমাৰ:ম াপি:সত্যয া:ো:নি?  

মইযত্া েৰ মেনি ধুিী়োও িহওঁ, 
নেজ্ঞাপিী মযেলৰ েযৰ িহ়ে:মমাৰ:মেহেল্লৰী 
নিন্তু মেনত়্ো ি: েলল আৰম্ভ িযৰা ঁ, 
মত্ওঁযলাযি:ভাযে— 

মই:মেি:নমিা:িথাযহ কিযিা।ঁ 
 

মই:িওঁ— 

মমাৰ:োহুৰ প্ৰসাৰত্, 
মমাৰ:িঁিালৰ নেস্তাৰত্, 
মমাৰ:ম াজৰ লহৰত্, 
মমাৰ:ওঁঠৰ জযানমনত্ত্। 
মই:এ ৰািী িাৰী— 

অসাধাৰণ ভাযে। 
অসাধাৰণ িাৰী— 

মসইজিী:মই। 
 

মই:মেনত়্ো মিাঠাত্ প্ৰযেশ িযৰা ঁ
নিভীি,:সহজ,:স্বাভানেি ভং ীমাযৰ;  
পুৰুষযোৰৰ— 

মিাযিাোজি নথ়ে হ়ে, 
মিাযিাোই আঠুঁ িায়ে। 
মমৌ-মান  এজািৰ েযৰ 

মমাৰ:ম ৌপাযশ গুণগুণা়ে:থাযি। 
মই:িওঁ— 

মস়ো:মমাৰ: িুৰ আঙনি, 
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োতঁ্ৰ: মি, 
িঁিালৰ মোলনি, 
ভনৰৰ ম াজত্ উজনল:উঠা:আিন্দ। 
 

মই:এ ৰািী িাৰী— 

অসাধাৰণ ভাযে। 
অসাধাৰণ িাৰী— 

মসইজিী:মই। 
 

পুৰুষ মোযৰও ভানে ত্েধ:মাযি— 

মমাৰ:মাজত্:মিা:নি:মেন যল?  

ইমাি:ম ষ্টা:িযৰ, 
নিন্তু:স্পশ শ িনৰে মিাোযৰ 

মমাৰ:নভত্ৰৰ:মসই:ৰহসয। 
 

মই:মেনত়্ো মে ুোেলল োওঁ, 
মত্নত়্োও ি়ে— 

: আনম:এনত়্োও েুজজ িাপাযলা।ঁ:  
মই:িওঁ— 

মমাৰ:নপঠঠৰ ধিুৰ েযৰ ভাজঁত্, 
মমাৰ:হানঁহৰ সূে শস্পশ শত্ 

িাৰী সুলভ িমিী়েত্াৰ ম ৌৰেত্, 
অথো:মমাৰ:ভং ীমাৰ সুষমাত্। 
 

মই:এ ৰািী িাৰী— 

অসাধাৰণ ভাযে। 
অসাধাৰণ িাৰী— 

মসইজিী:মই। 
এনত়্ো েুজজিা নিশ্চ়ে— 

নি়ে:মমাৰ:নশৰ:িত্:িহ়ে িাহানিও। 
মই:ন ঞনৰ িুযঠা ঁ, 

43



উন্মিা:কহ:িজনপ়োওঁ, 
উচ্চস্বযৰ:নিজযি:উেঙাই নে়োযৰা 
প্ৰয়োজি:মোধ:িিযৰা।ঁ 
মেনত়্ো মমাি পাৰ:কহ:মোো:মে া, 
মত্ামাৰ েুিু অনভমািত্ ওফজন্দ:উঠঠে:। 
 

মই:িওঁ— 

মমাৰ:নহলৰ মৃেু ঝংিাৰত্, 
মমাৰ: ুনলৰ নলনহনৰ ম ৌত্, 
মমাৰ:হাত্ৰ ত্লুোত্, 
মমাৰ:আেৰৰ উমত্— 

মই:মে:এ ৰািী িাৰী— 

অসাধাৰণ ভাযে। 
অসাধাৰণ িাৰী— 

মসইজিী:মই। 
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আলাপ 

অৰুন্ধতী ক াোঁৱৰ  
 

 

ঠিক কবিতাৰ দৰৰই বকছু কথা  
 

ৰৰ ৰৰ প্ৰশ্ন কৰৰ  
 

জীৱন  
উদযাপন নন 

শুভৰিাধ 

 

তৃপ্ততাই হাত বিলাই ক'নল - 
ঠিৰকইৰ া 
অজহুাত বিহীন জীৱন কািয  
 

ঠিক এবৰষ্ট' ল আৰু বলজজ নভলাছকুৰেজৰ  
দৰৰ িানবিক নিৌন্দয যই যত জীৱন িধুৰ কৰৰ 
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একাককত্ব 

উদয় কুমাৰ বৰুৱা 
 

ৰাতি গভীৰ হৈ আতৈতিল 

তভিৰি ক াননা নাতিল 

বাতৈৰি ক ানা  

 

পাৰহৈ ক াৱা ৰাতিৰ কৰলখনৰ 
দীৰ্ ঘাতিি উত ন ানৱ হৈ হগতিল 
এ াত ত্ব  

 

কিতিিাই ক াৰ কনানৈাৱা ক াপতনৰ 
হৃদিি ৰ্ৰ সাজ তিল এ াত ত্বই 
আনপান নন, 

 ীৱন্ত হৈ উঠিতিল  িৃ বুতল ভৱা 
সনপাননবানৰা 
 

 'ব কনাৱৰাহ নি ক্ৰ শঃ এ াত্ম হৈ 
পতৰতিনলা এ াত ত্বৰ লগি 

 

স্বিংজক্ৰি ভানৱ িাৰ  ািাবী ৈািি 
ধতৰ অতিক্ৰ   তৰতিনলা  
তন নৰা অিীি 

 

আৰু উপনীি হৈতিনলাহগ  তনস্তৰংগ 

ক াননা এ  স ুদ্ৰৰ কৈঙুলী িীৰি 

 

 'ি এতদন উ ুৱাই তদতিনলা  তল া- 
তন তৰ অৈা আ াৰ আজত্ম  
আলাপনবাৰ 

 

তন াহ  ক াননা ভাষা নাতিল  তদও 
এ াত ত্বই পতিব পাতৰতিল 

আ াৰ  নৰ কসউ ীিা তলতপ 

 

ব ুৰএন্ধাৰ  তি তবিপাই তদতিল 

আপাদ  স্ত  তবগতলি 

ক ানা ৰ ঢল 

 

িৈৰ খন ক াপতনি  তদও 

আত  সানৰ আতিনলা 
 াননািা ক াপতন আতৈনলই 

তন ান এ াত ত্বৰ  নৈাপ ৈন 

 

  া ক াৱ িতিিনা ক াপাৰ কৈনৰাৱা 
িৰাই া ৰ হু ুনীিাৈ কবাৰ আ া  
তবিাতৰ আতৈতিল 

 

আৰু সাক্ষী হৈ হৰতিল এ াত ত্বৰ 
স'কি কৈাৱা আ াৰ ত লনৰ   
কসই ধ্ৰুপদী তনশাৰ। 
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ক োবোল ক োোঁতে আহি 

কেোতেশ্বৰ হিহৰ আগৰৱোলো- 
 

 

ক োবোল ক ো োঁতে আহি 

হিনোহ  ননখহন  কেষ  হি নৈ গল  
ননখহন বু ুি  ত োন আহিল ঐ 

এহেয়ো ি ুতি নমনো দিূহিললত  ক ৱল হ য়োিেুি বোহলিি 

হেলোময় আস্তিি 

হৃদয় গধুি  হি কেোলো অজোহি েব্দ 

েোমিঙী গোভৰুজো  েোিোহনি দতি 

মু ুেোবুলীয়ো িো োঁহিতি  োত ো শুতভচ্ছো নজনোই 

 োঁিোহিও হনহদতয় 

মোতৈো োঁ আমন-জজমনল  েো োঁেেোলে বহি 

কিৰুৱোই নৈ অিো জীবনি িহব আোঁহ  

ি ুতলো টুত  

 োনী কেোলো ঘোটলল আতিো োঁতে 

বোিীি ক োমল  ুিি  ন্ধোনে 

হনিৱেো আৰু েনূযেোই  ী কৈোৱো নন োিে 

ৈমহ  নি িোই 

 োিি বোিীি  ুিে হবিোহি  োওোঁ  
নন আৰু জীৱনি আজন্ম কেম। 
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ঋতুৰ ততজে ততজে লিলিবদ্ধ 

মৃদসু্মিতা মহন্ত  
 

 

কিমান মৃত িকিজাত ভকি থৈ 

আগবাক়িছে সময় 

মৃতয ুি আখিা প্ৰকতপি 

জিাশয়ি গভীি গা াঁতত  
উচযপকন সসউজী প্ৰহিি  
সিিছিখাি দছি বাক়ি স াৱা দিূত্বি সীমাছিখাত বন্দী 
আত্মিি সম্বন্ধ. . .  
পুিকি সিছিা অনুভছৱই ইকতহাস হ'ি 

উদং বিুুখন িাি সহাঁপাহত থি ৈাছি. . .  
মকিকচিা সিৱি মকিকচিা. . .  
পক্ষাঘাতত কপষ্ট শিীি  
ধীছি ধীছি বতাহ জাি থব আকহছে 

িকিজাি অভুন্তিলি. . .  
বতাহি সছত সপ্ৰমি আকিংগন  
জীৱনি বকিয়াত ঋতযি সতছজ সতছজ কিকপবদ্ধ  
সসা াঁৱিকি থহ পিা সমাি পকিচয় 

মই সপ্ৰয়সী, মৃত িকিজাত ভকি   
থৈ আগব়িা সসই দুিন্ত সময়ি 
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খণ্ড-বিখণ্ড পৃবিৱী 
ব্ৰজেন মেবি 

 

 

নৈৰ নৈৰ্জৈ বুকুত ৈাৈাৰঙী মাছ চনৰ ফুৰৰ। 
নিয় গৰাত পৰ াৱা কা াঁহীবৈৰ গাত ধনৰ  
ৈানম নগনছৰৈা াঁ নব িকা পাৈীলৈ 

মমাৰ ম াৰ্ৰ ভৰত নৈৰ নৈৰ্জৈ বকুু ভাৰঙ বুনৈ  
ৈাৰহলক আগবঢাই নিনছৰৈা াঁ প্ৰনতৰ া ম াৰ্। 
ইনতমৰধে মমাৰ উপনিনতৰ উমাৈ পাই  
কাাঁনহবৈৰ মচাপত আশ্ৰয় নৈ িকা  
এহানৈ ম াৰকাৰা চৰাই উনৰ নগনছৈ  
অৰি া বায়ু িুফাৈ কনৰ। 
 

মমাৰ যাযাবৰী মচৰহৰা  
বৈৰ প ীৰৰা ভাৈ ৈৈগা হ'ৈ। 
মাৈুহ আৰু প্ৰকৃনতৰ মাৰ্ত 

মাৈুৰহ নিৰয় সৰু-বৰ ৱাৈ  
 ণ্ড-নব ণ্ড কৰা পৃনিৱী ৈ মিন  

মাৈুহৰ ওপৰত পুৰতৌ ওপৰৰ্ নসহাঁতৰ। 
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ছায়া ফুকন 

হিতেশ গগগ 

 

ছায়া ফুকন মৰাৰ বহু বছৰলৈকক 

মমাৰ আত্মীয় হৈ  আছছৈ 

ছবশ্বাস আছছৈ এছিন উভছি আছৈব 

 

ৰ'ি ছিকৈ ভাৱ হৈছছৈ মিওঁ জ্বছৈকছ 

বৰষুণ ছিকৈ ছিন্তা হৈছছৈ মিওঁ ছিছিকছ 

ছকছন হৈছছকৈা ঁশীিৰ গৰম কাক াৰ 

 

ছকন্তু মিওঁ নাছৈৈ 

ছবস্ময় বিাৈ হৈ গুছি গ'ৈ, সুখ-িৈৰলৈ 

 

মবছবৈন িৈৰি 

মমাৰ বনু্ধকৱ মিওঁক মিছখছছৈ 

গছ াি হৈ ছিছি আকছ 

মাটি হৈ ৰ'ি হৈ আকছ 

 ানী হৈ হব আকছ 

 

মানুৈ মাটিৰ ছ ঞ্জৰি বন্দী 
মাটিকয় জীৱন কছৰ মিাকৈ স্বয়ংসম্পূণ ণ । 
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ডিজিটেল অৰণ্যৰ মানুহ  

ৰতন ৰাগ 

 

আমি এমিয়া এটা মিক্সেলি বন্দী, 
যন্ত্ৰৰ ভ্ৰূকুটটি জীয়াই থকা 
িৰ্দাৰ মিিাৰৰ মকছুিান মনজীৱ 
প্ৰমিচ্ছমব। 

ৰামিৰ নীলা পিাহৰি পিাৰ 
চকুহাল— 

 

পযন এক্সকাটা শুকান কুুঁ ৱা, 
য’ি আক্সবগক্সবাৰ পকৱল মকছুিান 
মিজজক্সটল বুৰ্-্বুৰ্্, 

আৰু পপ্ৰি িাক্সন— এটা শীিল 
‘লাইক’ বুটািৰ টটি। 

আিাৰ বািদালািক্সবাৰ এমিয়া বৰক্সে 
ঢকা িথ, 

 

পখাজ মৰ্ক্সলই মিছল খাই পযাৱা 
শূনযিাৰ এক ৰ্ীঘলীয়া পৰখা। 

ওচৰি বমহও আমি এজক্সন মিজনৰ 
চকুলল নাচাওুঁ , 
পযন আমি ৰু্খন িিান্তৰাল 
পৰলিথ— 

 

ৰ্ৰূত্ব অমিক্ৰি কমৰবলল অহা, অথচ 
পকমিয়াও মিমলি পনাক্সহাৱা। 

চহৰৰ এই যামন্ত্ৰক পকালাহলি িিয় 
পযন এখন িীব্ৰক্সবগী পেইন, 

আৰু আমি িাৰ মখমৰকীক্সৰ অহা 
ধূমলকণা। 

 

এই বযস্তিাৰ িাজি িানৱিা 
আজজ— 

এটা িুৰমণ িক্সকটৰ মছগা বুটাি, 

মযক্সটা পকাক্সনাবাই িাহৰমণৰ গৰ্দি 
পিলাই থথ আমহক্সছ। 

অথচ, এই কৃটটি জজমলকমনৰ 
মিিাক্সৰ 

 

এমিয়াও জীয়াই আক্সছ মকছুিান 
‘অেলাইন’ স্পন্দন— 

ময পকৱল ৰু্হাক্সিক্সৰ চুই বুজজব িৰা 
যায়, 

ময পকাক্সনা চাজদাৰ বা পনটৱকদৰ 
ওিৰি  
মনৰ্দৰশীল নহয়। 

থৰ যাওক অলি িিয়, 

এই মিজজক্সটল অৰণযৰ িৰা 
আুঁিমৰ— 

আহক, আমি িুনৰ িানুহ থহ িক্সৰা ুঁ, 
য’ি শব্দৰ পকাক্সনা মেল্টাৰ নাথাক্সক, 

থামকব পকৱল হৃৰ্য়ৰ উি থকা এক 
মনি দল প্ৰশামন্ত। 
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হাইকুৰ দৰৰ 

অংকুৰৰতা ফুকন 

 

১ 

ছায়া-মায়া প াহৰ 

 দলূিত শুননা লিনালি সুহুলৰ 

 

২ 

লিিলমি প া লন 

আিাশখন নালমনছ সমুদ্ৰৰ বুিুলি… 

 

৩ 

পদািনমািালি 

ভাগৰুৱা পশনতলিত িানে   ীয়াতৰাই 

 

৪ 

সাগৰ পহাৱা নন 

উভলতব  ানৰনন  নুৰ নন হ'বলি 

 

৫ 

এজাি িৰাই 

হুৰাই লদনি পিাতািত 

সময়ৰ  ালখ  লৰ ৰয়… 
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ঝিয়ৈলআ 

য োগ্য ফুকন 

 

এপা ফুল 

এটা ভেটট 

এতুম আশা 
এমুটি মঅম 

এটট ভ েঁ চাপতীয়া হা েঁহহ 

 

এখহি ভ াৱতী নি 

এব গত  আওলা 
এপেঁহ  ৰদাি 

এবহ অলং া 
এচও  সুখ 

এেহতি আমললয়া সবপাি 

 

এ াশ' ভ াি 

এবগা া সন্মাি 

এচলু আশী াদ 

এটট হমিা গীত 

এদাহল ভচং ভচং চা চহি  
 

এল য়াম সম্পদ 

এবতালা ভসাণ 

এহ ঘা শইচ 

এবিছা সূতা 
আই হপতাইঅ এবগমা 
 

এচুঙা চাপািী 
এ িী লহখমী 
এব া া  হাধাি 

এদাহল  টটয়া 
এঝুহত  লীয়া হৰহা।। 
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