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Dariusz Thomasz Lebioda
GENERATION 1958

The boys of my generation made military tattoos
they wore silver-chained cents around their necks
the boys worked out a lot for the sports disciplines
they threw one-hundred meter high dreams javelin
they shot-put their well-glided over time zones
whoever fell through had to try over again

the boys of my generation knew television and Gagarin
they once read there was Auschwitz and death

and who couldn’t believe it took their own lives for
love or just to try

the boys wore jeans and logo T-shirts

they liked drinking beer and taking up studies

in the evenings they got together around their blocks
of flats to discuss how to survive during

the next couple of days

* k %

We were surrounded by low-rise blocks

of flats as heavy as foundering dobbins

with no strength to pick up what we carried
the reflections of thousands of windows with
people sitting there looking at us willy-nilly
over their heads the running wheels of
Charles’s Wain were still creaking carrying
death as dense as cement spilling all over away
sometimes from this clattering bumpy wagon
of time some drops dripped down on our heads
as humble as if having taking the first holy
communion—we froze half-cried out unable
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to lift a stone and throw it at the flying away
bird of past days

*k%k

Macte animo generose puer,
sic itur ad astra
—Horace

My friend cuts his hand with a razor-blade
and says smiling—look what damn good
gashes—why are you doing it—I ask—he
answers it given him self-equality

he can fight pain and the sight of blood

| say—boys of our age made notches

on the butts of rifles to mark every

killed German—he answers, if | keep talking
rubbish, | will get punched

* %k

Your fathers went through war and the fifties
they had you say a prayer and reproached you
for being young—they spanked you very
often and very tenderly anyway they did

all this for your good and you unwanted
children go drinking beer you don’t queue
fruit your hands got well to handing beer-
mug handles—you rankle at your wounds
plunging into your girls’ bodies, confident
and proud you reach at the pocket of time
you look with hatred at the policemen and
people like me—forever ready do dive

into pain
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JEANS

| long for the old tattered jeans | used to wear
rags bleached letters—if only | could save
it like some dying dog at a fence

| long for the old tattered jeans | used to play
football in—pocketless frayed trousers—

if only | could jump into it again and feel

as if | were a knight in new armor

| long for the old tattered jeans that got stuck
in the bike—no cuffs worn-away buttons—

if only | could retrieve its resistance

and previous color

I long for the old tattered jeans that saturated
my sweat and blood-loose strap loops and
stuck zipper—if only | could save it like

some dying dog at a fence

* % %k

In the name of Jesus who didn’t care about
his wounds they cut their hands with
razor-blades they ripped the gashed

skin with their teeth

in the name of a Buddhist monk they saw
on tv spill petrol and burn himself they

put out the cigarettes on their palms

in the name of Jimi Hendrix they were
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listening to in basements instead of
going to church as mother told
them to they talked about death

in the name of they didn’t know
in the name of who in the name
of those before them taking it
away from themselves

not giving it to anybody

THERESA

When they cut you off you had ten bucks, keys
with a heart-shaped bauble, a pocket of cheap
cigarettes, and a rumpled box of matches

your brothers didn’t know what the keys
fitted in to—your brothers didn’t see the plastic
heart-shaped bauble

only the bitch Theresa you locked yourself in with

in the basement smiled foolishly when we asked
her about it

when we hung around with her and one of us

managed to set her on fire she said: he couldn’t
fit any of these keys to her heart and added that
anyway she really loved him

poor little Theresa—nobody listened to her
telling the truth nobody listening to her
telling lies

poor Theresa
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When we used to go to primary school
our physical education teacher had us
circle the nearby cemetery twice

| remember how much we enjoyed
good result still gasping we despised
the marauders—today there some of
us lying in the graves once running
around it and | do not know now

who outsider is

Translated from the Polish by the poet

Poland
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Nino Provenzano
ROCKEFELLER CENTER

We are on Fifth Avenue

Rockefeller Center, New York

where the largest Christmas tree

is already in holiday garb giving the signal

to the stores artistically choreographed,

to inspire pomp and cheer.

Across, in the window of a gallery,

painted canvases can be observed

of every size

caressed with lights.

Each canvas enclosed in its own frame,

furtively seems to look at its neighbor and say

"I am greater than you,

so said my maker!"

Outside the window,

on the sidewalk,

there is a canvas without a frame,

fluid, alive,

appearing unfinished and choreographed by an artist who is
not present.

What one sees at the moment

is @ man with deep eyes, and skin and bones,

sitting on the floor with an almost dignified demeanor.
His gaze absent, distant.

His expression neither haughty nor pitiable.

People go by, but no one notices,

no one looks at the floor the cardboard

on which is written "Homeless, with no food to eat...."
No one sees the writing,

even if the first line is in large characters,
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and red ink, the color of blood

and the second, in black ink,

black as coal, as the deep night.

Tied to the man's left foot

there is a dog with a short leash and a muzzle.
It's not a watchdog, or a hound or catch dog.
It's thin like its master,

eyes tired, mopish,

silently looking at people bundled up

against the cold, angry wind.

Outside the box, on the ground, there is a book that no one
reads.

Only the wind intermittently turns a page,

at times two, three, four.

Unread pages, one after another.

A robin flies in circles above the scene

then lands before the man sitting on the ground
as if with compassion.

Why right here? A robin

on Fifth Avenue, on a smooth sidewalk,

without breadcrumbs or worms. Why?

The bird flies away, then returns.

Tweet, tweet, tweet,

Hops before the man there for no one.

Hops before the empty box.

Hops before the dog with spent eyes.

Hops before the pages that the wind continues to turn . . .

Tweet, tweet, tweet,

and while moving it turns

two, three times, like a model strutting on the catwalk
to show profile, line ad form.

It flies. Two circles in the air and returns again,
anxiously, as one that forgot
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to say an important thing.

Without tweeting, in front of the man sitting on the floor,
the robin with head held high and chest forward,

insists on displaying his wounded hearth

wounded forever. Born wounded and never healed!
Then it leaves . . . Only the dog watches the robin . . .
There . .. A passerby stops, reads the sign, observes the scene.
Puts his hand in his pocket and pulls out a fifty dollar bill,
saying to the man "This is yours, if you free the dog.

I'll take it with me.

The two men remain with eyes

fixed on each others' with a hatred

that transcends class and justice,

while the wind hurriedly closed the last page of the book,
to preserve its unread history.

Translated from the Sicilian by the poet

New York

10



Shabdaguchha, Issue 71/72

Fuad Atal
SUMMERY NIGHT

A summery night,one of July’s dreamy nights.
The wind blows smoothly, awakening my heart.
New York City and its magical nights.

| am worthy and dignified.

The seeds of my soul are flourishing.

The secrets of my heart are running away.

My feelings are brand new and my thoughts are like sunshine.

The city opens her doors and her heart to everyone
without any locks or chains.

| came to this city as a young man,

looking at everything with love and hope.

| wanted to race, take off and fly.

| am riding the caravan of time to a place

called Destiny that has no ports or shores.

| drink from the river of life and pour into the sea of eternity.

Fear and superstition cannot stop my journey.
| cross the borders of every city searching,
looking into people’s faces—
a dreamer from the East, a Sinbad from the seven seas.

My friends say to me: “You have to come back to your Homeland,

to your Earth and Heaven
are you not afraid for your children, of the tsunami of
modernity?

“Corruption has spread on land and sea.

Being beneath the earth is better

than being on the surface.”

But | say, “I hate to hesitate, to be disconnected.
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I’d rather look ahead and not look back.

“My feelings are different, my thoughts are, too.
My chest has widened, my vision extended,

and my insight is complete and universal,

combining the land, the people, the living and the dead.

“l have become a son of Mankind,
a son of the world,
and a son of civilization.”

ALIEN

If land matters, people matter more.

Hating and fighting | am an alien to that.
Democracy and diplomacy are such big words.

| prefer words that are simple—

like honesty, integrity, generosity, and humility.

| live in this world as an individual,

| carry on my back my load.

Fortune, fame, and legacy | shall not take with me.
If I bomb you and you bomb me,

we will both be dead and cease to exist.

I’d rather live and you live by my side.

If we both join hands and build a promising future,
if we work towards peace, love, and friendship,
rather than hostility and enmity . . .

Terror and war . .. When will that end?

| am tired of the cloudy skies.

| would rather see sunshine and eternal spring.

| want to fill up my lungs with clean, sweet air

and soften my kidneys with pure, fresh water and
be thankful for the gift of life!

Translated from Arabic by the poet

New York
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Richard Jeffrey Newman
I STILL DON’T KNOW WHERE HE’S BURIED

The bird was a dove; the gun,

a blowgun Joey ordered through the mail.
We took it wrapped in a green cloth

out back by the tracks. Joey

placed the weapon in my hands,

holding up once he’d done so

a dart, toothpick-thin, blunt end buried

in @ marble-sized plastic orange sphere.

“Don’t inhale once it’s in the tube,” he warned.

“You’ll break your teeth.”

| crouched down behind the bush

blocking the view from Albert’s house,

slid the long metal barrel through the fence,
and put the dart in the blow hole.

| don’t remember Joey urging me on,

or if he tried to stop me,

but the moment the breath that killed the bird
left my lungs, | wanted nothing more

than to inhale it back.

The summer Joey murdered himself

the news found me too late for the funeral,
and so | see him now

the last time | saw him whole,

sitting next to me on the wooden fence

he climbed out of his room to smoke on
one last time before he left for the army.
The beers | used my early beard to buy
were gone, the friends we drank them with
as well, and Joey held out a joint

he said he didn’t want to share

with anyone else. “My father,
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he chewed the words, “can be
a real asshole sometimes.”
Then he’s home on leave and we’re walking,
his right arm conducting

a slow four-four march

he tells me he can’t stop,

not even after three years of no acid.
“| feel like a fucking drum major,” he jokes,
so we start marching for real,
like when we were kids,

down Tulip Avenue

in perfect step,

holding our horns

in front of our chests,

as if we were again

first and second seat

bass baritone bugles

in the Knights of Columbus
Drum & Bugle Corps.

Joey gave the signal,

but just as we started

to raise those phantom bugles,
he grabbed my wrist

and pulled me behind him,
holding his finger up

for silence.“The hole,”

he whispered, pointing,

not taking his eyes

from where our next steps
would have landed. “You

can’t see it. It isn’t after you”
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YOU'’D BETTER FINISH KNITTING: A GHAZAL

So I've decided to embrace his death,

the way, before, | did not embrace his death.

| slam the phone down on his mother’s voice.

| will not allow her to deface his death.

One by one, the cars behind the hearse

pull out, slow runners forced to race his death.
Autumn leaves sweep the air above our heads.
Few fall. That we’re still here amazes death.
They put their brother in the ground and leave.
“Revenge,” his sister says, “replaces death.”
Sun-bleached on the sand, bones stripped of flesh.
The tide rises, recedes, displaces death.

A moment comes when what has ripened falls.
Your hunger is a hole that chases death.

| kissed a woman young enough to be

my daughter. Age receded. Face this, death!
Snow accumulates and melts, gives way

to each fruit in season. Come, taste this death.
I’'m never more alive than when | come.

Only true surrender erases death.

No other path will lead you to the end.

Each step, if you are fearless, praises death.
They’ll tell you Richard’s words besmirch this page,
but virgin white will not efface his death.

ON THE MATING OF RHINO BEETLES

—on a painting by Allen Hart

Inflamed, your rival rushes you. You fight,
grab him where you can and lift him high,
puncturing his thorax: you win. Nearby,
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the scent of the right you fought him for, bright
compulsion calling you to what you are,

though she too struggles at first. When you're done,
and no one should confuse this with having fun,
she leaves to bury the future she bears not far

from here. She goes alone. You wait for death,
though you do not understand that you are waiting;
and if | say that you are contemplating

anything, it is myself, my own breath

| measure. You are nothing more than spent.

Your epitaph? You won; you came; you went.

METAPHORS

Stubbled mouth of a living cave, curved edge
of a clamshell’s hinge; a moss-covered hill,
unopened bud, curtains across a stage;
sphinx’s riddle in a dimpled cup you fill;

a place of refuge that swallows why you’re there;
pages of a book you read with your tongue;

a feast, a flame, a supplicant in prayer;

the world’s hunger focused in a song

that bathes you till your need is all you know;
riverbed swelling at spring’s first touch,

the spread wings of nightfall, cat’s eye aglow;
the hollow in your heart that’s left unstitched;

a mirror showing you the way you came,
different every time, yet also the same.

New York
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Bishnupada Ray Kristine Doll
ISTHMUS AN ORDINARY DAY

Sometimes sorrow drops

softly, like a wounded bird.

Sky and earth shudder;

a moment, a sigh, move through
just an ordinary day.

a cold swirl catches up the land

a penguin boat floats near the ice wall
a dry wind blows the year round

the grassland sways in the rhythm

of an avenging memory

here the rugged north meets the draped south
upon a bridge of floating stones

a long distance polar express

has just crossed it

shaking the rigid hands of a compass

STICK WORKS

| shall be cozy
in one of your nests.
Safe in the reclaimed
elegance of delicate birches.
Soothed by the scent
of stately cedars;
or snuggled, perhaps,
inside a majestic oak.

the undecided fingers are unwholesome
around the loose libidinal centre
like the floating lumber from a wreck.

CANNONBALL )
Secure in my woody armor,

eye to eye with all that is aloft,
I am freed by flight

and upswept hymns.
My legacy is all that has been

and is and ever will be—
sky to earth,

earth to sea,

sea to sky
unbroken.

we who live at the crater and see

the seething flames rise to our knees

and breathe sulphur and cough sulphur

we who sacrifice our organs to the untamable
and dance with the stars of chaos and death
and see our souls melt into molten metal

are now nearing to the shape of a cannonball
in this ungraspable smithy of a hell-bent sun.

India
Massachusetts
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Shokrana Sarkar

WINTER IS COMING

Winter is coming

And so is your winged memories
Like the guests from North.

Each and every tree resembles me
And my life is like the

Foggy weather of the morning.

| know the Sun has risen up

But it’s hard to see

And feel its warmth.

Left alone in this cold world

| search for the smoke from
Your burning fire.

Turning into ashes

Now is my only Desire.

SHADOW

While sitting beside a bonfire

| glimpsed at my

Own distorted shadow

And wondered, “How could

This shadow be mine?”

There were others also sitting there,
And | watched their shadows.
Their shadows bore

The resemblances of their masters.
Then | asked one person to insure,
“Look at this shadow and

Tell me what do you see?”
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He replied, “I see you
Lying on the dirt

And shivering in pain.”
Then | again looked
At the other shadows
and saw the same.

THE EVENING LAMP

Have you forgotten how you used to
Walk beside me on that

Small narrow bridge

That connects our homes.

And how you used to light a lamp in the evening

On the middle of that bridge.

You always said that this lamp
Would show us our ways whether
The night be a night of

Full moon or lunar eclipse.

And we will always be able

To reach out to each other any time.
Don’t you remember? At dawn

You used to visit that lamp

And seeing it burning itself

You used to be pleased—A little sacrifice
Essential to make sure we never

Fail in connecting ourselves.

Did you know | used to fuel

To that evening lamp at midnight?

Bangladesh
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Rachel Mejia
THAT FATEFUL DAY

9/11, how much | hate that day,
the day when the havens were
screaming in terror and pain!

All was calm and cheerful,

the skies were a vibrant blue,

not a single cloud in sight

suddenly | felt that something was not right,
ignoring the uneasy feeling,

| continued to walk,

suddenly there was a deafening sound,

of metal and glass breaking.

There was screams of horror,

my own scream escaping my lips,

a airplane was inside the twin tower,
stuck like an arrow to its target,
dark smoke was bellowing,

staining the blue sky.

| hear frantic cries for help,

many were calling 911,

chunks of the building fell,

my blood ran cold,

as | saw another plane crashed into
the other tower.

By now many people were exiting the towers,

the fire kept on growing,
| closed my eyes—
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hoping it was all a dream,

soon | heard the wailing of the sirens,
from the police and ambulances,

it was a total chaos.

Many people screamed, helped, called and cried,
news reporters were reporting the tragedy,

by now the skies turned black with smoke,
suffocating us.

Minutes, hours passed,

the smell of death, blood,

smoke and gasoline was everywhere,
the fire could not be put out,

then there was a terrible sound,
the towers were falling,

people began to run,

| did too,

a baby was left alone in its stroller,
| covered her as the first tower fell,
creating a wave of dust ,

shaking the ground.

From that day on forward,

things were never the same,

for that day left a scar in our memories,

9/11 that fateful day when all began to change.

New York
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Poems Dedicated to

Poet Stanley H. Barkan

on his 80th Birthday Celebration.
(Page 24 to Page 36)

John Digby
TO STAN OUR MAN

When | first met Stan our cross-cultural friend

| found myself in the presence of a polymath

Like Marlowe and Milton and Christopher Wren.

| was astounded and thought, “Here is a man

Who would never play Faustus and sell his soul to the devil
because he has already created in his books

a Paradise Regained.” But Christopher Wren

the great architect of St. Paul’s cathedral

had another point of view. When he saw Casa Barkan

he said, “Clear it all out Stan and build a dome”!

That is my message hoping that your archives will
clear out the space and a dome will arise in

celebration of your accomplishments and birthday.

A toast to your generosity and warmth in
bringing together all of your poets and friends.

New York
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Peter Thabit Jones

POET GAME
(for Stanley H. Barkan/to Dylan Thomas)

And what of those times

When he found himself alone?
The slowed-down hours

After his bar-room boom,

The circus of bad behaviour,

The arrest of a breast

Of a lecturer’s wife,

The bardic boast that floored
The hosting party with laughter,
And the humbled groupies lining up
Like students of a mystic teacher.

And what of those minutes
Of boring tasks, the necessary
Masks removed for a while?
The pleasing smile

Put away with his books,

The packing of a suitcase,

The shaving of a face

That stared back serious,

The fidgety eating

Of a hotel meal.

And the going to bed,

The head like a bursting cupboard of scenes,
As strange as the surrealist

Dreams he put on paper,

The body allowing tiredness

To enter, the colliery

Drop of sleep,
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To morning waiting

With its tall tales of Manhattan,
And another adventure

To set on fire.

FIRE, BIG SUR
(for Stanly H. Barkan)

Helicopters have thundered all the weekend,
The cabin shuddering when one is too close,

As the Big Sur fire unfolds its fast menace
Somewhere beyond the range of the mountains,

An isolated paradise teased by the Pacific.
They rotate their noise in military fashion.

Evacuation is a word being mentioned,
Though the devastation is being felt elsewhere,

Where flying tankers drop down their retardent,
A pinky red explosion becoming a trail.

| still try to write, to push a new novel,
My tea steaming up out of the cup,

As | watch through the window a helicopter hover
Like some sort of huge and metallic bee

Above the grey meditation of water.
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CANTE JONDO

Listen to the loud wound

Of Cante Jondo.

It is being summoned,

It is aching on the strings

Of the saddest guitar.

The bird of blackness

Has poetry in its throat,

The history of the outcast

In the ascension of its song.
The wailing theatre unwinds
In the drama of the voice,

A fountain of tears

From the desert of the heart.
The guitar is fragmenting

All of Spain’s shadows,
Dropping its blood jewels

On the hidden pains of the past.

Flamenco is flowing like the wine
From green bottles,

The sounds are dancing

In the summer of the mind,

Like passion and sorrow

In a young woman’s brown eyes.
Beneath the sharp sickle of the moon,
A stream of laments wanders with Death
Through the silent squares

And the dark lanes of memories,

To settle on the dead

In a graveyard for gypsies.

Cante Jondo - (Deep song), a traditional form of Andalusian song/flamenco.
UK
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Joan Digby
SNOWBALL’S BIRTHDAY GREETING

Last week my mom, Jony Pony, turned 74.

It was a shock for her as well as me, her only son.
| had a carrot cake baked in her honor

As we share in our tastes as well as our love.

If we had known that our friend Stanley

Were soon to have a birthday we would have
Baked a bigger cake to include him in

Our celebration—chocolate perhaps, or tiramisu
Knowing of his taste for all things Italian.

We hope it is not too late to send him greetings.

I am perhaps 36 in horse years which might be 80

Or more though no one knows how to make a calculation
To equate human years with horses.

Yet I’'m betting that Stanley and | have experienced
Happiness and sorrow in about the same proportions.
We are both poets and sensitive to the ways of the world.

Happy Birthday Stanley from your soulmate Snowball

FROM THE CATS TO STANLEY

Dorothy and her brood

Who live in the halo of Stanley’s love
Wish him 80th-birthday greetings
From hearts more loving

Than all those folks noshing inside.
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Here is our heartfelt message:

We gather on his deck each day

Not only for food but for the love
Stan gives with each stoke of his hand
Each syllable of poetry

That pours forth in kindness

And in care that fills us with warmth
Even on the coldest nights

When he invites us secretly in to share
His books and sleep in calm

Dreaming in metaphors until dawn
When Bebe wakes.

New York
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Carolyn Mary Kleefeld

ONLY THROUGH ART
(for Stanley H. Barkan)

Only through art

does a language emerge
capable of expressing
the hidden recesses

of my psyche,

the silk and smoke

of love’s passion.

The world, in its rush
and digital blur

has little time or heart
for such sacred murmurings.

In my art,

the subtleties thrive—
the cobalt heart

of the sea swoons,

and my angel’s love
touches me from afar. ..

Through my art,

prayers of healing

cast by an invisible loom
weave a gossamer offeeling
so delicate that

only the trees can hear.

California
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J. Scotte Barkan
GRANDPA DADDY

Mazola margarine cups
Cleaned and ready for play
Flipping them on the floor
Watching them spin and tumble
Holding them to my ears
Hearing the ocean

Daddy comes to join me

| climb on his back

| want him to give me a horsey ride
He lies down on the floor

| bounce, saying “Giddy up!”

| lie down on his back

It's warm

It smells like Daddy

He growls and tries to scare me
He succeeds, and | like it

He takes me for a bike ride

| barely fit in the rear seat

| can barely see what’s coming

My stomach climbs up into my chest
The ride is like a roller coaster

It scares and thrills me

We make it to the end of Wynsum Avenue
Where the cattails stand

Where the horseshoe crabs make their foam
Where brave daddy lifts them up,
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To view their many claws

| back and run away

Fearing he will try to make me touch them

| only touch the ones that can no longer move

Later at home, it’s getting dark

And it is time for daddy to scare me again

He watches scary movies

I’'m afraid to watch, but | sit beside him

The Chiller TV show is on, with its 6- fingered hand
Coming out of the slimy pond

Viewed between the cracks of my fingers

| head upstairs to bed

He recounts the scary movie
“Don’t Be Afraid of the Dark”
He whispers aloud “Sally, Sally”
Bringing to mind the goblins
Down below the fireplace

I’'min bed

The spooky ancient mariner nightlight glows
The little bull pifiata affixed to the door

And the shadows of the room

Move ever so slowly

As if | wouldn’t notice

| fall asleep, and my nightmares arrive

The “Haaa” monsters make their appearance
Small, dark, bullet-headed

With short stubby arms & legs

Only an upside-down turned mouth

Saying the one & only word they could say
HAAAAAAAAAI!!
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Like a siren, loud and reverberating
Chasing me down, tearing at my back
Until | wake up with the pain

In the middle of my back

Never leaving my dreams

Until the day | shouted out

Before they finished their final attack
“Let’s be friends”

| get up, sleep-running around the balcony
Yelling, “Mommy, Mommy! Daddy, Daddy!
The boogie man is coming!

The boogie man is coming!”

Daddy saves me before | reach the stairs
Lifts me back into my bed

Off into another dream

With some other monsters

That somehow Daddy put inside my head

New York
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Dileep Jhaveri

STANLEY IS STILL EIGHTEEN

When asked in school to write on the national flag
| described the colours of the leaves

fragrance of the flowers

flavour of the fruits

echoes of the birdcalls

Growing up later

| had to prepare a composition on Music and Moon

So | wrote about the magic of photons and gravitons
pulling out constellations and galaxies

from the hats worn by electrons protons and neutrons

When poetry became my destiny

people always wanted from me

verses on marriages newly borne anniversaries

and of course on the splendour of nature

Gently declining such demands

| was caught by a pretty woman to write on her beauty
Without blinking | looked into her eyes

and asked her to marry me

I have lived long with her and poetry

and when she slept made friendship with Words
for their madness

Another of my clan

has done more

in the eighty years of his life

He has grown gardens for birds
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that merely needed a branch to perch
He has turned a ditty of joy

into a symphony for stars

Gathering an entire ocean

he has poured it in a flower-vase

He knows ninety three cultures and a hundred languages
and can print silences of Orpheus

in the darkness of synagogues

on reams of coloured paper

that roll back to the walls of his house
and burst out in festive laughter

The world has remained a Bebe of eighteen in his eyes
that have seen a thousand moons

he stands before a mountain

and taps the sky with his fingertip

to trace his name on the clouds

Stanley the poet with eighty springs surging in his heart
is before you with mischief in his eyes

and fists full of forests to fill your every breath

India
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Hassanal Abdullah
A POET | KNOW

I’'ve known the man for a long time.

I've traced his footsteps even longer.

| think the way he seems to be thinking—
| dream the way he dreams.

I’'ve known the man for a long time.
I've traced his footsteps even longer.

I've followed him from the Middle Ages.
I’'ve seen him face to face.

I've dragged myself up to him.

He responds when | scream.

| grow when he grows,

| fall when he falls,

| can see the scars on his face—
| respond to his calls.

| write what he writes,

though occasionally we fight—
He is big as the open space,

| only live in a cage.

He is rich and high,

| am poor and shy.

He is strong and bold,

| am the one who is always cold.

I’'ve known the man for a long time.
I've traced his footsteps even longer.

New York
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Nicholas Birns
Everything Cracks and Crushes: The Poetry of Naznin Seamon

Naznin Seamon is a poet of pain and dislocation, one who
registers the “cold evening, awful summer, rainfall, disease” in
which “everything cracks and crushes.” But she is also a poet of
resilience and “adaptation.” The closing image of the opening
poem of the book, “I have changed myself a lot,” depicts a bat on
the roof banging on the window, in the light of an “inauspicious
moon.” The poem is turbulent and reveals a restless unhappiness,
but also a determination to persevere, to make the best of what
is.

Seamon registers and responds to her own experience as a
woman who left Bangladesh as an adult and started a family and
career in the United States. But these poems, ably and
resourcefully translated by her husband, Hassanal Abdullah, also
reach out to larger social issues, such as the world refugee crisis
and the tragic consequences of the war in Iraqg. Usually the poetic
response to these public tragedies is either moral outrage, a fiery,
prophetic denunciation, or moral witness, an observant, vigilant
determination not to let the reality of human suffering fall into
the traps of ideological falsification. Seamon takes a third path
here, one of moral inclusion: of responding to public tragedy by
letting it all come in. Thus the importance to Seamon of ordinary
experienced, sought out by the poet not as a tough histone of the
real or a treasure trove of oddities but as an arena for including as
much as possible. Thus in the book’s second poem, Seamon,
though not precisely identifying herself as a postmodern poet,
identifies the difference between postmodernism and modernism
as being that postmodernism is messier and needs to be in order
to be more inclusive. Thus poetry can include “a homemade rice
cake/the flavor of tea/the mailbox.” Thus seamon’s poetry
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reaches out to the political by including radically specific aspects
of ordinary experience. But it is not the specificity but the
inclusiveness that matters.

And it is here that, despite her clear awareness and
understanding of postmodernism, | would not see Seamon herself
as a postmodern poet because rather than trivializing the
extremes of delight and pain by mixing them up with so much
data, she uses her moral inclusiveness to accentuate the intensity
with which her poetry renders pain and delight.

This can be seen in “A Dream to Destroy.” Here, the poet notices
the forces driving the world to destruction, which other poetic
perspectives might with to lament, to prevent, or to denounce.
This port instead wishes to get in on the act, to destroy it further,
no other because she shares the motives of those who would
destroy the world, but because there are moments when she, like
many of us, is so angry at the way things are going that imagining
total destruction is an act of raise that seems cleansing. Both the
graphic language used in this poem and the urge to total
destructive essay go beyond the traditional posture of moral
outrage which depend on a base of stability. This is not because
the poet loves the world less but because she loves it so much
more, loves it so much that they are moments when her despair
for it drives her into blinding, destruction enrage at what the
translation—using alliteration in place of the assurance in the
original Bengali, calls the “speechless, silent, and submerged
world.” Alliteration, so deeply embedded in the historical
consciousness of English verse, is an effective edifice here to
convey both the abandon into which the world has fallen and the
deep, residual caring for it the poet feels in spite of herself.
Similarly, “Human Race from the East’” describes the human
civilization of the past four millennia as an “abscess” that grows
more diseased the more it grows away from its Eastern origins.
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This is a world in which dreams do not come true. The poet
says that in her girlhood, she “dreamed of walking through/the
horizon on the field below the sky.” But the world’s atrocities—
the poem uses imagery from the marshes of Irag—yield only a
“thin skyline” as the sole, limited realization of the vanished
dream. Analogously, in “My Desired Destination,” the hopes for
the new twenty-first century, the dreams of “an assimilating
circle” that would bridge life and death, turns out to be only
melancholy, far from euphoria.

In a book of this, full of pain and disappointment, the only hope
can be in the language and poetic posture. Naznin Seamon’s
moral inclusiveness makes impressive poetry out of her rendering
of the world’s pain. The poems are accompanied by abstract
collages by John Digby, which both spur the reader to address the
complex messages of the words and register some of the
virulence and disappointment conveyed by Naznin Seamon’s
poetry of bitter eloquence.

New York University, NY
Hollowness on the Horizon, by Naznin Seamon, Published by Joan Digby, Feral

Press, Long Island, 2016 Cover by John Digby. Translated from the Bengali by
Hassanal Abdullah.
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LETTERS TO THE EDPITOR:

See if you can now grab the most wanted prize of all prizes, the
million dollar Nobel. It's not very far from Bangladesh! When in
Sweden, | told the Nobel Committee, not to trouble the writers who
crossed 70 years of their life without it. So in other words, |
withdrew myself from the race.

Now it is your turn. You are around 50 and have some well
translated works published around the globe. Upon receiving the
award, you can think of appointing some European agent to deal
with it. Tagore gotitin 1913 when he was 52 and received the crest
and delivered his historic Nobel speech 8 years later in 1921 when
he could comfortably visit Stockholm. Follow the Tagore's way.
Congratulations!

Nirmalendu Goon, Dhaka
May 24, 2016

Dear Sir, Thanks for sending me a copy of the Jan-June 2016 issue of
Shabdaguchha which | received a few hours ago. | shall send my
latest book of poems 'The Fox Land and Selected Poems' which may
come out in September. Once again | am taking the opportunity to
submit my poems for the next issue of your esteemed journal. |
shall be grateful if they are selected. Thanks and regards,

Bishnupada Ray, Kolkata
August 17, 2016

Shabdaguchha finally landed in Greece. I've found many interesting
poems inside this volume and thinking about translating them in the
next year issues of "KL" (depends on time, which is not dilatable,
sadly). I'm also thinking about an anthology of poets published in
my quarterly, though it's a future song (but beautiful, don't you
think?).

Tomasz Marek Sobieraj, Greece
August 18, 2016
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Gregory [Gregory Rabassa] was one of a kind, a great translator and
a great man. His heart was so large, it encompassed large segments
of humanity. He valued friendship, and he was friends with some of
the greatest writers of Latin America. | am privileged that he
considered me to be one of his friends. I'm deeply moved by the
memory of the many times we met for work and play, for the times
we shared in Sicily, the lunches at the Russian Samovar, and events
in East Hampton.

Stanley H. Barkan, New York
June 19, 2016

Terrific! "As man sows, so shall he reap. In works of fiction, such
men are sometimes converted. More often, in real life, they do not
change their natures until they are converted into dust."—Charles
W. Chesnutt

Your passion and dedication are remarkable. You totally deserve to
reap the fruits now. Extremely happy for you and wish you the best.

Naznin Seamon, New York
May 25, 2016
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Rafiq Azad
(1943 - 2016)

YOU: TWENTY YEARS BEFORE AND NOW

You used to misuse the language terribly. You had a
suburban accent, and you mispronounced many words. You
used to say "Prothom Chudhuri" instead of "Promotho
Chudhuri," and "expat" while you meant "expert." Your
personal life was occupied with so many chilly mistakes like
this. But at that time, so many years ago, in the beginning of
our teenage vyears, | happened to love it very much.

You used to mix both elegant and colloquial forms of the
language in your exams. You were very absent minded in the
use of language. You were a shy and face-down-
unapproachable girl. "Sudden" was the word you used for
"saddened." | rather fell in love with the misplacing and
mispronouncing of words in your speech.

| heard your public address after twenty years. The topic:
Freedom of Women. It was so neat and so accurate in
pronouncing words that | simultaneously became surprised

and saddened!

A knot in my heart was silently cleared up after twenty
years.

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah
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Shaheed Quaderi
(1942 - 2016)

THE SHINING PROSTITUTES

In some secret corners of the city, the sickening roses of love—
cool, black, amid the aroma of dirt,

the sleepless, distracted nymphs of a virgin garden,

You, my dearest night-sun,

are the sudden stimulation of ruthless men.

When every street is blocked,

doors of relatives and restaurants are closed,

illuminating the horizon you wave your flags—your only blouse.

The unusual attraction vibrates like a morning call.

In the dank house of prayer, you unfold your jainamaj,

the dry quilt, the bed, and the happiness of woolen warmth.
Bring back teenaged pleasure through hugs and kisses,

people, distorted, deprived, broken limbs,

and the ones who have lost parental love—

fighting for their pungent existence in muddy water and storm,
are tenderly nursed by your dying breasts.

For moments, |, too, am the tacky king of this false paradise.
Nothing is worthy as what you offer for just a little change.
You are the shining bride of unhealthy time,

spread the scent of life to the vagabonds.

To me, ethics has no worth

but to praise you from the bottom of my heart.

Jainamaj: The mat on which a Muslim pray.

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah
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