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O Brave

The fruit of penance rests in life’s embrace,
A conscience awakened by wisdom’s grace.
O eternal force, we bow to thee,

A beacon for youth through eternity.
"Arise, awake, and stop not till the goal is reached."
—Swami Vivekananda

Your name ignites a trembling thought,
Like lightning flashing swift and bright.
Righteous paths, self-belief untold,

A warrior’s will in blessings bold.

Blessed is the land that bore you forth,

A hero’s spirit shapes this earth.

O Swami, you belong to all,

Your wisdom stands, a lotus tall,

A crown of truth, forever high.

In the world’s grand stage, peace prevails,
A timeless faith in banners sails.

The pride of India, luminous sage,

A guiding star for youth’s free age.

In our hearts, you always reign,

O master of wisdom, pure and great.

Your words take root in sight divine,

God’s own blessing, nectar’s shine.

A soul of fire, a diamond pure,

A thunderous lord, a spirit sure.
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..... O Brave

In beauty nurtured, Shiva’s grace,
Reviving faith that time misplaced.

A blend of wisdom, faith, and creed,
A modern path for souls in need.
Blessed by Ramakrishna’s gaze,

A wandering monk, the world amazed.
Self-reliant, a teacher true,

We bow, O father, our guide anew.
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HAPPY

It good to see you happy,
A reflection in your mood...
Your joy truly mirrors happiness.

Like the folks harmonizing in melody,

“l sing the song of love...”

Flipping a half-coin, otherwise

Even not, catch the opportunity likewise,
So what?

What the harm it that?
Even if the taste of mere pennies remains unfound,
Living we is intact forgetting beautiful ‘I °.

Your attire fades today,The drills at the assembly point,
Do you spare moments for yourself?

Dive within time...
In the race to live for yourself,
Isn’t life a bit imbalanced, out of tune?

Equations meets reality,

But they’re dauntingly tough.

Oh dear, I’m forgetful—

“Dancing to the rhythm of the drums...”

Burning in the flames of strife,
Awakening crimson awareness...
Breaking, and building anew,

The battle remains only with oneself.
The sails of a full tide sway gently.

Moments turn silent,Amidst the crowd’s self-mindfulness...
If the embrace of the night doesn’t hold back,

Sleepless thoughts avoiding happiness

Riding the air like sequence of clouds.

While weaving the illusions of dreams,
Even in playing Holi’s color-blending game,
If a half moon reminds you of something...
Staying in the delight...

You are happy.
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Megh-Mallar

Come, oh wandering whims, open and free,
Bring along your meaningless spree.

The hooting owl with a playful prance,
Arranging the air with a carnival dance.

Hide and seeking, faces concealed,
Searching hearts that never reveal?
Cutting canals to lure crocodiles,
Laughter and folly—unclear, unclear.

Don’t venture too far from the edge,

The borderlands mark a precarious ledge.
Frequent woes bind the sneering snout,
A teacher’s due—a mighty power.

Leaders under sun, burning pride,

Melting cholesterol none can hide.
Balconies beckon, but genuine friends are
rare,True companions? They vanish in air.

Gluttony swallows streams of shallow
schemes,Faltering spirits caught in ill
dreams.

Aimless, lazy clouds climb high,
Chaos reigns, a humble sigh.

Skyscrapers rise in a row of might,
Cities of brick, where hearts lose light.
Bound testimony, Meghmallar rings,
Unfurl the plume—let the peacock
unbound feathers.
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A Few Words

A gentle smile, spreading across,

Wait a moment keeping business aside,

The heartfelt essence of Sharodiya greetings,
dear friends.

Amidst the elegance, a bed of adornments
disrupted,

Once again, a jubilant, majestic environment
stands tall,Hail to the Goddess Mother, the
remover of sorrows.

The tinkling anklets, the nose ring and the stud,
What a remarkable scholar, what a radiant
maiden!

Her sidelong glances, the allure of her gaze,

At first sight, she captivates the heart.

Could it be called—breaking paths at a zebra
crossing?

The vibrant neon lights bring resembles,
Jamdani sharee and the fragrance of Togar
flowers—modern yet nostalgic,Endless
streams flowing in every direction,

A resonance in the pituitary— craving for
more!

The heart sways in a discotheque,

An Arabian nomad’s thrill lulls the mind.
Tie down the wild dawn, hold it firm,
Catch and bind those dears to you,

For this is the dawn of a new misty morn.
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The Millstone

Grinding seeds in the relentless millstone,
Over & over, round they are thrown.
Like a spinning wheel, it circles and turns,
Extracting aged oil with a fiery burn.

Amid storms of wrath, oh mighty tree,

Can you offer drops of rain?

Let this weary pollution finally cease,
Balance joy and sorrow in harmonious peace.

| shall remain in a closed-up room,
Gathering kin with cries to resume.

In a flash, to Delhi we shall go,

Waking Khokan from his slumber's sleep.

What a jest this world reveals,

A stage for play, but only for the gentry's appeals.
When tender young ones join the game,

The blacksmith's hammer calls their name.

Chewing the cud, betel leaves they bite,
Striking sparks with every fight.

A sharper wit, a stronger blaze,
Reaching skies in daring displays.

With affection, fireworks burst and blow,
A fierce temper graces festive glow.
Victory o Mother, grant us your shield,
As flaws in this world hold us sealed.

Shout aloud, no mercy here, my dear,
Today here, tomorrow there, unclear.
Twisting the reel, thorns you will lift,
Be it in pensions or dreams adrift.
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Boundaries

Unaware trespass, a reckless pursuit,
lgnorance sits bold in the spectator’s seat.
Evening descends with a cultural duel,
Masked in hues of delight, passion’s fuel.
Debates rage, truths remain unborn,

Like cut collars and handwoven charm.

In the background, vast empty fields stretch,
And yet we shout — "We are priceless!"

A false pride we carry, worn like a badge.
Boundaries of blessings, love, and care,
Universal for all, meant to be shared.

But storms brew, pockets grow fat,

Integrity bends to the whims of a few,

Like bamboo groves — wildfires that brew.
Bruised dignity across mercury lines,

Heads bowed low, bound by blood ties.

In torchlight’s gleam, ghosts rise from graves,
Dancing to haunting tunes — silent yet brave.
The suffering lies with those who wait,
Ramgaruda’s children cross dry leaves late.
A single misstep, here or there,

And out comes a swinging sword — beware!
When hunger strikes within one’s home,
Flames spread fast, no one’s alone.
Buffaloes run wild, untamed by reins,
Neighbors lose sleep in traps laid plain.

In hopeful whispers, farmers dream,

Bees hum tunes of distant schemes.

Yet chaos brews in the landlord’s den,

A misplaced strike, and all goes astray again.
A slingshot loaded with misplaced cheer,
Joy turns bitter, as regret draws near.

The sweet delight, once savored with glee,
Now tastes of sorrow — what irony!
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The Zealot

Once again, a zealot’s crusade begins,
Forgetting self, striking their own kin.

A sudden flash of thought,
Reminds us of the wisdom we forgot.
Like a thriving seed refusing restraint,
Boundaries dissolve, and rebels paint.

In the scorching desert sun’s fierce glare,
Their whips crack the air, barren and bare.
With puffed pride, mischief thrives,
The rogue smiles as chaos arrives.
Even the gods remain silent there,
Their presence felt in quiet, divine glare.
Children wake from slumber deep,
Marching paths where discipline keeps.
But shifting borders blur the lines,
Prayers clasped to search for signs.
Perhaps an ominous warning awaits,

A life balanced on uncertain fates.

Like madmen playing with strings and thread,
Lost in a kite’s fragile spread.

The gasps of oppression, stifled cries,
Taste of stolen joy under veiled skies.
Glass shards polished to a deadly gleam,
Divide and conquer — a twisted dream.
Zealotry thrives in the learned minds,
Spreading roots beyond the country's binds.
Poisoned air flows through unseen streams,
lgniting rumors, sowing forgotten dreams.
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The Zealot..

The daily routine of deceit persists,
In every act, the truth twists.
Yet some prefer the unknown bend,
Over the clarity that truth might send.
The moonlit path remains obscure,

In distant lands where wounds endure.

What’s left behind — a hollow throne,

Where the zealot stands, forever alone.
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Who Are You?

If you wish, I’ll pierce through the skies,
With wide-open eyes, defying all ties.

’ll bring spring down the river’s flow,

And paint dreams that endlessly glow.

If you desire, let us vanish unseen,
Through flowered arches, hidden serene.
The ink will race across secret lines,
Crafting divine verses, timeless rhymes.

If you ask, I’ll sway the crooked Hori,
Breaking the trance of a clerk’s old story.
Crowds will gather in temple halls,

Yet a mute phone will heed the calls.

If you want, caste will fade,

Jewels of rank — no longer weighed.

With conch-shell echoes and vows of change,
’ll flip the calendar, all customs rearranged.
In the queen’s old palace, pillars will stand,
Roots of adventure, trembling the land.

If you choose, night will dissolve,

Yet tales of chaos we’ll resolve.

Forget the wounds, stay by my side,

Will you be my friend through life’s ride?
For if you will, the grandest play,

Can turn to dust in a fleeting day.
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Who Are You?...

The roots remain deep, never lost to dust,
Though adorned with grandeur, in time we trust.
If you wish, with just a little more sway,

Life will bloom in colors vibrant, play by play.
The purest pollen, gathered with care,

Sweet as honey, dissolving despair.

You are the light, an eternal glow,

Like a bird’s song or a bell’s soft show.

In festive flames, your brilliance reigns,
Chasing shadows from wanderers' lanes.
With every spark, the journey finds peace,
And restless souls embrace sweet release.
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Selfish

To survive, | savor the choices,

Tools of the courtyard gate that crossed five years,
Avoiding countless hidden gazes,

Eyes reciting harsh, emaciated truths —

This is selfishness.

In the furnace of urgency — desires, requests, orders,
advice unfulfilled,

A stance of defiance, tainted peers branding names —
Selfish.

In the happiness of kin, A premature awakening, a
clipped-wing madman’s mockery,

Defying the reality of neighborhood gatherings.

A helpless sailor losing control of the upstream boat,
A stone heart raised high, invading with a dark hue.
Seeking the Gandhamadan Hill for the healing
Sanjeevani herb, A fleeting crystal of right and wrong,
judged in relativity,

Rejecting labeled technology for the weight of
emotion,

Molten magma blooms, relaxing into appropriate
behavior.

Peace purified in the flames of intangible faults,
Diving deep into the ocean of philosophical
revelations.

A frail, stumbling figure, self-stretched to the fullest,
“What is rumored holds some truth” — such
selfishness.

Two drops of life’s essence spill here and there,
Reality lost in imitation, unsolicited pain in moments
of rest.

Depleting the store of pretended goodness, gathering
polite greetings,

My will to live, imagined in desires of self-fulfillment.
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Best Friend

| know we’ll talk again,

Even if from afar, now and then.

Life moves fast, no time to stay,

Kitchen chores and jobs take the day away.
In the joy of creation, there’s a Vidura’s
wisdom,

A silent treaty with Dhritarashtra’s kingdom.
The playful pranks of childhood days,

Like twin birds, not lost in time’s haze.
Winter's chill brings memories sweet,

Of handmade treats we used to eat.
Generation Z won’t know that bliss,

Their world’s a reel — what did they miss?
Mini blogs and reels, with Vidya’s grace,
Orangutans with Alia’s face.

Matching outfits, single-piece style,

Two best friends walking the mile.
Telepathy connects through aches and pain,
Weekly gatherings — laughter again.

With tangy snacks and spicy chats,

Time flies by, singing festive tracks.

In good times or bad, | seek a friend,

A soulmate to whom my thoughts bend.
Forever framed in a still memory,

Our bond eternal, timeless, and free.
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Mind of Mine

Lakshmi, the cherished daughter,
Endowed with wealth, wisdom, and honor.
She holds the dawn’s tender glow,
Stepping past her sixteenth spring, pure as
morning dew in a porcelain bowl.

Counting every penny, stacking the sheets,
Braids of thoughts tied in folded receipts.
The ledger fills as dusk descends,

In a world of trade, where ambition never
ends.

Oil drips from the hair, slick and smooth,
Guiding hands to feed the roots.

In the mid-sky’s tranquil forest,

A fishing rod casts, seeking rest.
Half-asleep dreams flutter through,
Bathed in moonlight's silver hue.

Like a bull yoked to the millstone’s grind,
Chasing dreams, the heart entwined.
Jumping through clouds, grasping the sky,
Love and joy always nearby.

Life’s purpose finds meaning in desire,
Sweet like candy that never tires.

As dusk departs, in a crimson hue,

The final farewell, a pull so true.

Ribs stretched thin, a hollow ache,

Holding onto happiness that quietly breaks.
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Simple Lessons of Life

In the simple lessons of taming time,

Imagination blooms, painting the skies crimson.
Childhood, lost in the colors of joy,

Turns to restless youth, minds dancing in rebellion.
In forests deep, across waters wide,

Whispers of Sita’s flute echo far and wide.

The path is unclear, the compass spins,

But wisdom grows from life’s scattered pins.

Time passes, mornings fade,

Feet swing lazily on a grandfather’s chair.

A warm cup held with care,

Gazing at life’s moving picture — unfolding everywhere.
Stories pass from lips to ears,

Tales of waiting boats on distant shores.

Were they truly fortunate, those who had baskets full?
Or did fate weave their journey with silver spoons,
Born wanderers, left searching for homes long gone?
The sky clears, clouds scatter like cotton,

Dust clings to old doormats, forgotten.

Desires of the neighborhood take flight,

Children lost in noisy games,

Seeking shelter, wandering streets,

Their tired hands labor through sleepless nights.

The wandering traveler, chasing dreams,

Finds fleeting joy — an illusion it seems.

But if truth is to be unveiled,

My memories flow like rivers,

Where even fish weep beneath the sun’s shimmer.
Days remain trapped in golden cages,

Layer upon layer of gratitude stored.

In the quiet moments of reflection,

On birthdays of the soul’s rebirth,

| find this simple truth —The easiest lessons of life are the most
precious.
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Existence

In the tides of life, | drift,

A fragile self, turning to mist.

In moments of near extinction,

Existence remains a stubborn conviction.
Days pass by, straight and plain,

With sums of joy and loss in the chain.

In life’s twists and secret turns,

Light was stolen from what once burned.
Breathless sighs in defeat’s clutch,

A window opens to rain’s touch.

In chaos, like a mad dog’s tail,

Some creations rise from life’s frail.
Blood flows wild, no reins to hold,
Crashing hard, on fields of gold.

Empty hands, carrying hollow pride,
Trapped in life’s fragile divide.

Tides rise and fall, boughs of hope,
Searching for the foam that elopes.

Lost between life and death’s dance,
Reality takes its final stance.

Scatter dreams like Shimul and Palash,
Caution the captain to guard his mast.
Even when life’s music turns dark and grim,
New pages of life will begin.

Don’t fear the paths once lost,

’ll return, no matter the cost.

Look for the familiar, worn-out sage,
Under the lamppost, standing on life’s stage.
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Realization
With steadfast conscience and resolute will,
One aspires to build a life of honor and skill.
Eyes closed, yet deeply aware,
Immersed in labor, striving to care.
Sharp intellect, detail by detail,
Yet often, life's lessons feel frail.
Chasing dreams under a scorching sky,
Climbing ladders of numbers — aiming high.
In the tangled web of life's game,
Will full marks ever come, or just the name?
The heart brims with gallons of realization,
Washed clean by light’s illumination.
Under the moon and starlit sky,
Half-filled bellies danced through nights gone by.
Courage guides through a path so steep,
Yet even the compass can mislead the deep.
At life’s final shore, like Vasco da Gama,
Do we stand grounded, or lost in a dilemma?
In society's cradle, faces fade,
Even kings reflect on choices made.
No compromise with fleeting regrets,
Life’s journey measures miles yet unmet.
Unfazed by hardship, science prevails,
Yet storms can erode, and spirits derail.
In polished towers of urban pride,
Is the soul lost, or does it hide?
Rise, brave heart, with head held high,
Awake from slumber, do you try?
If you wish to smile before dusk’s call,
Slow the sickle, steady the fall.
Day by day, dig through all.
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The Cormorant
The mind now shows signs of decay,
Thoughts crumbling, slipping away.
Steam rising from a simmering pot,
Loose papers fill the desk — but answers,
there are not.
The sharp-eyed cormorant dives,
Knows the tricks to stay alive.
Promises made with timid intent,
But flames consume, leaving faces bent.
The flute hums a teasing tune,
Be warned — don’t go too soon.
A spinning six, a dazzling strike,
In the empty field, chaos takes flight.
Turning away, she flies again,
The wandering spirit will return then.
Rivers will flow for three hundred years,
Old books, old lands, preserved in tears.
In precise lines, words align,
Yet the mind twists in riddles divine.
Breathing shallow, diving deep,
Through waters vast, secrets keep.
Bindu’s mother, flowers in her hair,
Mascara lips, an elegant stare.
Her sari pulls with tension tight,
As sunlight dances, a magician’s delight.
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Mishuk

The jeweled droplets of your eyes

Lost somewhere, far away, on immortal cheeks.
The flickering tides ebb and flow in a daze,
Searching tirelessly for the mineral depths of life.

A cozy hut of fleeting joys,

Returns with time, again and again,

Reminding us of the rippling festivities of happiness,
Amid the tainted threats of labor’s gains.

For the stealthy thief, life offers but one chance,
Stirring through the surroundings, searching intently.
With a moment's focus and a firm grip,

It seized a few sky-bound, fleeting dreams.

A new dawn glimmers in the leaf's eyes with harmony,
The day adorned in renewed fervor.

Through the neighbor's roof, the scarecrow’s distress
fades,

Pouring into endless chatter, an ecstasy unleashed.

What more is there to seek, to claim?

The gates creak open, the ledgers flip,

The entire afternoon becomes mine, brimming with joy,
Let go of every rein today, untamed and free.

A chilled stream flows through the Sushumna,
Reversing its path, solid and resolute.

Bundles of nerves carried from hand to hand,

Crossing boundaries, bringing you to a room of longing.

With a burst of laughter, the warmth pulls the body,
Covered in layers, enwrapped in affection.

The nectar of immortality beckons on temporary days,
But can you nurture contentment and roam as a recluse?
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Hypocrite

In grand halls adorned with intellect refined,
Modern minds in a system confined.
Hypocrisy reigns on the towering stage,
Silence prevails, wisdom caged.

With knowing eyes, yet lips stay sealed,
Knowledge consumed but truth concealed.
A fleeting charade, a hollow claim,

Sinful crystals masked in fame.
Embroidered silk on a quilt so fine,

Yet why does its hue fail to align?

The aged glance, their wisdom stirred,
Allies gathered where gains are secured.
If knowledge aids the ignorant soul,

Why does shallow pride take control?
Like brittle warriors on paper strong,
Slipping in mud where they don’t belong.
Through moonlit peaks and crimson skies,
Grasses stand where courage lies.

Yet wisdom falters, cast aside,

When sharper minds walk with pride.

The tides of time wash all away,

Who does hypocrisy serve today?

Truth dissolves in silent waves,
Conscience bound, yet change it craves.
Shall the learned stand in light so pure?
Or wear a mask and darkness endure?
Yet, hope still stands, upright and tall,
Breaking chains, rewriting all.
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Unsolicited

Paying the price doesn’t make someone priceless,
True value lies in education's finesse.

Debts remembered, loyalties severed,

A trap set for betrayal cleverly maneuvered.
Homegrown lessons shared far and wide,
Gentle souls, yet wisdom denied.

lgnorance prevails where arrogance stands,
Respect fades amidst tribal demands.

This age, like others, barely evolves,

Golden eras dine as history revolves.
Candles once rare now overused,

Time’s extravagance leaves virtues bruised.
A little light, a mindful beam,

To guide your thoughts in a balanced stream.
Unwanted help—an overstep in disguise,
Dragged unnoticed by misplaced ties.

“Keep your flamboyance, dear sir!” they warn,
For pockets lighten when respect is torn.
Call upon wisdom, measured and precise,
Aid flows best when situations entice.
Pouring ghee on the worthy yields fruit,
When judged rightly, success takes root.
Sorrow weighs heavy in bitter times,

Yet whose burden truly aligns?

Unwanted counsel clutters the air,

A tune uninvited, a noise unfair.
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....unsolicited

A quip from Khusrau reminds us still:
"Money doesn’t grow on trees at will."

Be yourself amidst the crowd,

Thinkers remain noble, humble, and proud.
Mistakes of passion, a silent flute,

Artists’ truth unknown, their voice moot.
Enough of pretense, let’s end this strife,

A bow to wisdom, a toast to life.
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Bistu the Scholar

Chatter and chatter in polished Bengali,
A sniff of snuff, some modest parody.
Market pride and hollow arrogance,
Mere repetition of shallow erudition's
stance.

Solicited respect at every junction,
Language traded in crude translation.
A chaotic stream flows unchecked,
Happiness unseen, hypocrisy decked.
No wisdom in shallow learning thrives,
Life's essence lost if Shiva's grace denies.
The restless crowds, the fallen souls,
What can Bistu’s scholarship extol?

Seats laid for the "intelligent elite,"
Cutting paths through deceit.
Reins raised, the warrior bold—

Do they pause to retrace roads of old?
Sunsets cast shadows on walls that
crumble,

What truth lies in dusk's murmur humble?
Hollow stomachs, minds adrift,
Bistu’s scholarship—a sinking skiff.
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A Tiny Slice

Land, the habitable paradise,

Where price wars touch the skies.
The frail stand tall with dignity,
Holding pride with fervent tenacity.
Names etched upon the deeds,
Bound by fences, confined in needs.

Dreams rest within the shuttered abodes,
While silent humanity bears its explosive loads.
Penny by penny, wealth is amassed,

Drop by drop, oceans are surpassed.

Sweat drips to the earth below,

A grand call to friends begins to glow.

Hard-earned yet so easily lost,

Seen only through the hawk's keen gaze.
Granaries of rice, harvest's reward,
Stored in old cloths, life's chords.
Unyielding obstinacy clings to soil,
Negotiating over a mere patch of toil.

Soft breezes embrace weary frames,

Bringing solace, peace in nature's name.

In Agrahayana’s harvest feast,

Rice staircases sorted, a farmer’s treat.
Chewing through the cud of progress,
Technology applauded with hands in congress.
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Noon

At the edge of the afternoon stands the camp of noon,
Bursting into kaleidoscopic hues like Kathakali curves.
On the frail drumsticks of Moringa leaves,

A gentle shiver caresses the awakened damp soul.
Piercing the sky, intellects collide in a cacophony,
The seasonal clutter whirls like a murky glass jar.
Bright fragments of life cling to soft cushions,

Oh, that golden-hued hotel and its potato stew!
The sky twists into a coiled thread of agitation,

Ribs ache, jaws stretch under the weight of gravity.
Wrapped in winter quilts, the conch shells cry,
Opening registers of longing with nostalgic sighs.
Metallic throats crack against the coarse back,

Like dashing through the royal mansion in a fleeting
chase.

The night laborer bites into the cold earth,
Stumbling against frozen poles and paper lantern
caps.

At the edge of the ocean's seventh wave,

Even distant relations wear the crown of valor.

The boatman trims his boundaries with oars,

His heart burns as he counts stars in the night's
embrace.

When did joy turn into sorrow’s ally?

lgnoring the arches of crumpled hands,
Marketplaces now rest, free from the noise of noon
bars.

Morning’s chatter fades into a quiet afternoon.
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The Wandering Pen

Thoughts churn endlessly in the mind,

A river meanders with decayed shells,

Do they leave cuts on the tender toes?
Honestly, Baba Ramdev,

You aren’t entirely futile;

Your “Anulom Vilom” pulls

Have the sting of dry red chilies.
Headstands—your prescribed antidote,

Leave one spinning, utterly defeated.

The tangible plasma, foolish yet magnetic,

Is it merely a box of web series?

In the chaos of existence,

A mad ascetic sways,

Dancing in shades of indigo,

Perhaps not on a pole of liberation.

Lost in a village pond's embrace,

Mistaken dives into a maze of thoughts.

The knees falter in shallow waters,

As fairy tales—one for the queen, another for the maid—
Meld in careless twilight.

A fishing line lies idle;

The bait ignored by elusive moments.
Wayfarers tread the wandering roads,
Exhausted by illusions,

Seeking rest in the in-between—

This shore or that,

Under the winter’s calm or autumn's festivities.
Conquests in foreign lands,

Where Lilliputians rule their snake-and-ladder games,
Drenched in colors, splashed with lime—

The dance of life pokes through the eyes.
"Bravo, soldier!" they cheer,

Yet stand rooted in place,

Caught between the call of beloveds and distant dreams.

WA @S 60 Aomg AT

dipankar.besu@gmail.com



q- P

I & BIST (ST
fosIT Ol S|

Al 2 HAoT NI,
B4 N W «f ?
of ¥ 98 G@IIE A
S GGIBANGIERNGH
G AP AR
AT Q AT TSR
(AT (AT JATIO|

I8 QI<pT @ 2T d]
s sE-Hifse I 2
IR WIS 25T csret

T T TICO! B |

TR G- SO 74 e,
(<G 9 SIRqIF VISt |
I @RI G BT 13
I AT & FIco |
&9l e g, Gror (d@fa
@R 93 [NeIE |

13 #1fAF I I I
T IS AT @
QAT SATT
a1 ot 1 =1aw @l

fSa e Frey wre
ferfero[coat sTo1-sycet ¢,
R @Ay, g7 @l
iR &fet (GId ProIos |
RIS S1eT | 51T Wi
TSR 3 TG (S|

YA @o

dipankar.besu@gmail.com

61

Aoma Y



Cyclone "Pyangla"

Beware, oh heedful souls,

Brace yourselves at the station’s call.
The storm named "Pyangla" swirls ahead,
Stand firm, stand united, tall.

It may break, but will not bend,

Like Vijaya's echo in a drone's blend.
Storms come and storms they go,
Each with names fierce and bold.

Yet the mighty banyan sways,
Laughing at the tempest's hold.
Mighty by name, grand in form,
Wisdom guides the vessel’s helm.
The clanking gate, the roaring thunder,
Yet fear recoils and hides itself.
Scars so deep, like China's wall,

A single crack might make it fall.

But this uproar, this "Pyangla" force,
Is but a hunger’s frantic call.
Turbulence rages, fear takes hold,
Yet beasts and men stand in fold.
Amidst chaos, laughter roars,

In unity's grand encore.

No baton strikes, yet flowers bloom,
Rising even from the dirt.
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Cyclone "Pyangla".....

Thunderous applause echoes high,

No storm can shake this mirth.

Let’s gather strength like dinosaurs,
Harnessing the whirlwind’s force.

In this fight, like Avengers rise,

Turn disaster into roaring course.

Oh, storm, now take your leave!

My friend waits in lands afar.

In torrents drown the wretched drains,
Wash the alleys, cleanse the scars.
Fear not, fear not,

Gone are the shadows of sorrow.

Not in a dim-lit, hollow room,

But in fresh breath’s new tomorrow.
Through the wreckage, through the pain,
Pyangla shall rebuild again.
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Drifting Sands

The gusty winds scatter,

grains of sand cradle the shore,

Swept across barren lands,

torn and tattered by the air’s roar—

A sea of restless sand.

No alliances bind the living or the lifeless,
Under twin skies, caught in a whirlwind of fate,
A cosmic maze unfolds—

An endless ocean of drifting sands.
Through weary pages of time,

scarred and ancient, the past still lingers,
A scholar’s gaze surveys the relics,
marking the passage of ages—

The fragile weight of shifting sands.

Layer upon layer, gathering, merging,
hardened by history’s relentless call,
Etched upon the lines of time,

witness to changing winds—

A timeless congregation of sand.

Endless rhythms pulse beneath weary footprints,
where the sun and moon scorch and soothe,
Memories of lost rivers whisper,
embracing in silent sorrow—

The helpless sands of time.

The tides rush in, lost dreams dissolve,
vanishing in the waves of eternity,

Where the melody of forgotten lands,
softly hums in the hush of solitude—

The silent lament of sand.

In the blink of an eye,

shattered bonds of the distant past,
Rearrange into new formations,
shimmering under new skies—

The endless voyage of drifting sands.
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Goyang Gocho" — A Satirical Reflection
Speak a word, and there’s a fight,
Truth stings sharp, cuts deep in sight.
No more masks—let's wear a grin,

A twisted world, let the play begin.
The dealmakers, the schemers fine,
A stubborn soul, the mastermind.
Chanting slogans, raising cheers,
Clever words hide selfish gears.
Scarecrow guards with broken broomes,
Sweep them out—let justice bloom!
Perched high, the wealthy crow,

Gun in hand, takes the bow.

Break the chains, gather the men,
Twist the mustache, let’s taste again!
Close your eyes, stay blind,

Stay blind again—don’t you mind?
See the fool, watch him fall,

Wisdom lost, no sight at all.

Tumbled thoughts, a reckless race,
Running blindly, stuck in place.

One tight slap, a sudden plea—
"Forgive me now, just let me be!"
Laugh in loss, soar in flight,

Barefoot rebels through the night.
Grasshoppers jump on careless days,
Wisdom lost in twisted ways.

What’s the price? Who will pay?

The sage’s words slip away.

Debt of fate or fortune’s call,

Step aside—just leave it all.
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"Lost in Dreams"

The world shifts, the days change,

A forgotten window, the winds rearrange.
Familiar faces from distant past,

Moments half-captured, memories that last.
Deep within, the universe hides,

Drowning gently in slumber’s tides.

What is yours, what is mine?

No borders drawn, no dividing line.

A pause in time, a fleeting sigh,

No rush, no storm, no reason why.

Like crystal skies, so bright and tall—

If you wish, it’s heaven or downfall.

A joyous beat, a rhythmic dance,

Echoing Gupi-Bagha's mystic trance.

A moment merges, emotions blend,

A timeless tune with no defined end.

But is life just a dream’s embrace,

A kingdom of sleep, a silent space?
Dissonance fades in melodic streams,
Where white clouds cradle endless dreams.
The world beckons, | remain,

Even when laughter turns to pain.

If you paint mud on golden walls,

I’ll laugh aloud, ignoring the calls.

A mesmerized world, bewitched in delight,
A kingdom where all is bright.

False whispers fail to cloud my way,

No mask can rule where truth holds sway.
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Wild Elephant

Repeated blows against the same old walls,
Truth and whispers blur in echoes small.
The wind sweeps away the sweetest past,
Yet restless gloom holds its shadows fast.
A nameless bird in distant flight,

What will it gain in borrowed light?

In ledgers inked with careful marks,

A tale is sealed with silent arcs.
Boundaries stretched, tape lines drawn,
Poems exhaled, yet breath withdrawn.
Readers chase where meaning flees,

A phantom loose among the trees.

Grains of truth in hands like sand,
Scattered seeking promised lands.

At village doors, the spirits stand,
Banished myths in tethered bands.

A poet once spoke of crimson hills,
Familiar seals in unknown thrills.
Shadows dance on hands stretched wide,
Drifting far, where men confide.

Evening lamps on earthen clay,

Tulsi worship in twilight’s sway.

Lessons hardened through passing years,
Childhood tied with mother’s tears.
Morals sold for a fleeting price,

Where charades and puppets rise.

In festival fields, donkeys bray,

While truth itself is chased away.

At Ghatshila, fingers pressed,

Market ruins, deceit confessed.

In wooden courts, tongues restrained,
Yet footprints heavy at the gates remain.
The wild elephant leaves its trace,

Yet vanishes without a final place.
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Silent Solitude

Chasing shadows while neglecting one’s own,
Or weeping unheard in a wilderness unknown—
Does wisdom demand a toll of time,

To grasp the weight of silence sublime?
Thinkers stir mustard in a stone bowl,
Sunbaked oil bottles line the sill.

Pigeons murmur in hidden corners—

Shall they flap their wings and count the hours still?
Some fast, some yield, an ear to fate,

While chance meetings set the alleys ablaze.
The pious tugs at sacred threads,

Yet demons lurk where thoughts are spread.
Numbers pile in orderly scrolls,

A homemaker turns a page adorned,

Soft hands feed the weary guest,

Yet hunger lingers, never at rest.

Hearts may break, but in the rhythm of rain,
Golden anklets chime in vain.

Deafened halls, restless feet,

A scroll unwinds to drumbeats sweet.

At Mukutmonipur, treaties fracture dreams,
Shattered slumber wakes to screams.

Keys to voices, locked and twirled,
Courtrooms tremble as cotton swirls.

Seven tales dance at the threshold of light-years,
A rainbow fights to claim its hues.

A foolish elder, a braggart beast,

Foreheads slapped, noses bruised.

Lost in thought, he wanders still,

Sniffing snuff, forgetting will.
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Chacha-Chhola

In a house torn by seven rivals’ reign,
Tangled in bonds of unspoken disdain.
Light and feathery, fate unfolds,

Yet locked within the sheath it holds.
Silence stitches jest with care,

Threads of toil, a beast’s despair.

The Pathan’s wheel spins full with beard,
Was the monkey in the jungle ever
revered?

Rain and sun—forever at odds declared.
Invited hands spread for a feast,

Draped in poetic masquerade.

Time, like a swamp, grants its share,
Drowning the wretched in flickering glare.
Darkness and light arrive as one,
Measuring hearts in quiet tones,
Chanting destiny’s lessons unknown.

A lotus blooms in a muddy lake,
Struggling breaths line its shore.
Humanity scented in rosewater grace,

A crying child cradled in palm-wine’s
embrace.

In a blink, kin dissolve in whispers,
Morning vibrates with echoes grand.
Escape looms past the boundaries drawn,
Yet pride and honor walk hand in hand.
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The Solitary Sky

A sky of one’s own—sovereignly bought,
Pocket-burnt by restless thought.

An infinite measure subtracted, lost,
The nomad lifts his head, a soul uncaught.
The barter of pain and fleeting delight,
Ending in a gain too bright.

A varnished plaque, unseen, obscure,
Yet brimming fresh, preserved in sight.
One day, a sudden might appears,
Seizing ground with whispered fears.
Stirring chaos, a fragile law,

|, the fool, observe in awe.

The feast is set with spiced delight,
Though venom lurks in shadowed light.
The soil of men is neatly bound,

While silent pleas for joy resound.
Layer upon layer, a coat is spread,
Fortunes rise in fate’s own thread.

Kin and kind, with tender grace,

Dwell at the margins, an exiled embrace.
Sandalwood and incense blend,

With worldly cares in keen attend.

If the world remains at peace,

Days return in bound repeat.
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The Solitary Sky

Familiar roads conceal their mark,
Honeyed meals, a hidden spark.

A golden flow of freedom sweet,
Where starlit horses race the dark.
From the chest of mercy deep,
Tangled worldly tales now leap.
Seafarers’ hands trade firm and bold,
As half-fed mouths defend their gold.
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Morning

Mornings begin with a hurried race,
Gripping the reins of the day’s embrace.
A symphony of art, diverse and bright,
Welcomed warmly in the first light.
Sweetness lingers in the crisp, cool air,
Quenching thirst with whispers fair.

A gentle bloom in pores unseen,
Savors the essence of the journey between.
Nature weaves its primal ties,
Nocturnal yawns greet the sun’s rise.
Like Ali Baba’s perilous lore,
Wisdom wounds the ignorant sore.

A clown or sage, the seeds are sown,
Bridging the known and the unknown.
A master of life in full array,
Welcomes all without delay.

The royal swan shakes off the night,
Rushing forth to meet the day.
Calls resound in the office halls,

As hawkers take to the streets to stay.
Mornings pulse with vibrant breath,

A gentle note in joy’s own script.
Golden beams like torches shine,
Peeking through windows in ordered design—
A ritual etched in time’s repeat.
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Lament of Illusion

Creations roam free, unbound by the
Creator,

A bamboo shoot priced over the reed.
Stammering lips tremble with echoes of
heartbeats,

Yet the body warms, Aladdin’s carpet
freed.

Torment arrives, misfortune follows,
Mother Lakshmi, grant relief.

Weaving tales of hidden riddles,

Shall Mona Lisa’s smile bear the grief?
The master of the stage—unsaid, unseen,
unknown,

Dig no graves side by side.

Hopes pound upon the chest of light,
Yet mockery traps the mind in plight,
Only the omniscient smiles inside.
Through stolen paths, a narrowing view,
A shrinking stage becomes grand anew.
Disguised hands pull tangled strands,
Yet fiery tempers fade in home’s deep
hues.

Fear no more, for the road is free,
Beneath the newborn sunbeam’s spree.
Blind faith, rumors, broken creeds,

The offering box, the mountain moon—
At last, the chains concede.
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Karshi-Nagar

A hundred years from now, a morning
unfolds,

The sun, ablaze, too busy to hold.

A black cuckoo, bound by duty,

Clings to the branch of a fading date—
untold.

Pages shift, feathers change,

Yet the old thumbprint tricks remain.
Fakir Babur’s rations trimmed,

While lords carve portions grand and
feigned.

A Pegasus now runs on three-wheeled
fate,The manager spins the air’s tight reel.
The aging courtesan clutches her past,
A tattered mat, a bed of steel.

No false prophets will disrupt the board,
No crooked hands in a cunning game.
Yet echoes strike the fortress walls,

A broken square, defenses maimed.
Three measured steps, the rules decree,
Or three long hours without release.
Meals and wanderings swept away,
Life’s provisions pledged in speech.
Love and passion, burnt and stored,

A robot’s romance, a debt repaid.

The lord, the elder, a figure revered,

Yet the bride is seen, just a pawn to trade.
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The Neglected Son

In the village of Nishundipur, the
neglected son,

Pushes through shadows, chasing the
sun.

With the road as his only guide,

He marches on, his mother’s faith tied.
The moonlit yard bends its way,

A conch’s call, the shehnai sways.
Tears may come, but let them change,
Weaving garlands in foreign chains.

A thirsty bird, a destined flight,
Thoughts that keep us lost in night,
Magic tricks from fabled halls,
Disguising emptiness with empty calls.
A scattered tide, the current lost,

Oars abandoned, fortune tossed,

Yet the final road demands its cost.
Ash spills from a broken sieve,

How much longer shall embers grieve?
One bowl to fill, one fate to fight,

A duty passed like borrowed light.

A foolish sage in vain delight,

Laughs as wisdom slips from sight.
The elder’s stick sways out of grasp,
Lost in dust where bones collapse.
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The Neglected Son

Gathered crowds, a hypocrite’s stage,
Masks on men, their joy enraged.

The jackfruit breaks on another’s spine,
Yet beards are brushed with husk divine.
Life’s deceit, a game well-played,

Fraud that thrives, though truth decays.
Villages crossed, miles unfurled,

But tricks remain—the elder’s curled
thumb swirled.
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Wealth

Is wealth the root of ruin or rise?

Belief, power, and a mind refined—

A force that shapes, a flame that guides,
Illuminating shadows deep inside.
Excess turns riches to a satirist’s jest,
Freedom, relations, time’s careless jest.
The capitalist thrives while the poor rejoice,
Dancing in youth, bound by choice.
Waste, greed, the triumph of show,

The noble elite, yet doubts still grow.
Burdened by debts of thirteen feasts,
The poor find joy, though sorrows feast.
Dream palaces whisper of fate,

Reality bows to wealth’s estate.

The seagull soars on courage alone,
Wings unfazed by golden thrones.
Throw a stone, a stone returns,

Balance lies where fairness burns.
Harvests are cut with honor bright,
Only when labor claims its right.
Restraint and grace, a mantra true,

Joy shared with kindred few.

Pleasures staged in grand display,

A game of wealth in power’s fray.

On golden soil, the seeds of trade,
Ripen into indulgence made.

The learned fall to silent woe,

Lost in mustard’s haunting glow.
Beneath the reckless, towering tree,

A poison spreads in numbers three.
Crypto gold in public speech,
Witchcraft cloaked in riches’ reach.
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Kalakoot (The Poisoned Time)

This fleeting warmth, unnoticed, unread,
Lost in the script of stone.

Clouded hills hold heavy grief,
Glasses misted, dewdrops known.

A noble tide, the ruler’s decree,
Crowds gather at the corner’s plea.
Sudden rain forgets no past,

A lineage book unfolds at last.
Aching hearts in silence break,
Fragrant blooms in sorrow’s wake.
Morning’s light on tomorrow’s dawn,
Sits at the threshold, basking warm.
Counting tales in whispers low,
Numbers weighed, in rest they flow.
A tainted mark upon the day,
Shadows blurred in disarray.

Fingers brush the windowsill,

Duty and ties merge in goodwill.

A thief’s wind murmurs soft,

A symbol of peace, or sorrow's cloth.
Disjointed echoes, mute yet loud,
Under a roof of drifting cloud.

A foreign moon on Magh’s full night,
Sleepless, restless, burning bright.

A scored-out path, a game of chase,
Footsteps drawn in measured space.
An unreal journey, a staged charade,
The cinema halls where echoes trade.
A thousand lamps in distant reach,
Fear and poetry blend in speech.
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Mother

| have long forgotten those days,

When your empty stomach carried the
weight of my hunger,

Fulfilling my whims with love so tender.

| have forgotten you too, Mother,

When the storms of the road knocked me
down,You held me close, shielding my fall.
Yet fate carved its own cruel path,
Sweeping away all perils in its wrath.

Time and again, | forget—

Gratitude, duty, and the promise | made,
To stand by you,

My lowly life, a wasted penance.

If destiny grants me your womb once more,
With folded hands, | shall not forget,

To bow a million times before your love, O
Mother.

Forgiveness may soothe the weight of
wrongs,Yet no penance can wash away
regret.

The tattered pages, the dust of the road,
Bear silent witness to all that was left behind.
Shame—this truth | cannot bear,

A life of remorse, of what | could not repay.
A feeble heart, an unfulfilled vow,

Even dignity withheld from your care.
Deep within, the soul confesses,

How cruelly even kind thoughts fade,

On the final bed of rest.
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Mother

Yet conscience knocks once again—
"Mother is not just a passing word."

In this vast world where all mothers unite,
Why is it so hard to give solace,

To wipe away the burning tears,

For just a fleeting moment?

Be well, wherever you are,

Holding the hand of a worthy child.

Even if fate smears my lips with disgrace,
Even if | could not bring you home.

For you, the sky remains open,

The universe your eternal shelter.

And perhaps that is why,

This restless soul wanders from door to door,
Seeking home in your embrace once more.
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Averted Gaze

Nothing changes in absence’s wake,
Time does not pause, not even for a moment’s sake.
Neither peace nor fury shifts its course,
Love and warmth bend to gain’s force—
A patron’s hand, but never more.

In an age of machines, we are but gears,
Hearts weighed heavy on open palms.
Here today, forgotten tomorrow,

A fleeting light on an island of hollow.
In truth, the wheel spins for gain,

A person detached, untouched by pain.
A wound from petals still leaves scars,
Toleration fades in whispers far.

Alone, then one by one they gather,
Bound by blood, yet is there tether?
The lineage vast, the missing thread,
Averted rules, secrets unread—
Laughter hidden, yet life widespread.
Every night after journeys end,

In poetry or life, loved ones blend.

The careless note drifts in air,

A home caged in still despair—

Yet change and toil bloom anew,

In work’s delight or joy’s own hue.
Sweetened treats and bitter neem,
Opposites stretched in thought’s extreme.
Does error serve to mend the mind?

Or leave mere traces undefined?

Hands together, fingers in soil,

Veins pull tight, beneath turmoil.

For all to share, for all to build,

No space at home?—Yet no wound instilled.
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Boundless

O sovereign, beneath your open sky,
Lights converge in hues so bright.

A boatman’s heart adrift and restless,
In forest depths, a lovesick king in
flight.

For a fleeting moment, lost in awe,
The hunter’s thirst, a ceaseless call.
In pleasure’s tide, the goblet spills,
Yet the soul’s voyage lingers still.
From warmth worn thin, in debt repaid,
A thrill reborn on pages laid.

At autumn’s dawn, soft petals bloom,
Crafting yet another fabled tune.
Chained in longing, love remains,

A thousand echoes call once more.
Yet in an instant’s fleeting space,
Fulfillment finds an open door.

Fire’s burn softens in spring’s embrace,
A fortune cast in pearled delight.
Peace returns, again and again,

As wistful wings take flight.
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Twin Sticks (Dwakathi)

Sparrows hop and dance in delight,
Beyond the treetop’s soaring height.
Does the early news whisper fate?

A hymn of hope—swift and bright.
Mortal charms in earthen cups,
Spirals up, a wrist-bound sip,

Time unfolds its luscious taste,
Dearer than the dearest sip.

Dry, brittle days keep moving on,

Yet an end awaits the endless dawn.
Some endure, some let it pass,
Encased in air-cooled grasp.

My dreams remain, untouched, unshaken,
A wish for God to awaken.

Drums resound in halls afar,

The priest in silence reads the scrolls.
A workday breaks with gossip grand,
Tales spill fast for those who stand,

A farewell dance in swaying hues,
With temple bells and bronze-lit clues.
At twilight’s edge, the race resumes,
Leaps and stumbles across the fields.
A fox’s cunning trims the chase,

As sour grapes dissolve in haze.

The touchstone’s lost, the fool’s adrift,
Gone like Dashu’s frantic shift.

A reckless jump from palm to date,
Trapped midair on fate’s staircase.
Knots upon knots, a tangled maze,
One slip, a foot misplaced.

Drifters weave their song anew,
Winter’s frost turns fresh and true.
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Bending

Today, | just watch, frozen in time,

Friend, | miss those fleeting days,

When Jumpha-Tumpha-Rumpha raised their
storms,Tripping over bends, falling flat—
A headfirst crash, an untamed sprint!
Scattered across new halls and blocks,
Little dreamers chase their fate,

While Bogga, Pagla, Bhola, and Dashu,
Wipe their tears, orientation lights flicker bright.
Memories knock—

The farewell pass stamped with promises,
Where one day ended, another would rise,
An invitation to begin again.

Flickering like fireflies, the past glows dim,
For them, | breathe a little more today.

If only those days returned once more,

I’d mend the past, paint it new,

Wrap every wish in golden thread.

Only boundless love remains,

Even foes taste not of poison.

Friends, be merry, wear your smiles,

Let your joys fill the air like song,

May your homes bloom in love,

With children, kin, and laughter long.

If time allows, one more round, my friend!
Let’s storm the halls, one last bend,

Crash through semester’s bitter test,

And strike back, no fears left.

My heart still twirls in reckless glee,

A kite adrift, a wayward spree.

Tail swaying, strings pulled tight—

No empty boasts, no hollow bites.
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......Bending

But tell me, has the ebbing tide
Washed away our bending ride?
Scattered now in fragments lost,
Buried under shifting sands of change?
Sweet honey never clings

To flowers that bloom too fast.

No echoes roar in elder love,

No new garlands string the past.

Mute or deaf, we may become,
Returning to paths once known.

Let discipline modernize our fate,

But let our moments remain our own—
Vivid, vibrant, bound in stone.
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Birthday

Happy forty-four and a half,

A candlelit dinner, flickering bright.
Ninja tricks of spectral past—

A ghostly wave, a fleeting sight.
Golden days of shifting sands,

Lose their trail, slip through fate.
Tomorrow, the poet lies at rest,
Writing his address on winds innate.
The river goddess, once so vast,

Now rolls distant, waters stray.

As long as shores embrace their boats,
What matters if pumpkins float away?
The king has shed no tears for men,
As seasons march and years unfold.
Among a thousand clustered stars,

A whisper gathers dust to gold.

A curse dissolves as time retreats,

A tale unfolds, both strange and true.
The ocean’s depths shake graves apart—
Does the diver still seek anew?

No more windows left ajar,

For voices of the road to call.

Yet time will turn, again, again,

To gather prayers in echo’s hall.
Seven chalices, gleaming gold,

Rest upon their fragile rims.

The world, adorned in colors bold,
Finds success in a fleeting whim.
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Lakshichhara (Forsaken by
Fortune)

Praised and honored, a master true,
Wealth and kin held close in view.
Purest gold in form refined,

Yet scattered leaves in fate entwined.
Shoots adorned with fragile leaves,
Gold pressed thin, yet lead deceives.
Pennies tossed, mere tokens spent,

A fortune lost in reckless bent.
Ledgers tangled, numbers swell,
Trade expands through endless miles.
A cloth-bound waist, a burden grows,

Fences carved where footprints show.

A severed nose, a slicked-back head,
Reflections shift in shadowed dread.
The compass lost, the mind unsure,
Debt still lingers, whispering sore.
The sky above, in endless strain,
Honor fades in silent drain.

A wedding hand now holds the trade,
Nostrils hooked, the price is paid.
Sudden wake from restless sleep,
An ox bound tight in endless spin.
Bridges lost between the shores,
Duty’s weight—an anchor deep.
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Reality (Hakikat)

A mountain of sorrow weighs on the kind,
Drained in a wrung-out cloth.

Perhaps, in time, the unseen stands by,
When the season of rest calls forth.

Past and future within your grasp,

Yet can you truly touch them so?

You sink in thoughts, chanting fate,
Thinking what—what all men know.

In depths unknown, where stories twist,
Is it a missile on the moon?

Or cows that climb through whispered mist?

Memories drenched in mossy haze,
Details blur, they slip away.

"The flying lion, the drawn-up net"—
Tell me, who is there to blame?

Let the echoes rise today,

"Let there be voices loud and clear!"
Bimbisara’s tale unfolds anew,

Yet hearts and minds escape in fear.
What will you do with Shabari’s faith?
The stable stands in ruin, still.

A limping rage, a scattered cloth,

A restless touch, a wavering will.

An anxious clock, a restless crowd,
Fate clenched tight in trembling fists.
A shattered rug, a deer struck down,
And lamps aglow in empty mists.
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Empty Call (Khalir-Kol)

| do not know how life will walk—
Stumbling, faltering, yet never stopping.
Time’s hands never pause,

But is this truly the happiness of reality,
The fulfillment of human grace?
Mornings must be embraced,

Joy sought in every shared breath.

Let sorrow remain a private shade,
While the rest is divided among all.
Perhaps some well-trained art

Could craft a flawless way to be—

A structure built for ceaseless joy,

A seamless circuit, wire-free.

A life measured with perfect steps,

Yet tangled in comforts false and deep.
An existence unbothered by struggle’s weight,
Yet void of meaning, unshaken grief.
Not all burdens make one frail,

Not all labor weighs the soul.

It is but discord in silent minds,

A shadow cast where echoes roll.

Raise your voices, friends and kin,

Let well-being be our gain.

But beware—unkind words may slip,
Birthing sorrow unrestrained.

In rhythms old, do not be caught,

What stands apart must still have cause.
To weigh, to balance, loss and gain,
Freedom or reliance—each demands its cost.
Like a pampered guest on monsoon days,
Even honor faces chains at times.

For truth be told, we all endure

A wound that strikes, a war inside.

The world just watches,

The world just smiles.
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Whining -Rambling

Nagging, whining, endless walils,
Some reap jackfruit, some just tales.
Banchharam oils his grand mustache,
Yet his orchard bears nothing but ash.
Gun on shoulder, kin stand lone,
Judgments locked behind a stone.
Date-palm syrup, sweet and thick,
Licked from fingers, a lavish trick.
Bees stand stunned in baffled awe,
Schemes brew hot, behind closed doors.
Trendy, outdated—man’s grand stage,
Twilight frowns, society’s rage.

The powerhouse of inspiration glows,
Under Govindpur’s scorching blows.
Bombay’s bluffers, tongues run free,
Tall tales drift in monsoon spree.

A deflated balloon, lost in fumes,
Worthless words fill empty rooms.

A grand task? Nowhere in sight,

Only twisted gains take flight.

A land of cards, where all are kings,
Curses and praises—soldier’s hymn.
The collar turns a deep turmeric hue,
While the lady sneezes a winter flu.
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Whining -Rambling....

Salted rice, green chilies lined,
Raghab Boal dines refined.
Makunda's crusade turns ltalian,
With tabla beats—dramatic, stallion.
Ghoshto Gopal, in sweetened tone,
Sheds his airs with labored groan.
Aching jaws meet conference light,
A handful rule, the nawab’s delight.
From seed to storm, all things burn,
Twisted, turned, and left to churn.

A sweet finale? Who can tell?
Midway through, the road just swells,
Leaving behind mere pebbles to sell.
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Conflict

Nothing passes, nothing fades,
Slumber lingers in a sleepless haze.
A fall of rhythm, or rhythm in fall?

A rigid stance, or a generous call?
Words recited, lost mid-flow,

Lines drawn sharp yet bending so.

Is this not a proverb’s fate?

A canvas spun in crafted weight?
Not in shame, but in skill refined,
Where duty reigns, the work aligned.
Locked within a structured space,
Bound by time’s relentless chase.

A young fruit bitten, raw and sore,
Fences drawn where borders tore.
Through the cracks, the waters slide,
From "me" to "mine," the shifting tide.
A hawk’s cry, a cuckoo’s thirst,

A nation crossed in hatred’s burst.
Pleasure, lost, now weeps unheard,
Rust-stained hands on a window
blurred.

Is this farewell, or the mirror’s fate?
A leap from palms to heights unknown?
Half-aware, yet bound to fate—

A rhythm lost, or conflict grown?
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Neighbor

An address left behind in time’s count,

By roads that curve and alleys that bend.
By fate or by chance, in favor or feud,

A home, a hearth, a family near—

Yet just a turn away, stands the neighbor.
Walls rise high, fencing the earth,

Rows of towers, barriers tight.

The door sways open, the state peers in,
Radha still searches for friends within.
Dipped fingers, clenched fists, all the same,
Yet words slip through—neighbors name the game.
Those once close stand just two steps away,
Mouths sealed tight, silence stays.

Lamps still glow at evening’s hush,
Windows shut, doors locked in rush.
Hospitality turns to scorn,

Burning embers of old discord.

Yet, in the end, when all else fades,

A neighbor’s hands may be what stays.

A pair of birds in a barren land,

A loosened knot, a thread unplanned.
When knowledge fades, when reason blurs,
Can all be gained just by will?

The banker-king, the tradesman’s rule,
Pocket-deep yet steady still.

We will not yield, feet rise high,

A whisper heard in birth’s first cry.

Braided strands, a playful weave,

By dusk, the mind begins to grieve.
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..... Neighbor

Praise crumbles, certainties twist,
Strength lies only where alliances exist.
Eggplants float in oil-filled wrath,
Yet where neighbors stand in trust,
Peace prevails, despite the past.

A mindful gaze, a watchful thought,
Not in dreams, nor shared reward.
Papered courtyards, ritual chants,
Are we free, or bound by chance?
Neighbors, tied yet torn apart—

A bond unbroken, yet worlds apart.
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Firefly

Sketches woven in threads of silk,
Framed in a thousand treasures bright.
A lantern lit among the stars,

As humming bees embrace twilight.
Glowing leaps slip and pour,

A flood arrives through every door.
Hands bound in golden chains,

With jingling steps, the anklet sways.
Your eyes hold a flicker of hope,

A sinking flame glimpsed once before.
A staircase crumbles, worn and bare,
Like folded hands in a measured prayer.
Eureka! A fortune crowned,

A swallowed breath, a scented sound.
No grudges hold this heart in chains,
Yet melodies stray in reckless reign.

An omen wrapped in an elder’s cloak,
A storm-eyed gaze sends waves afloat.
Time’s hands erase the past,

Yet marigolds still bloom so fast.

Shall wisdom’s flame be lit at last?

Oh, my friend, my dearest kin,

Count not coins on the fourteenth moon.
A courtyard fair in colors bright,

Where midday dreams of tales in flight.
Oh—Miles away, a path is lost,

A stolen plow, a fable’s cost?

A wishful tale in kindness cast.
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Kindred Ties (Kutumb)

A sudden rain-drenched afternoon,
Hands brushing over crispy fritters,
Laughter spills, clutched tight in stories,
A stubborn hiccup breaks the chain,
A fleeting gain, a vanished claim.

Are you real or a fleeting mirage?
Masked in mud, yet smiles unbowed,
Jests erupt in thunderous cheer.

A quiet glance, a stolen pause,

Leaps across the endless fields,
Where rainbows weave their golden hues.
In naive and knowing youthful days,
Monsoon tales entwine like fate,
Scaling fences, touching skies,
Boundless blue before our eyes.

A twinge remains, a chiming beat,

"I know you’ll leave me someday."
Winter’s breath wraps tight and firm,
Faith in God, our silent guard.

In a couple’s quiet, sacred space,
Among dear bonds held with grace—
Friend and kin, with hearts so true,
Bound in trust—forever kutumb.
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Bed of Arrows

No address given—lost in Africa’s wild
embrace,

Solitude laughs, yet lingers in place.

Step too close, and fangs will bite,

Honor and pride—sold off in broad daylight.
Society's value set on trade,

Dodge-Elon, Pepe’s parade.

The wealthy now trace their primal course,
Marching backward, man to beast once more.
The frauds disgust, the lies repel,

Shelters built onignorance swell.

History returns, no lessons learned,
Technology stretched, its wisdom burned.
Beware, O Captain, the tides have turned.
Families shattered, fractured homes,

The nuclear world binds all in chains.
Crime now polished, thieves refined,

A softer veil on hearts malign.

Flesh and blood hold value none,

Greed devours till all is gone.

Logic discarded, eyes pulled blind,

While righteousness wears Dhritarashtra’s
guise.

Breath runs thin, souls grow weak,

Truth is lost in words antique.

Fraud now thrives, the land laid bare,

A country drowned in cunning’s snare.

TIAE ¢S 132 Aomg AT

dipankar.besu@gmail.com



s BRI

> 9t iy wifEpig 99 oot
Q3T aIfPee 2y,
I IrIEs Ry (@[

I A [N, IretI-93 |

G- 3CTI, (PIToi- pIeed e grece ks,
et N9 fracg @I e

ST AT =R Io o9
Iy IRy | SR Rpred GiieTodT|
3oRI W I IV
SR SRR BRI ]

sifg=g cove [[efma=
TN ST9IR CSIGIEH! 30N 5217,
SRIE NS II-TST |

41 @ T-TROTF
oT9Y (SICeY AT AR

BT itg-oied fer, suAt godig|

RISTRBIST &A1Y SIS,
CTIG AW IN-TGN {3
397 IR0 T (8T WIS GGG |

BIAE &S 133 Ao A"

dipankar.besu@gmail.com



....Bed of Arrows (Shorasajja)

Trapped in circles, ghosts arise,

The sins of grandfathers glorified.

The wicked, dressed in robes of grace,
Gather to march in a grand charade.

A stage adorned, wisdom drowned,
Common sense—a funeral mound.

Deep within, corruption sways,

And victims pay in cold, hard ways.

Fate now falters, left to choose—

Between drowning filth and a golden noose.
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ABOUT

An Construction Engineer by Profession,
a writer and poet by soul—Er. Dipankar
Roy is a civil engineer who has journeyed
through different countries and across
diverse regions of India, shaping skylines
while quietly sculpting verses. His work in
the construction industry has given him a
front-row seat to the evolving landscapes
of cities, people, and the unspoken
stories that lie beneath concrete and
steel. But beyond the structured
blueprints and precise calculations, his
mind thrives in.the unrestrained world of
madness, imagination, and poetic
musings. Through his poetry,.he
challenges perceptions, questions
realities, and invites readers to
experience life in all its raw; chaatic, and
beautiful forms. He believes poetryis not
just a personal expression but a shared
experience, urging his readersto engage,
reflect, and infuse their.own
interpretations into his verses. Whether
through ink or infrastructure, his. mission
remains the same—to build'something
meaningful. An ardent advocate of
human welfare, sustainability, and global
well-being, he is always open to
conversations, collaborations, and ideas
that push the world toward a better
future. Through his words, he seeks not
just to write poetry, but to create a space
where thoughts collide, evolve, and
ultimately, inspire.
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