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The Horse of Ashwamedha

From the graveyard of Job Churnock
| lift a flower and told you
This is a memento of our friendship

Love was rafting alone

Alas! Oh Behula, my dear, | knew from
Consummation room, this is the horse of
Ashwamedha, if you stop it, you have to face a war

English translation by Mrinmoy Pramanick



