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Sweet melody

........................

Sweet sweet melody The flowers bloom.

The bees hum and

 the butterflies spread their wings.

In that blue sky,

Wherever the distant horizon, The eyes are filled with joy.

The birds spread their wings, The sun shimmers,

Life is in their wings.




Poetry gives life .......  ...................

 

Poetry gives life, the heart is colored.

In the tide of life, in the secret of the mind.

How many words are lost.

In the dark, the dream stealer's color. Eyes open, that distant tree appears.

In the courtyard of the night, fireflies fill the soul with light.

In the heart, distant dreams are woven, 

a garland is woven.

The hands behind the garland are colored, 

yet the light of the stars Is lost in that tree.

In the midst of the grasp, that sky seems to be grasped.

As much as thoughts, they become dreams and grasp the mind.
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When I am no longer

..........…...........

When I am no longer in this world.

Someone will remember me in the past.

Disappearing into the dust of memories,

I may later be in the corner of the room

among those pictures.

The world of pictures will be a mess

one day-

The old, worn-out pictures maybe end up in a pile.

Everyone on the way is black, and disappears into the black darkness.



Poet

 

......................

I am a poet, a new poet.

Is a poet new again?

Haven't you heard of this?

My

new walk in the world of poetry.

So tell me, you are a poet.

How many rhymes and songs have you

written?

I don't understand the new.

I'm just writing.

What did you write, what's the name of the poem?

Dream world

Oh God, this poet writes and 

dreams of becoming a big man.

How many poets have empty pockets

This poet says the flow of sounds.

You wrote a poem - rhythm, quantity, scale.

You read Bengali well 

Do you have to know so much to write poetry? 

How many poets?

 If I accept all this in the kingdom of the

poet, 

where will I find a place? 

Far away, be a good poet? 

That's what I do, I write poetry every night in the moonlight and with the stars in the midst of nature. 

What kind of poet is this brother? Everyone

wouldn't sleep at night then. 

They would meditate in a quiet place 

in the midst of nature.

Poetry, prose, poetry -

You will hear-

Oh my, poetry, again prose, poetry..

Between prose and verse, Again prose poetry.

Listen, my child, listening to all

these poems

is of no use to me.

Be greedy and use it.

Otherwise, in the midst of that

nature,

in the darkness, prose will become

poetry.




On your side

***************

A row of palm trees on the bank of the pond A bright night, a peaceful atmosphere.

I sit alone

Thinking.

You are not by my side, There is only silence.

Little by little,

Thirty years have passed.
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