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This book is not what I was, I am, or I will be. This book is 

not moving on from a heartbreak or anything close to that. 

But yes, it is surely moving forward —with each breath, with 

each step, with each second —till the last breath knocks at 

my foot.  

I acknowledge my fellow educator colleagues for that 

gentle push I needed. I thank my illustrator friend, 

Monikundal Bora, for these beautiful illustrations. My 

photographer friend, Akeef Saikia, for those lovely 

photographs. And those tiny stars. I also thank my 

publisher, and the entire Bluerose team, for making 

this book happen into a reality.  

  



 

In House for My Immortality, I built a home out of love. 

Every poem was a door left open for someone who might 

return. I believed that words, if written with enough 

sincerity, could make time stand still — that love could be 

preserved between pages the way light is trapped inside glass 

(which is impossible). That belief became the pulse of my 

first book: a heart speaking in its purest, most hopeful form. 

But love, I have learned, has its own seasons. It grows, it 

fades, it transforms, and in its leaving, it teaches us what it 

truly was. When the echoes of that first house began to fade, 

I found myself beneath a wider, lonelier sky. There were no 

walls to protect me, only stars — and with each breath, I 

began to count them, as if counting the remnants of all I had 

once believed eternal. 

The arc of this book is that of movement — from 

attachment to release, from the intimacy of one story to the 

universality of many. If House for My Immortality was my 

heart speaking, this one is my heart healing. It listens, 

forgives, and learns that sometimes love’s truest form is the 

peace that follows its absence. And yes, I'm moving on. 



With Each Breath, I Count One Star was born from that 

silence. It is not a rejection of love, but an honest 

conversation with it — an acceptance that tenderness can 

coexist with loss, that vulnerability is its own kind of 

courage. These poems are not about seeking forever 

anymore; they are about standing still in the moment and 

learning to see beauty even when it hurts. 

If the first book was my heart speaking, this one is my heart 

listening. And if, in these pages, you find even a shadow of 

your own longing or your own recovery, then perhaps, we 

are both looking at the same night sky — counting the same 

stars. 

~Rajmoi Phukan 

  



 

  



 



  



  



  



 



  



  



  



  



 

  



  



 

  



  



 

  



  



 

  



  



 

  



  



 

 

 

 

 


