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Nilmani Phookan’s Poem 

In this valley full of rocks and rills 
 
When it rains in this valley of rocks and rills,  
They leave me alone. 
The slanting rain begins to erode my innards. 
The midnight wind opens in their eyes the boat sails 
Snapped and floating away  
 
In the incessant night rainfall  
I hear someone screaming in pain. 
Someone is screaming to get out of the rock. 
When it rains in this valley of rocks and rills, 
The face of Kamala Kuwari floats up  
In the watery darkness of those viridescent fields. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


