Poet
Sirajul Islam, the owner of Town Press, was sitting in an angry face. Reasons of his anger are many. Proof reader Jobed Ali doesn’t come yet. Machine man is sitting idle. On the other hand, the weather is not good. It may rain or thunder today. Sir Sirajul Islam has to go back home if it rains. Today He hoped to spend the night with Binty. He spent some times with Binty once in a month. Binty is a good girl as she doesn’t make a mess. Sirajul Islam doesn’t like any mess in this age.
Heavy rain really starts at 8pm. After a while, Jobed Ali comes with a wet body.
“Sorry I’m late, Islam Shaheb, daughter has a fever”.
Sirajul Islam didn’t reply. He was thinking something else.
“Doctor has prescribed a lot of medicine”.
“Is that so?”
“Yes”.
“What is the problem?”
Jobed Ali starts to say about the problem for a long time. Sirajul Islam Shaheb was not keen to listen but visualize a great eagerness in his face. Jobed Ali said, “Today will go home soon, Sir”. 
“What are you saying? Have to deliver tomorrow morning. Dealer hurried us two times. Sip tea and starts working”.
Jobed Ali started working. He is an expert in proof checking. Within 9pm, almost one forme has done.
“Jobed Ali”
“Yes Sir”
“Will rain stop what do you think?”
“It’s difficult to say”
“Why is it difficult? You live with these, you are a poet.” 
A blur smile arise in Jobed Ali’s face.
“You have peace. A disgusting problem like rain, you write up an epic”
Smile become more lightening in Jobed Ali’s face. He hates Sirajul Islam from his soul. But only this man pinches him as a poet. The pinch seems very sweet.
“Sir, need to go home early. The girl…”
“Must go, how much will it take? Finish the work. Check the spellings too.”
Jobed Ali checks the spellings very attentively. Sirajul Islam stares at rain. Why it rains in the special days of the month, he can’t solve the enigma. The unsolved mysteries of the world are increasing to him day by day.
Binty is black in her color. Black girls are like illusion in nature generally. Sirajul Islam feels a kind of lust for the black young girls. His wife is white. Very white. Only for her color, he marries her. Her ugly teeth avoided by his eyes. Or that time, may be her teeth was not so ugly. With the passage of time, these become uglier. And her color becomes whiter. She seems like a pale patient. 
“Sir, rest part will check tomorrow”.
“Are you mad? Dealer will come in the morning. Finish the work. It won’t take much. Tea?”
“No”
“Have a cup of tea. Give us tea. Have you written any new poem Mr. Poet?”
“A lyric like, in last night”
“Really?”
“Will you listen Sir?”
“Stop, stop, do your work. It’s not right to practice poetry in work.”
Jobed Ali speaks in a little voice looking on the proof, “It will be published in Desher Mati.”
“Is that so?”
“Yes, Editor Sir praised a lot.”
“Very good. Publish a book this time.”
Saying so, Sirajul Islam feels that rain is stopping.Sirajul Islam feels a kind of restlessness in his blood. Binty talks in a soft voice. Home districts must be somewhere in Joshore. He never asked. Too much closeness is not good to this type of girls. Better to stay in distance. 
Jobed Ali finished up the works and starts to itch his head in a black face. This attitude is familiar with Sirajul Islam. So he says, dealers haven’t given any money yet. Business is going to be closed, understand? 
“Can you afford only Ten taka please? Daughter wished to have some banana.”
Sirajul Islam gives him a note with an irritating face. It’s not pleasing for him to give money at the middle of the month.
“I’m leaving sir.”
Sirajul Islam didn’t reply. His face is pale. Because it’s started raining again heavily. 
Returning home, Jobed Ali sees fever goes down from her daughter. Daughter is waiting for her father. If her father brings banana, she will eat rice with milk and banana. But it was too late. Banana was not found. Jobed Ali feels very sorry. 
“I’ll bring banana tomorrow morning”
“Okay”
“Sobri or Shagor”
“As your wish”
“Okay”
Finishing his dinner Jobed Ali sit with his notebook. After the death of his wife, this privilege he gets. No one to say something if he sit with his notsebooks at midnight. It’s dizzling outside. It’s useless to sleep in such a stormy night. 
His daughter didn’t sleep. Her fever was increasing. Covering herself with a blanket she starts looking her father with surprised eyes. Once she whispers, “Father”. Jobed Ali couldn’t listen. He was thinking about a beautiful lyric, “how beautifully it’s raining this night”. Other lines are not coming in mind. This one line is coming in mind again and again. His eyes full with tears in a deep emotion. 
Fever is increasing of his daughter. She again asked, “Father”. Her whispering was overlapped by the sound of the storm. The girl observed with fevered eyes that her poet father was crying. She understands nothing. Children understand many things again understand nothing.
