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Jyotirmoy Datta

Lines on a Hanger-on of the Ruling Party

Why be amazed that our poet comes to fulsome life
Only when his patron wins a seat in the government?
Sure at other times he is one of the silent majority

He finds his voice only when his patron is in the chair,
Louder and more emphatic than his principal.

He is not at all a freak, nature abounds in creatures like him
Think of the tardigrade, also described as a moss piglet,
Which lies inert for years when conditions are adverse
Then start wiggling all its eight legs after the first shower.

It is reported that NASA sends out tardigrades to outer space

A tardigrade is described in Wikipedia as being short and plump
Which exactly matches the description of our sycophantic poet
How wonderful it would be if NASA sent him to Jupiter!

New Jersey
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Bill Wolak
The Generosity of Beggars

Along this road you’ll meet
all kinds of strangers.
Some will share their stories,
others are silenced

by fear and despair.

But you can’t quench

this thirst with wine,

you can't satisfy

this hunger with banquets.
Until you risk

everything fearlessly

as a lover’s smile,

you’ll never understand
the generosity of beggars.

New Jersey
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Louisa Calio

Tsunami
(in memory of the 250,000 dead )

My Buddhist teacher sounds
just like my grandfather when he says:
Observe and always remember to make nature your friend.

When the blue waters of Bali receded

many of the local people, like tourists
watched with fascination

as the seawater moved out towards the horizon
exposing new reefs and seabed

for the first time.

Mesmerized at the shoreline

like children, they stayed and watched
while the water gathered its enormous force
into huge, monstrous waves and swells.
Returning as a roaring river of regurgitation
the sea filled and refilled

roads, shops, homes and buildings

with humans, objects, dwellings, trees
clothing, trains, pots, and cars.

Anything in its path was swept away

All modern life, floating.

A few, like the Swedish boy | read about
thought he was dreaming when the waters
carried him safely to a Temple.

Some mysteriously walked away

while others clung to trees or roofs to survive,
leaving behind their beloveds, families, friends,
countrymen and homes

stolen by the blood red tide.

Only dogs, pigs, horses, elephants and their riders
were taken to higher ground

saved by a primal memory

as was one Indonesian tribe
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on a distant island
who remembered the ancient story,
when the waters recedes go swiftly to higher ground.

We, the Grown Ups
(For BJ and all his initiates

How marvelous to be among you

grown ups, adults

such an unpopular word in our day.

This has little to do with age

people who relish leaving the ego’s stage
willing to leave the children in the nursery
the adolescent with his peers

and the rebel with rebelliousness

to join me here.

A flush of joy overcomes me like a wave
when we dare to be brave

and go below the surface

leave the banter, petty wit and competition
distractions and obsessions

for the deep silence and its lessons

A ritual of heart,

the gifts of high play

true art

allowing the divine to enter

tumbling through the air

into each

a soul aware

willing to let go

trust to explore the caverns below, dark ridges
build bridges, walk labyrinths, scale mountains
go in counterclockwise direction

round the Himalayas

and come home to know

the wonders of the world within.

New York



Maria Bennett
Poem for Ella Fitzgerald

april 25, 1917
voice born

to hit a high ¢
as clear

as a muezzin's
call to prayer

sure to make you change
your definition of religion
and possibly

perfection

1932

the motherless child

dressed in hand-me-downs
reform school runaway

chases a train

to the apollo theater

wants to dance before the crowd
but the competition is too stiff
and so sings to win the prize
twenty five dollars

i know how to sing by listening to the horns
she said

don’t look at her

just listen to the voice

said chick webb

who did not catch

the alchemical gold present

within the package

when he died
she took the band with her

anyway
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miss ella

life held together

with safety pins and spit
found the melody

in each missed moment
knowing all we love

can be taken from us

in an instant

and everything starts
with a broken heart

wrapping the mess of life
around her shoulders
like a chiffon scarf

billie holliday said

good morning heartache

ella said

get the hell out

and take your cardboard suitcase
filled with pain

with you

when they finally met

ella at twenty

too shy to speak

held out an autograph book
instead

today she holds out her arms
standing like an oak

in bronze

feet firmly planted

facing the hudson

saying stay with me a while
and listen

blocks from where her home
is now a bodega
in downtown yonkers
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selling meat pies
she would have loved

looking out at the river

in a fancy crinoline hoop skirt

with a grin as wide and all-knowing as louis armstrong’s
he her twin in nostalgia for a lost childhood

mal du pays inconnu

settling for grits and gravy

and a winning hand

at the card table

when she died

the obit in the times said

she was a black woman singing songs written by jewish men
to a white audience

but

the paper of record

should have paid

more attention

ella with an understanding of phrase and light
which defied the laws of physics

here is the true god particle
she said

finding the song

in everything

when the only gift left us
is this voice

that dances

with the wisdom

of glass

all

embracing

New Jersey
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Michael Graves

Boast of the Sun

I lend the sterile, dusty rock my light.
Come dawn, | lay my hands upon the night,
Banish it from sight.

| make the meteors blaze fast and bright.
| heat all living from my height,
Expose the hidden to light.

To the Imprisoned

In your folly and freedom,
When will you learn

Your strength is your captor,
Your power your prison?

The threads of a spider
Confine to a web
And chains on a beast
Shackle its tread.

The greater the power
The greater the load
Piled on its back

To trudge a road.

All captives are equal
And cannot escape
The work they must do,
Driven by fate.

By the blindness of heaven
Labor and leisure,

Sorrow and joy

Appear to be given,

10
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But under the surface
Deceiving the sight

The prisons within

Justly apportioned are right.

Believe in the prison,

Imagine its nature

Discern with compassion

The selves of the trapped.
Slips unintended,

Revelations outright,

Hints that are slight

Keys to the hidden from sight.

From knowledge of self
Locked in your heart
Imagine all others.

Be not apart.

Imperfect Human
(for Anthony F.)

You attend in struggle

To some who are broken

And offer the solace

We crave in the world.

Imperfect human,

I call you illumined,

Who care and detach.

You find in the vedas and gospels
Wisdom and science mirror each other.
Poet, whose lines are unwritten,

But spoken in service,

You are a knower of justice and love
And moments of sweetness

In a cosmos of anguish.

New York
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Bishnupada Ray
Rock Cut

under the starlit sky

and the phosphorescence
of the tropic of cancer
somewhere in this plateau
I have lost something

of my being

a multitude of fireflies

is seen searching for it
near the rocks of waterfalls

from the darkness of my rocks
| see their hectic search

my heart writhes in the dark
and pines for the lost part

of my being

without it | cannot be

one with myself

at this petrified forest

| can see the static motion

and through the rupture

my days and nights go to fragments
for an anatomy of alienation.

Separation

| feel therefore | am

this pain is my time and space

a butterfly pinned against the last notice
summons the quasi-autonomous memory
to a call of duty

my emotional investments

do not show great returns

on the critical balance sheet

at this terminal stage

12
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so we stand with two keys in hand end to end

this locker is a ‘my things’ ‘your things’ game
in the joint account

till the last chromosomes

as | try to preserve some togetherness

in a failing bank

a new sense breaks out
senseless like a sleepless night
and my head pressed between the pillows.

Udaigiri Caves, Vidisha

these caves were the home

of those who sought divine peace
leaving their caves in Bhimbetka
they dispersed in every direction
and hundred of years ago

they journeyed to Mada and Udaigiri
to meditate in peace of seclusion
and they made these hills habitable
by carving rocks into caves

now far from the madding crowd
bats and similar unlovely creatures
can find safety of a deserted place
and unseen lizards rustle quickly
into the bush by the stony path
unbearably hot under the June sun
alerted by the incoming footsteps

and right over the Udaigiri hill
distant planes are seen flying past
across the boundless sky

leaving along their flight path
streak of white smoke to create

a veritable tropic of cancer.

Kokata

13
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BZ Niditch
Vision of San Francisco

In low rise San Francisco
at five PM

among smooth jazz enthusiasts
the dish still repeats

with no one watching
behind withdrawn blinds
but everyone speaking

or chewing on gossip
pasta on pork

trying to sleep off

war or death

chilled out

by every Dear John or Jane
letter, not willing

to surrender

the happy hour

even the remote possibility
of going off line

or losing control

of a poor reception

yet you still keep on
playing the blues

here in October

on the sidewalks’ cafe

no one sleeps

except on music sheets

in harmony on brass beds
with my newly haired bow
of my violin’s rosin

I'm floating in a morning shine
gazing at the Bay.

Brookline, MA

14
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Basudhara Roy
The Alien

We are fated to be sisters, we three.
To share this same roof over our heads,
Our parents and some same blood.

My sisters cower
Under the shrill imperialism of my wholeness,
My sanctioned identity, my normative parentage.

They see me scraping their splits,
Mocking their disfigured lives and the
Patched selfhoods that they bravely bear.

| shamelessly represent what they strive to deny.
The discrepancy between their past and present and
The echoing rumble of the years in between.

Feared, served, hated, spurned, my congenial power

Unnerves me. Pathetically, | validate a family within families.

A spiteful blot of ochre on bleached grey canvas.

True siblings in loss, they turn their backs upon me, my older sisters.
While schizophrenically inscribe my loss on cold, pale flesh
Immaculately covered in garish, parental-love-flushed finery.

Jamshedpur, India

15
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Bengali Poetry in Translation

Jahanara Parveen
Bonsai Mind

| have seen a noon kneeling down

In front of a wounded spider for a long time,
Positioning calmly as a crocodile

Sitting in the sun at a certain river front.

Doubtlessly, there must have been a story
Behind it.

It might also endure the same meaning
Of the relevant dust
At peoples’ marching feet at political rallies.

| have seen a noon indulges for long
into a dusk
and, then, slowly into an evening.

Nights don’t ultimately offer any forgiveness,
Since, the graceful pond gradually gets smaller
In our bonsai mind.

Discrimination

When river, too, gets darkened, | reckon
There is no field beyond the field,

No insects gathering at the grass-carpet,
Though the vest noisy island lights up
Under limited water.

After the brief meeting in the pond,
The silvery carp and red thaila declare,
“We are the oldest,

So the bridge under construction
Should be named after our ancestors.”

16
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The century-old turtle,
the reputable witness of this fury,
Dives into deep water with sunlight on its back.

Shrimps, the minority, think

Living means only a betrayal,

It is then more appropriate

To commit suicide at boys’ trap-nets

As the snakehead babies.

Sadly, fish scales know, which pond
Breeds much of the discriminatory moss.

Disembarkation is Not the Last Word

Whoever else also started the journey, got back,
Knowing a different meaning of disembarkation.

Bringing sunlight in the old cave, they thought
The static present was not that bad.
Getting back is itself a kind of returning.

Those of us who walked with noonday sun

On shoulder and back and ran toward the sunset,

Took a bath in the river like Korotoa, Iraboti and Mohananda,
Brought water to the tree holes

Of sunburn bird Ville, spent sleepless nights

Nursing wounded birds, and thought of their own babies

At the edge of the saddening moment, rather imagining

The fact that every house of the land reflected

the footprint of a mother, a wife, and a daughter; and

Those of us who stayed active in an ongoing hardship and sweat,
Did not stop the marathon conscience,

They, all of them, are, now definitely swimming against the drastieurr
Those of us who stayed speechless at the shift of the ordinary life,
The Arabian witch kept on spreading thorn on their path.

At last, we've witnessed
the departure of our own shadow, as it was for others.

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah

17
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Naznin Seamon

| have changed myself a lot

I have changed myself a lot through
adaptation. Cold evening, awful summer,
severe rain fall, happiness,

or disease . . . reflected on the opposite
side of the mirror. Everything shatters,
everything cracks and crushes;

the mirror of trust breaks into pieces,
shred the framed images.

Only entangles the darkness,

like an old bat on the roof column;
breaking window guards, sometimes,
comes the multi-dimensional refugee light of
the inauspicious moon.

Nightly Sound

Last night, | got wet in the rain for the whole night
After a long hallucination of isolated darkness,
rain came in blackening the sky,

It's powerful jubilation

made me speechless;

I ran passed field after field

seeing the approaching knife

in it's horrible hairy hand;

the gusty wind even dragged me

beyond the reach.

The Thin Skyline

In my girlhood, | dreamed of walking through

the horizon; on the field beyond the sky,

or in the sky beyond the field,

where skyline laid like neap-tide—quiet and motionless.

| have nurtured my dream

18
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under my soft wing, walked through

the plane roads and meanders, day after day,
In my fist,

collected the comfort of the cinnamon cent,
snow-white as crane feather,

red as the roses of Basra,

and the brightened denial of the UN—

Yet, the time-clock could not take me

to the colorful suspended bridge of the horizon.
A thin skyline has been hanging at the dream house
like an orchid.

Our Struggling Hands

And finally our hands were smashed
by the gained wheel of communism
though we struggled a lot.

Knowing the green grass

as the smooth path of the snake,

we still boasted out with spade and crowbar,
as the morning dazzles

on the embracing sunlight,

though a group of wild people

spits on art, strongly ties science on
an apple tree;

with the revival of human lust

every door gets suddenly closed . . .

My Desired Destination

Keeping the new century on my palm,
| would be able to scroll and reach
my desired destination,

making a bridge between

the brick-stone like hardest life

and the inevitable death.

Before the fall of the declining beauty,
smashing the entire obliquity
and miscreant misfortune

19
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under my feet,

hamming through the transitional road,
tired and jaded,

I would reach deep into

the assimilating circle.

Making a bridge between

the brick-stone like hardest life

and the inevitable death,

Keeping the new century on my palm,
I would definitely reach my

desired destination.

Before the fall of the declining
beauty of life,

smashing the entire obliquity

and miscreant misfortune

under my feet,

stepping over the transitional road,
tired and jaded,

| would surly reach into

the assimilating circle of melancholy.

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah

20
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Swapan Majhi
Mechanical

The bird you hoped to see

flew away in a different sky.

The melody of the multinational companies
sound through the world-winners’ throats.
This soil is no longer farmers’ soil.

This water is no longer peoples’ water.
This air is no longer for breathing to refill your heatrt.
For the struggle of survival

in the poisonous circle,

the greater invention

of new medicines,

and all the mechanical people

are covered by

the shadow of the

international sports festival,

sponsored by the multinational companies.

Sleepless

The sound of dripping water
nowadays

breaks my sleep.

The disturbing night hangs on
under my eyes.

At dawn | washed away all signs of it
before everyone else awakens.
Though there is no rain,

and month after month

there is no cloud in the sky,

in the bright light

my blind love finds shadows.
The footsteps of an ant
nowadays

wakes me up.

The boy who had no friends

21
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twenty years ago,

is still lonely.

Still in his eyes

a girl walks all night

in space,

holding a lantern aloft.

In the morning

before washing my face,

| see a Hiroshima in my eyes.
The sound of my own breathing
nowadays breaks my sleep.

A dead river, abandoned land,
obese people and the corpses of fish
float on the boundless water

of my sleepless eyes.

Rural

Still there is a rural smell in my body.
Under dazzling too-bright flashing lights,
awkward.

In the glittering sunlight on the

path in the countryside,

comfortable.

And in the swimming pool, how funny.
But there is boundless life in the river.
Raised with storm and water,

can adjust in a magnificent building?
To hear music in a machine,

see movie in a machine,

life passes,

person doesn’t come to person.

Still there is a rural smell in my body.
Raised in sunlight and storm-water,
will return one day to the land.

If it doesn’t become a town.

Translated from the Bengali by the author with tepe McMillan
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Book Review

BRIDGING THE WATERS
An International Bilingual Poetry Anthology
—A task of internationalizing poetry

Naoshi Koriyama

This anthology was co-published by Korean Expatriate Literadnce
Cross-Cultural Communications in the spring of 2013, including poetry
by 15 American poets, 20 international poets, 24 Korean-Aareric
poets, and 16 Korean poets, 75 poets in total. It is very sigmtifibat

the book has been published through the cooperation of American poets,
Korean poets in America, and Korean poets in Korea.

Yoon-Ho Cho, one of the co-editors, writes in his Foreword: “The
globalization of Korean Literature is an important task for Korearevsrit
to accomplish.” He goes on to say, “To this end, we may consider the
quality of Korean literary works, the excellence of transtetj and
literary exchange with the writers of the world.” This teolbgy has
poems of different styles and subjects by international poetifexrfecht
backgrounds. There are some difficult poems for me, but let me
introduce some poems | thought interesting.

First, I'll quote “An Imitation of Ancient Songs” by an American
poet, Arthur Dobrin.

Every word | write is borrowed, / Taken from the flowing pepagfts— /

Tu Fu's loud tragic music,/Buson’s chrysanthemums so happy, so
precious— / An imitation of ancient songs,/An original reconstucti

Like clay soldiers in the Xian museum/ Or the Kyoto templedrand

built again/ Just as we, wife in four decades,/ Are made overard o
Always ourselves and always/ What others have made of us/ What we
have made from each other.

Next, let me quote “When God Is Dead,” by an international poet,
Hassanal Abdullah:

When God is dead/ | will swim in the river./ | will play footbalnd get
a lot of fans/ To cheer for it.// When God is dead/ | will climbbilgetree
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up/ In Forest Park/ Near my house/ And kill all the squirrelsédee my
garden full of vegetables.// When God is dead/ | will eat a tuna fish
sandwich/ And five fried cockroaches/ As a side order/ Andaskyys

to rethink/ About Moses, Jesus,/ Mohammed, and Krishna/ For whom
you have been killing/ Each other for centuries.// When God is dead/ |
will stop writing poems/ And believe me, my lady,/ | willrba bed with

you/ For three consecutive days and nights/ And we’ll never be
separated.

By the way, my being included among the 20 international poetssin th
anthology is perhaps due to the intention of the American e@tanley
Barkan. Stanley Barkan was the president of the 5th Warlth(ess of
Poets for Poetry Research and Recitation held in New ividbkecember
2004, which | attended. Ever since that time, | have been in toubh wit
him, exchanging mails and books. He is an active poet and the ofvner
the publishing house, Cross-Cultural Communications. He has been
publishing translations of poetry of Korea, Iran, India, and other
countries. He has publishetour Lover's Beloveda collection of 51
love poems by the famous 14th- century Persian poet, Hafez, trdnslate
by Mahmood Karimi-Hakak and Bill Wolak. Poems by the co-traosdat

of the Hafez book are also included in this anthology. This anthology
includes two poems of mine, “Summer on the Home Island” and “An
Artist's Apology to His Daughter.” | always write poetry English,
rather than Japanese. Here I'd like to quote the shorter ofwihe t
“‘Summer on the Home Island.” The poem was first printed in an
American poetry magazine, “Poems of the World” and thenrrgatiin

the school textbook anthologyGalaxies Il by Addison-Wesley of
Canada.

The man stops his bicycle/ on the hillside road// that runs throtingh
sugarcane fields// and he gets off the bicycle/ and takes off hislsdnda
to feel the texture/ of his home island’s earth// to feelwarmth of the
earth/ heated by his home island’s sun// with his bare unshod figet/ w
his free naked heart// looking over the hill/ listening to the safritie
sea

Incidentally, when | received a letter from the publisher in adan
asking for my permission to use the poem in their textbook, | was
surprised, because it was hard for me to understand why the textbook
editor of a huge country whose wheat fields stretch as fas &srizon
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could find a poem written by a poet on a tiny island which it 30s
miles around interesting. Then | realized a poem is somethinhgdha
reach a distant place thousands of miles away, across oeedns
mountains. This international poetry anthology has a photo and
biographical notes in English and Korean for each poet includetbrAs
my publication, | mentioned.ike Underground Water: The Poetry of
Mid-Twentieth Century Japan(1995) co-translated with Edward
Lueders. In the biographical notes, | presumptuously dubbed myself “a
talented dancer of his Amami dance.” Recently such singe@hdose
Hajime and Kosuke Atari have the Amami Islands talked about on
television, but | may have wanted to get our Amami Islands betier
known to the world by mentioning my Amami dance. | sometimes attend
the World Congress of Poets held by the United Poets Laureate
International based in California. And at the final “Sayonaran&in
Party,” | usually perform my Amami dance, asking all the paetgand
up and dance, imitating the way | dance. In 2002, we had a WCP
conference in Bangkok presided by Puntalee Jirathun, and | fggnem
her saying at a poetry reading session, “Koriyama, you don’t have to read
your poems. We will sing ‘You Are My Sunshine,” and you dance!”
Singing and dancing are the roots of humankind’s arts. Even iardnci
Greece and Japan in the age of the gods, singing and dancing ekpresse
the joys of the human heart.

Now, let me quote a poem, “Love Is the Bonfire,” by Yoon-Ho
Cho:

The campfire burns scarlet/ Winter night—/ At a time whewibridd is
frozen.// Flames dart in and out/ Like the tongue of a blade/ And burn,
unifying heart and heart.// Two logs/ Mutually lean/ Without burdening
the other.//Instead they freely burn/ Each other’'s heavy burdeuxl
become flames of beautiful love.

Next, I'll quote a poem, “At the Forest Path,” by Tae Hoon Kanmpet
in Korea:

The cedar forest where the warbler sings—/ why are the wabs
straight lines?/ Lone path winding and winding,/ The sound of the forest
flowing like a melody./ The forest is a dream land/ that riske i
shimmering heat./ The forest, where a strong fragrance dwells,/ The
forest, the roost of life,/ looking lonely/ when the weary winddsiven/

but wordlessly holding in abundance/ love that gives.
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Finally, I'd like to explain why | write poetry in English, notJapanese.
Around 1952, when | was a student at the New York State College for
Teachers at Albany, my English teacher, Miss Vivian Hopkins
suggested that | write poetry. Ever since that time, I'venberiting
poetry in English. Since | started writing poetry in English, theoouif
writing in English has been formed. And it's not so difficult for toe
write in English. By the way, at a party when | was &iliching at Toyo
University, | once said to a prominent Japanese scholar of Englis
literature, “I've been writing poetry in English.” And he inglg said to

me, “You should write in Japanese.” But if | had followed his advice and
had written poetry in Japanese, my poems would never have been
included in this anthology. Even if | had written poetry in Japanes
voluminously, my poems would never have been included in school
textbooks in Japan, because | am not famous in Japan. But why are
poems written by me, a nameless poet in Japan, reprinted in school
textbooks in countries in the English-speaking world? It's rathe
mystery to me. Because I've been writing in English, some opoeyns

are used in some 26 textbooks at primary school, junior high, and senior
high school levels in America, Canada, Australia, and South Africa
Especially, “Unfolding Bud” and “A Loaf of Poetry” are widelyads

On the Internet here was an item, “List of Best 21 Poems aloaityP

for National Poetry Month.” For instance, “Poetry” by Pablo uder of

Chili was third, “Poetry” by Tagore sixth, “The Joy of Writindgy
Wislawa Szymborska ninth, “Notes on the Art of Poetry” by Dylan
Thomas nineteenth, and “A Loaf of Poetry” by me twentiethhanlist.

And to my disappointment, the item has recently been erased on the
Internet. “A Loaf of Poetry” was reprinted in “Korean Expatriat
Literature” of 2012. SincBRIDGING THE WATERSs a bilingual
anthology in English and Korean, it must be interesting to tivbeare
interested in the poetry of Korea and America and the Koreanepeopl
living in Japan.

BRIDGING THE WATERS : An International Bilingualé®y Anthology, co-
edited by Yoon-Ho Cho and Stanley H. Barkan, cdighd by Korean
Expatriate Literature and Cross-Cultural Communioas(New York, 2013)
$20 in U.S.: 20,000won in Korea.

Japan
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Vigilant Skepticism: The Poetry of Humayun Azad

Nicholas Birns

Selected Poems, Humayun Azad, Tr. Hassanal Abdullah, Edited tanisy H.
Barkan, Bivas, Dhaka, February 2014

When we speak of postcolonial literature, we rarely think of
contemporary writing from Bangladesh. Because when we speak of
postcolonial literature, we really wish to, while solicititige idea of
freedom, but literature in a sort of box. Thus India, in seemingatAs
with respect to Britain, Pakistan, in seeming “Muslim” widspect to

the West, can seem conveniently othered, eroticized. Bangladesh,
although equally colonized by the British with the other parSaith
Asia, won its freedom struggle not from non-Asians or non-Muslints, bu
from Pakistan itself. Moreover, the leading writers of Badgsh have
been skeptical and anti-fundamentalist, and have not incarnatealitiee n
challenge to Western values that many would, out of a mixture of
motives, like to see from the Muslim world.

One of the most vigilantly skeptical of these writers is Itte
Humayun Azad. It is all too sorrowful that Azad, whose most paigna
poem began “I Probably Will Die For A Little Thing,” died forkeg
thing: he was assailed by fundamentalist terrorists in 2004 and died of his
wounds shortly thereafter. Yet Azad’'s personal courage and iagffer
threatens to take the spotlight away from his poetry, afididopious
production as an essayist and scholar. Hassanal Abdullah, who has
virtually singlehandedly made the poetry of contemporary Bangfiade
visible in the United States, here provides a copious selestidaad's
poetry in English translation, providing a volume of so much richness
and depth it is impossible to fully celebrate it in this limited spac

One can think of no more iconic a name than “Humayun Azad”:
Azad meaning freedom, Humayun one of the most famous of Mughal
emperors. But Azad was aware of the double-sidedness of @mbiti
especially poetic ambition.

In “Epitaph” he describes a poet being both loved and hated by
wives, concubines, and lovers, in what is a gem of not only cenaile
humor but piercing insight: the things that makes us potentially great also
make us potentially intolerable. Azad did not throw his weightied as
either lyric poet or public intellectual; there is a self-@eption and
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vulnerability in his work which is both open and charming. This dapac
for self-effacement, though, is not mere passivity, but enatetasd to
approach grim matters with withering irony. In “Time To Stayi€}’
Azad mordantly observes that we must be silent because “veetbav
observe/the killer'sartwork” This sense that the political oppressor
demands not only public obedience but aesthetic admiration, thagkilli
is not just a matter of force but of bad art that demands wengkét is
good art, resounds with a bleak, pained wit reminiscent of the-Eii
novels of Roberto Bolafio. Making us pretend that killing isisarthe
ultimate seal of the passivity and moral collapse oppressiuires of
its victims, and to which Azad, with his sharp-edged humor, will no
succumb.

Nor is Azad a Bengali nationalist in a reductive way. Taenoft
postcolonial literature has to be a success story, if notlitdmlly
financial one of Mohsin Hamid’slow To Make It Filthy Rich In Rising
Asig at least a social success story, of happiness achievedewlreth
successful nation-building or in prosperous and fulfilled diaspora. But
Azad, although a fierce Bangladeshi patriot and freedom fighter,
understood that his nation’s story was nowhere near to having a happy
ending. “My Halfway Done Home” uses the disillusionment in the
aftermath of the assassination of Mujibur Rahman. While recognizing the
swift pace of historical change—that Bangladesh has been thttmg
different calendars” and that its independence helped nudge thedUnti
States and mainland China into “a new friendship” the speaker
acknowledges his nation, like a birds; nest whose maker raof taty,
is only halfway done, Independent Bangladesh is an unfinished project
and Azad's critical eye is there to prevent us from fallintp
complacency and unwonted cheer, that will provide us wit onlysa fal
synthesis.

Yet Azad is often a totally lyrical poet, as in the wonderf
“Farewell”:

Take care, falcon, bluest sky, take care.
Take care, leaves, morning dew,

Take care, water, river banks,

Take care, tree, fish of the pond, take care.

This litany of natural objects for which the poet shows concerh a
solicitude is an ecstasy of pure lyric address; we learrt wha to
experience the world and to think it matters, which for Azaa psocess
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far supervening the political. For this capacity to love the dyorl
reductive ideologies such as religious fundamentalism areframtafin
“Hoses of God” the speaker resents a mosque looming over ¢he ar
where he used to paly as a boy, and sees another mosque builtdby Sa
Arabia near where he had been to university. Hindu and Christian
equivalents seen in India and Scotland are added, to make ee#rish

is not a matter of Islamophobia but of waning against the rastegef
religion in areas where it had been pleasurably experieasegbsent.
This poem's specific objections to duress and coercion radened more
abstractly in “I Lived In other People’s Time”:

I lived in otherpeople’s time.

Their fingerprints were on my food,
Their germs were in my drinks,
And their pollution was in my faith.

The individual is all too often compelled to live in other peaptime,
pulled into external networks that try to tell us what the nmimgaand
nature of the times we live in should be. The individuaistitio sing in

his own tune, but the “shallow modes” of what Theodor Adorno called
“the culture industry"—in Azad’'s case, the fundamentalist celtu
industry—keep on impinging. At times, Azad seems inconsolably angry
about this. In “Everything Will Go Into The Thugs’ Hands” he is
Juvenalian in his total scorn and utter pessimism as to theofeour
lives:

I know, everything will go into the thugs’ hands,

The clear sunny day and the light of the full moon,
The villagers’ hay towers that could seduce the river,
And the rain of the fall will be possessed by the thugs.

Abdullah’s translation, with its emphasis on clear, stark dictiuh vivid
imagery, solicits the lone solace the poem provides us thatlene a
obduracy of the poet will bear witness against the thugs, teat t
“everything” that will go into their hands has one exceptionvtiee of
the poet himself.

Azad reminds us that this witness bearing is not just to &ispec
event or constellation, but to imperfections in human nature that ha
always been there. In “Five Strategies To Break Matizal” he notes
that martial law, or its equivalents, “was there in 1198 century” and
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“will be there in the following centuries.” The only way to tkemnarital
law is ultimately love, and the poem is a long paean to thacidsy of
Venus to combat Mars, of Eros to prevail over terror.

Though Azad is not primarily a love poet, his political passion is
often informed by eroticism. “Fire” reminds us of Robert Frosit$
juxtaposition of fire and ice, “When | touch a piece of ice/lt spark
sudden fire.” An erotic fire, but also one, that in a sortigteous
indignation, can potentially root out the impurities of a flawed/ensie.
Azad's satiric and caustic impulses are always bound ufangex sense
of rage at an imperfect world, desire for a world that thougfilihever
be nonetheless should be, that is meaningfully possible evenitbivlgv
never actual. But Azad never lets this anger swell up his séhseawn
importance as an individual. In “My Neighbours” he pictures a, iaee
butterfly, a cobra talking to him, not trying to conjure up an expansiv
pantheism but to acknowledge that these plants and creatureshdom,
his world, that he is not the sole owner of his own experiehbe. Were
of Christian background, one might say Azad has an Augustinian
pessimism compounded by a Franciscan humility. In other words, he is
not proud, of himself or of his world.

At times, Azad even seems too pessimistic about himself and about
the potential agency of the self. In “Father’'s Epitaph” hecdees his
deceased parent as “a failure like me” atomized into &vataium, less
significant than the beasts that prowl around the grave. But gy
here: Humayun Azad, dead tenyears, had a vision and a commitment that
resonates now more fiercely than ever.

Azad was not only a great man but a great poet. But the question
remains: why is poetry in Bengali after Tagore so little kn@wnd why

does the contemporary literature of Bangladesh not have theidgnon
possessed by that of India and Pakistan? A certain model ofSehtt
Asian literature is has captured the world’s imagination, agibme
deemed peripheral—Bangladesh, Nepal, Sri Lanka, and the non-English
languages and less populous or centrally located states eftade
sidestepped by the West because they do not fit in with tHahviget

there is another reason: Western intellectuals have longddokeon-
Western nations to make themselves feel good politically, and
Bangladesh to say the least does not provide this. India distePaat
least have thrown up the illusory phantasms of the Nehru/Gandhi and
Bhutto families for the West to hold up as ideals against guelg
execrated extremism, and India has been laden with the quasi-ahythic
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image of sudden capitalist prosperity; Bangladesh has not éetn t
There have been as few happy endings there as in Azad’s owridife.
nowhere else in the world has the spirit of poetry, its unwillingrte
submit to the idiotic slogans of the day, been more robust. Azad’'s
skeptical hope for the future should be a guide and an exampl# for a
people.

The Bengali language has long had the sort of spirited public
debate about literature, anchored in a generally educated, rolddke
public, that Westerners often wrongly see as exclusivdngoWest.
There was no figure of our time who more embodied this role of
imaginative literature in the public sphere than Humayun Azad.

New School University, New York
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR:

1.
Dear Hassanal,

Thank you so much for your Poetry Jour&labdaguchhavhere you have
published two of my poems: it's an honour for me.

The members of our Movement asked me to add yoatopdmnd profile
as representative of IMMAGINE & POESIA for Banglatie
http://immaginepoesia.jimdo.com/about-us/who-s-vmthe-movement/

(the countries are in alphabetical order)
Please tell me if you like it or if you want to clgee /add something.

I would like to send you my book of poems and inadMMAGINE &
POESIA—The Movement in Progress published by Stamaykan (NEW
YORK 2013) with images by Adel Gorgy (among otheists).

Please tell me the exact postal address wheratbise

Best greetings from lItaly
Lidia Chiarelli , Italy
3/19/2014

2.
Dear Poet,

| was very much pleased to receive Vol. 15 No.d@/4habdaguchhalan-June
2013 from you in the book festival 2014 of Bangleadlamy. | think you have
started a literary movement form the USACongratulations for the movement.
Our slogan is POETRY FOR THE WORLD PEACE.

With love & best wishes

Tahmidul Islam, Dhaka
3/17/2014

3.

So sorry | missed your birthday, Hassanal! It'sdlag after mine, and | missed it
because | was out with friends/family for the déymy birthday and after. (I'm

also sorry about having missed the event you alfba Stan, but complications
in my life after my sister's heart surgery—and otlengs—messed up my
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schedule and plans. | hope Stan got over beingt upae| wasn't there.) Did
you have a nice birthday?

Leigh Harrison, Queens, NY
4/14/2014

4.,
Sir/Madam,

| am a resident of West Bengal state of India. @ltjh | am currently a PhD
research scholar of Computer Science Engineeringnw poetry has been my
passion since my college days.

This is the first time | have summed up some caoaitagsend one of my poems
to any magazine for publication. | would be gratéfiyou can manage a little
time to go through my poem and consider if it isrtiv@ublishing. This would
send me the signal that | am heading towards tite direction and encourage
me to take many more such endeavours in the future.

Yours truly,
Rudranath Banerjee
11.07.2014

5.
Dear Hassanal,

Thank you very much for the copy &habdaguchawhich I'm enjoying with
admiration. It is excellent as always. | only wistould read Bengali.

Thank you also for the invite to submit some podnegpect to send some soon.

Could you read on Sunday, October 26 with one oradditional features to be
determined? Best,

Michael Graves NY
9/24/14

6.
Dear Hassanal,

Dileep Jhaveri arrived in America tired and depedssThe first anniversary of
his wife Maya'’s death happened while he was hblevertheless, he has left the
US uplifted enthusiastic, and filled with new hoaed energy. The life has
returned to his eyes.
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You are the reason for his joy! Thank you so mémhall your
hospitality, friendship and encouragement.

Dileep and | will never forget your kindness. Muoke,

Bill Wolak , NY
9/22/14

7.
Dear Hassanal,

Thank you for reading for Phoenix at Left Bank Bsok was a pleasure to hear
you, as always. | have already read through mogbof book and find much |
admire, both among old favorites and new discoger&me | am especially
taken with are "Thorny Household," "Colorless Nighfoetry, Come Back,"
"Frustration's Belly," and "Heaven's Staircase."

| am attaching and pasting below some poems fosibles publication in
Shabdaguchhd_et me know what you think.

I look forward to having you read again in the sgror early summer.

Best,
Michael Graves NY

8.
Dear Hassanal,

I've been inspired to try to write like you, atdedike you in translation, and
drafted a poem inspired by the first poem in yoowlbjust a little while ago, so,
you'll be seeing some work dedicated to you or Witk note after Hassanal
Abdullah's and the title of the poem | took as niotike your voice very much
and also find a spaciousness in some of your poratspnly the sonnets, that
reminds me of a remark by the Nobel Prize Winneestawv Milosz's opening
line (and the rest of the first stanza) of 'Ars @', "l have always aspired to a
more spacious form..." You have achieved that fand are to be congratulated
for doing so.

Please let me know when | can expect a decisiompisubmission to
Shabdagucha.

Best,

Michael Graves NY
10/21/14
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9.
Dear Hassanal,

Here are my poems (attached) for your consideratiehme know which if any
you will publish in your journal etc.

Is your epic translated into English too?

| am enjoying the poems you and Stanley transldteamayun Azad writes of
sad and profound matters of our time. The poemslacepowerful, moving and
honest, truly a great work. When | see you, | simmet think of the Bengali
Yogi, Paramahansa Yogananda who | had a deep dosmedgth, even in my
dreams.

| have enclosed the following poems: | hope toyseeagain soon. Many thanks
and it was a joy to see you.

"Tsumani”

"Demeter Weeping at Virginia Tech"
"Grown Ups"

"Implosion”

"What is Water?"

Louisa Calio, New York
Oct 2, 2014

10.
Dear Hassanal,

A little while back, you accepted a few of my poefoispublication. And, as a
bit of an experiment, I'm about to release a snaallection of them as an
ebook. The book is calletisdom’'s Real oppos#tel01 Poems about an
Odyssey on a Stool. And it’s currently available ffoe-order at amazon.com.

Colin Dodds, Brooklyn
11.25.2014
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11.
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Some of these letters have been reprinted frombeate
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