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A Post Modern Love Poem  
Ketaki Dutta  
 
A huge reptile hissed and crawled 
 On its chest, putting the heaviness of its physique 
  Straight on the tessellated floor of the zoo, 
Cold, stony floor, dank walls and a netted canopy above. 
 
 A lover hisses as he pants for breath  
  Immediately after his labored union with his love, 
  Lying on the bed, punctuating stillness of the room 
    With syncopated whimpers and moans of gratification! 
  Lover and beloved stay locked in embrace for hours together  
   Even asking for more kisses, more proximity, 
But all turn hazy, askew, awry, as the picture-perfect 
                Immaculateness receives a jarring jolt 
                    Near its belt, driving it to an irrevocable  
Unconsciousness! 
Togetherness annuls itself on satiety, 
 Gratification totters on the brink of  
   A promise, that is not to be kept  
     Though made and feigned as real, 
       But mostly unreal!  
 
  Love in the era of postmodernism  
  Is like a desiccated grape that needs an overhauling! 
  Love in the post-modern era 
 Is a sea-change brought forth by 
 Varying takes on emotions, passions,   
  Amorous expressions, gestures 
  And many a thing that come along? 
 
Love is now a bubble in the bucket, 
  Where soap-suds mingle, weave dreams, 
    Love is now an unknown flower in a thicket 
      Where new ideas thrive, impinged by sunbeams! 
 
Where are you, Oh Lord Jagannath 
Rajib Borah 
 
Background: 
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My mother, a wage earner, working and gleaning 
In other’s fields, had no time  
To dream of flying in an aeroplane. 
But her illiterate tongue was busy in prayers 
Her mind full with gods and goddesses 
And the tell of lord Jagannath— 
The living incarnation of god in half built statue of wood; 
Is that a statue or the god’s hands 
Extending to help the devotee crossing the ‘Baitarani’! 
It so happened, mother flew to the temple. 
She bowed and cried— 
‘No desire of mine left unfulfilled 
None of my clam was so fortunate.’ 
God is for the believes. 
 
Inside the house of God: 
 
On the thresholds, I washed away, as at seemed, 
My sins and agonies; 
‘O breeder of sins’ 
How pervading the scent of sweets inside was 
Mounting the lust! 
Forbidding us stood lions terrorising us or sins 
At each door, no flowers in the entrance either, 
Lions or tuskers—terrorising, whom? 
Some eyes came down from the sculptures 
Surrounded us—the empty hands were filled with curses— 
Penniless in Gods doors! No ‘daan’, no ‘dakshina’ 
No blessing from the God-roared the ‘Maharaja’. 
Our pockets grew thinner, so were our sins, 
We consoled to find our self large with ‘punnya’ at hand  
 
A real picture:  
 
Came a humble farmer in search of God  
Surrendered himself to the large-bellied 
Half naked priest; more indifferent then the God 
After showers of submission and prayer, 
Approachd his salty tongue, licking the soil under his feet 
What a contentment— what an achievement, the farmer got ! 
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Oh, God ! where, how and who ! 
The ‘Maharaja’ , still arrogantly cool, protruded  
His naked belly before his disciples— 
‘Dan’ come showering from the frightened conscience  
O God, your vision blurred  
By the incense smoke inside the temple wall 
 
My mother scouted— sacred ! blessed ! 
O’ God your vision blurred, your tongue numbed  
 
How much it costs to build a bridge 
Between the worshipped and the worshippers ! 
Oh, the raven, snatching the ‘daan’ and ‘dakshina’  
 
Epilogue : 
 
My mother gave up all her lifelong reproaches 
Took a ‘brata’ refrain from food one day a week  
 
What can a grater ‘daan’ than this be 
In the time of ruthless famine. 
 
Original Assamese- Kot Asa Jaganath & translated by Ramanandan Borah,Subject teacher in 
English, Vill : Alengmora, P.O. : Alengmor, Dist.: Jorhat, Assam, Pin : 785108 
 
So vast is the sky 
Guna Moran 
Translated from Assamese - Bibekananda Choudhury 
 
Mother told me 
These days God descends from the Heaven 
To help those in distress 
 
He stays seated in the sky to observe us 
 
We look up to the sky 
At every win or defeat 
 
Pacify ourselves with some unintelligible language 
 
This sky 
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Is the living witness of truth and untruth 
It is the sentinel of joy and grief 
Umbrella below the sky 
Sky hovers over umbrella 
 
Memorable successes look up to the sky with gratitude 
Extending both arms 
The happy sky do not show to be happy 
The defeats cast its eyes down  
with a feeling of guilt 
Seeing the sky  
 
The sorrowful sky do not show to be sorrowful  
 
You sought for help from the man 
Who did not get help from anyone in life 
I bailed you out transforming into Dadhishi* 
You are looking at me dumbstruck 
I am pondering 
Gazing at the endless expanse of the sky 
 
This endless sky 
is 
The owner of the first and last look 
Of every person. 
 
Dadhishi* - A sage from Hindu mythology who laid down his life through 

meditation and offered his skeleton to be made into Vajra, the lethal 
weapon to kill a demon who was otherwise invincible 

 

Roar 
Megha Mazumder 
 
Shortness of breath, my body heats up, a cold sting through my spine is felt, 
Any other touch feels numb, trying to discern the lacking, as the ice in my liquor 
melts. 
We fought for it, we got caught for it, to each other but never knew 
How it grew in our bones, all the pebbles and stones that catered to our world view. 
 
We talked in the bath, lit smokes in the dark, and could hear none but us breathing, 
Where secrets were swapped, words bridged the gap, the scars were seen healing. 
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We united in trance, our bodies were in stars, but our souls failed to travel, 
While mine was wandering through the edgy pale sighs and yours was still in a 
ravel. 
 
I was agitated, for once as I realised you were no more mine 
And I skinned 'us', I interrogated and this was the very first time 
Things looked narrower, lusty eyes and slippery lips 
The unread letters, the scattered glitters, could be seen burning in heaps. 
 
Hey love, you aren't mine, neither does 'us' exist 
There's a hell in our minds that has blew its kiss 
To terminate this disaster, that has already got scattered 
That has let these bodies meet, but the souls are yet to be flattered... 
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