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Sudhindranath Datta (1901-1960)*
THE FOOL

To be a tragic hero was my early dream:

| saw myself in single combat braving fate;

and since, moral born, | reaped immoral hate,

the sure catharsis yet would sanctify the theme,

and anarchs, facing frantic odds, would intimate

my fabled life. For high as Christ's my name would rate

in times to come, when all would bless and none blaspheme.

The last act starts, as finally the footlights flare;

the prating puppets, massed, obey the leading string
producers mock and squabble off stage: do | dare,

their comedy of errors having made me King?

However, chance is blind; and, when she drags the pool,
in Love’s Revenge | come to play the sleepy fool.

THE VAGRANT

The tree, a shock of red and yellow, shakes its crown;

the parrot hovers, kept from nest;

the year is overblown; the hangdog sun goes down;

and bones, though old, are yet impressed.

The wind alone is loud with distant lamentations—

and infidel intoning runic evocations,

while Time, at wanton play amidst extinct oblations.

reiterates his ageless jest;

and rid of dust from homing kin, the sky transcends
the common noun—

the tree’s ambition and the parrot’s forfeit nest.

Then all at once, up rushing from the chthonic deep,
the Dark Begetter overwhelms,
the wind grows deathly still, and latitudes of sleep
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disintegrate the charted realms.

Oh, no, the night is not inert: its chronic fever

breaks out in spangled sweat, as straining at some lever,

it alters far to near; and subtle like the beaver,

the moment makes of fretted elms

an ark for perfect self-assurance. But, involved in
whirlwinds sweep,

the parrot strays till Void, triumphant, overwhelms.

THE END

This gloomy day of rain | spent in reverie.
Throwing ajar the gates of my heart,

| made an easy passage for memories.
With sightless eyes | saw

Another day like this, framed in the curving sky;
In the rain's endless lamentation
Heard the tender greeting of that voice.

The fury of the storm as it pressed upon the shutters
Echoed the impotent rage of my ruined heart

Against a harsh, indifferent, silent God.

Rain ceased as evening came; The twilight's dying flame

With life's last effort, suddenly flashed
The signal for extinction. And then darkness spread
Within, without, its winding sheet.

No hope, it seemed,

No words to tell of this caged defeat.

It seemed that Death was closing in,
Narrowing its circles in slow maneuvers.

Scurrying like a mouse in its hole,
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Putrid crumbs | had stored through all my years
In my miser's coffers.

But now the game was up,

Closed the executioner's trap,

And soon the cleansing blade will fall
Annihilating all my beggarliness.

CYCLONE

If I never return to earth

| shall walk down this lane once more

And see the gateway in the delicate sunshine

And by its side the scarlet iris;

The closely tended flowers, the yellow and fresh blue

There, and the deep green carpet of the grass will rest my eyes.
Whose house, who lives there, these | shall not know—

But the eager pain of springtime in the farer's lonely breast,

Will fill, in the restful quiet that trembles with the piano

My eyes with joy for a passing moment.

On days of rain | still remember her

As soon as local green is overcast

With common grey, she comes, an image sharp
In outline only, lighted symbol-wise

By fitful flares of memory, just before

The curtain falls, and instantly, the show

And seer transfusing, | forget my years,

My forty years and more...

Translated from the Bengali by the poet

Sudhindranath Datta (1901-1960)* is a major Bengali modernist of the
twentieth century. His poetry has been reprintedifthe anthology, | Have
Bengal’s Face, edited by Sibnarayan Ray and Mafliatddern, Editions
Indian, 1974.
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Stanley H. Barkan

DECEMBER

As inevitable as death,
December comes

with snow and ice
covering

rooftops, eaves,
crowns of trees,
mountaintops,

valleys.

The moon is wafer,
the sky black

with chalk-scrawled stars.
All the lakes frosted—
everyone can

walk on water.

Only the evergreens
retain their fierce grip
on the stuff of earth,
stretching towards Heaven.
White feathers fall—
geese arrow south,
honking, “Tomorrow!
Tomorrow!”

JANUARY

Now the frost

covers the naked branches,
black against the gray sky.
Still as the eye of a hurricane,
the wind surveys its course.
Ice breaks like glass

down from the eaves,



scattering across the steps.

The door hesitates
against the pull of hands.
Nose pricked by the first
touch of outer air,

the man inches his way.
Enclosed in fur,

scarf flung about his neck,
ears reddened,

he thrusts himself

into January,

all the pine needles
sharp as the thought

of first emergence.

FEBRUARY

Only the rain

reminds

crystallized

moments.

Trees as stark

as undecorated fancies.
Stars as bright

in their constellations
as the vision

of progression

when first stepping
onto the snowless

but still hard earth.
The zodiac of mind

is firmer than

the picture in the dark.

New York
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Shabdaguchha
Khe lem
OPEN-AIR MARKET

dusty
disorderly, sunny, and windy

breaths of days madly singing

listening
eliminating everything

fluttering, fluttering
birds fly about

beware of twilight
closing the door

CALLING SOFTLY

sweeping trash
leaning on a broom

not leaving a speck of dust behind
reflecting
releasing

seeking

calling softly
in desolation
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WORDS

burn up words
so that some day

nothing would be handed down
no history books

but in those places where no words exist
a flower blooms

from birth
language is already dangerous

ascending a mountain or descending to the sea
are but a country’s stories

Vietnam
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Manolis Aligizakis

INSISTENCE

A mother laments for the end

that attacks impetuously

and you write your little poems

about the little trees and the chickadees
even if no one ever reads them

unless the wind stops blowing

and curiously comes near them

to take them to the opposite side

where even the dead orate poems

and you said—
again | shall try to transform

the cricket’s song
into a shiver

TENDERNESS
Your fingers
tenderly entangled
with mine
melodious harmony
of ten stars
whispering

| love you

10

COLORS

Over city smog diaphanous blue
gasping like a gazelle’s neck
held tight in the lion’s jaws

and her mound with

thin hair

as a soft breeze

amid your fingers

lustrous purple dusk
divided in two equal parts
immense in your internal mirror

on your hand a bit of yellow
and a rose, fiery red

for your bloodied path to
the faraway land

where the stern knee

of the kore transforms

the beauty of earth

into an amphora of limpidity

Greece

11
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Carolyn Mary Kleefeld

IN THE BLOOM OF A MOMENT

(for David Campagna)

We didn’t realize then

how swiftly life’s cycles pass,
orthat each moment

only blooms once.

The purple echium
flowers profusely.
Then, as if in an instant,
the petals turn brown.

Its bloom may return
but will it ever be the same?

How transitory is this life.
| am breathless with wonder.

YOUR LOVE LETTER
(for David Campagna)

Like a love letter
drifting in from the sea,
a skiff in the bay below
glides toward me.

And there you are,

ared moon over your shoulders

as you sway romantically

with ancient Mediterranean rhythms,
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beckoning me to come closer

Ah, the terror of
such beauty you bestow,

the terror of the wildest love.
My heart is aflame

with the blaze of
your approach.

And the red moon casts
a red, silvery path

upon the black seas,
inviting us to merge

in the Darkness,

This is how your love letter
of a visiting skiff

in the bay below

speaks to me.

California

13
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Germain Droogenbroodt

NIGLATH

Be melting snow
wash you off yourself
—Rumi

Is this of whatever source
the voice
which murmurs mantras
or any other psalm
between the lips
of the river’s bank?

Out of silence
emerges the well
and becomes a stream

pure water
loaded with shadows
flowing to the night

—or who knows
towards a track of light.
SEARCHING FOR LIGHT
To Hugo Mujica

Although the roots
searching for water
embrace each other

14
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and the branches
searching for light
draw apart

the branches
will encounter the light
but the roots
nothing but darkness.

EAGLE

The ravens fly in swarms
the eagle flies alone
—Luchino Visconti

So close to heaven
flies the eagle
lonely
as the poet

who patiently waits
the arrival of a verse

till the pen
scratches finally a few a few lines

still doubting
the sense

the idleness
of naming.

Romania
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B. Amore
REQUIEM FOR TSUNAMI DEAD

the same waves wash
all shores

we are not so different
you and i

rows of bodies
stretched endlessly

along pale sand
beaches

along broken
sidewalks

along hospital corridors
and in courtyards
of temples

Buddhist, Muslim,
Christian, Hindu

the soul knows no name
as it leaves this earth

becoming a point
of light in the
night sky

watching over those
who remain

16
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Sultan Catto
TASTE OF CINNAMON

Taste of cinnamon | love comes all the way from Red Sea

to the ports of Egypt, it was fished up in the nets

at the source of the Nile

at the edge of the world. Some said cinnamon birds
collected cinnamon sticks

all the way from Bangladesh where my poet friends

Seamon Naznin and Hassanal Abdullah come from

(love going to their nest in Queens

where everything smells of cinnamon,

including their wonderful uplifting poems)

and those birds used them in building their nests,

later Arabs employed tricks to obtain the sticks.

Pliny the Elder wrote about it.

When you are in the shores of the orient, downwind of its islands,
you can always smell cinnamon eight leagues out to the sea.

Do you remember our embrace?

Afterwards with a smile on your face

how you told me | smelled and tasted like a cinnamon all over.

| had just returned from a reading Shabdaguchha,

organized at the Poet’s House

by the Hudson that beautiful afternoon full of cinnamon fragrance.

Here | am lying quietly beside you,

stroking your hair, knowing only one taste,

the exotic taste of cinnamon, an average man with an imagination
with a poor heart that needs no reminding,

holding the wealth of longing

on a fragrant night descending when you open your hair. Secrets
turning in us making the universe turn, with my trembling lips

| beg the easterly wind

to place once again the fragrance of cinnamon upon your lips.

17
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Michael Graves
CLERIC

Mountainous,

The bulky brother,

White skull cap

Above his bearded, reddish face,

In the tunic of a Middle-Eastern terrorist,
Attends my class,

Displays impressive knowledge

Of both history and politics,

And when the topic turns

To the candidates for president,

Their credentials and their characters,

He points out that McCain,

Tortured for his resistance to the Viet Cong,
May have liked the beatings that he took,
The thrill of punishment,

And so deserves no credit for his sacrifice.

EVENING WALK

The dark trees of twilight,
Their green leaves black
In the late light

The blue of the sky,
Radiant, close

To vanishing

The breeze cool,

Humid,

The clouds gray

And the trees,

Their branches upward stretched
Like arms,

18
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Like the sides

Of narrow

Goblets,

Chalices,

Potion holders,

Vessels of the alchemists,
Robed and hooded foreigners,
Candles,

Eros driven men,

Sentinels

MUSTER

| mustered my troops

On the board games of youth,

Bent to the board placing small markers

That stood for my men and their weapons

In that shivering, dangerous heaven

Pounded by Panzers and Luftwaffe,

Where Zhukov, like a candle ensconced

In a cave in the winter defended great Russia.

| dreamed of combat with bayonets and knives
On the hills and ravines in fog on snow and ice,
But now imagine GI's in deserts and mountains
Assaulting jihadists and ba’athists

And moving through treacherous houses

In the cities they’ve taken to keep,

While Osama’s confined to a cave.

New York
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Bill Wolak
THE IRISH SPORTING PAGES

My gram began each morning

With two newspapers on the kitchen table

Her magnifying glass held over the last page of obituaries
The irish sporting pages

Witness to

Those who peel off the body Like a skin

but cannot forget the smell of coffee

mr. Gerald secor, 67, a joyful and humble man of unparalleled
intellect exceeded only by his generosity

an avid hunter, but everything caught was for food

Mrs. Bridget Victory,82, catechist and teacher of children with
special needs

Committed to a life of sobriety and celebrated forty nine years
of living a clean life

Her door was always open and she loved a full house

Arthur Carpenter,86, retired sheet metal worker, married on
valentine’s day in 1960 to his first and only love, Rita

Those who wish to remember him can do so by treating
everybody with respect

Hildegarde Keller,79, German born cap and glove airline
stewardess, lost her job when she found her husband

If you get hitched you get pitched, they said in the old days
Active in ballet and raised snow geese for fun

Dementia never knew a more beautiful woman

Kathleen Mulvihill, 92, domestic engineer and tin whistle
player twenty great grand children

Last words to family: three rosaries a day and all your prayers
will be answered

They all seem familiar after a while their application to
purchase silence complete

Each face in dying like a house

A gift making room for you as well

20
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These dead always with us

In separate ground yet intertwined at the root

Who rhapsodize about sleep

We dress for t heir funerals like we dress for dinner
And wonder

What will they say about us?

A PEARL THAT CAN ONLY TASTE THE SEA

It's too late for me

to worry about ambivalence,
love burned my house

to the ground

with a single glance.

So don’t ask me to remember
the time before | met you,
because now I'm like a pearl
that can only taste the sea.

Once | was only a tiny stream
trickling into a river.

Inside you, | became

an unfathomable ocean.

Once | was dust

yearning for kisses.

After your lips,

I’'m the wind’s nakedness
touching everywhere at once.

New Jersey
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Naznin Seamon
REVENGE

| heard your story countless times

Without much interest and of course with no passion.

Your pearl like tears were nonsensical to me and
so was your love full with absurdity
... you thought.

| never let anyone reveal my well-made facade.
No one knows | long for you too.

No, not even you.
My thoughts are hidden in the most secured place,

only within me, deep down my uncontaminated heart.

| now yearn to tell you . . .

But you?

Such preposterous unsparing kind!
You left me without saying good bye
knowing there’s no coming back!

INCLUSION

‘Inclusion’: heard the word on the train or bus,
maybe on the street—don’t recall at all.

Not knowing the meaning

‘assumed it to be something romantic or serious
and forgot all about it.

But it kept trouncing my brain day and night

and night and day like the noise in China Town.
Tormented, ‘opened the dictionary desperately

and found the damn definition and realized
everything | wanted to embrace, dreams | wanted to

22
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sprout in my solemn heart turned into bleakness,

swamped me into deep dark melancholic time,

muffled my devouted desires and turned me simply into a body.
I, now, am a body only.

WILL | DIE

“Will I die miss, will I?” asks the little boy in Aleppo.
well, as of now, but will he really be able to endure?

Tiny little bodies are pulled from under the rebels caused by
airstrikes and attacks by mortars, hellfire cannons, and what not
Day and night, Night and day . . .

Little bodies lay cold and still at the sea shore waiting to be
captured by photographers and getting care, love, and attention,
but most of all,

to be celebrated after mortifying suffering leaded to brutal
death.

A group of half-naked children cry under the gigantic open sky
in Gaibandha

with no food to fill up their stomachs for days and being
threatened

to be attacked, killed, or burnt alive at any moment.

They too become commodity for the elites, politicians, activists,
and media.

A little girl asks, “Will my father be back, sir? Will he
survive?”

seeing her dad profusely bleeding from his scrawny body.
They watch blood socked soil, dry brown soil turning into wet
and gray

as it absorbs blood of their beloved, but not worthy to anyone
else, not to the world.
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The Nile, the Amazon, the Ganges, the Queiq, the Karatoya,

the Tista , the Volga, the Euphrates—all turn red,
all carry heavy dead bodies,

all become witness of our implacable ferocious truculent

turbulent time.

BECAUSE | LOVE YOU

| let you go because | love you

knowing for sure you will be back

someday, soon or after a long wait

maybe at my death bed before | take

my last breath, or probably next to

my grave you'll bend down and tears will

touch the dry soil or settle on the new

green leaves drop after drop.

Sun will set soon, you will sit down

and sing our song, open the album of
memories: love, laughter, lust, luster, loyalty

all tightly wrapped with ocean deep loneliness
and long wait. Mourning will entangle you,
melancholic heart will chase you down.

You will stoop and weep relentlessly with deep sorrow.
| will love you still, but don’t ask for forgiveness.

New York
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Roy Smith
AMERICA
1

| happen to be
in the empty e.r. when
America falls

in dead to the world
and stinking to high heaven
of listo and paint.

The vertigo brought
on by the weather keeps
me clutching my chair

while | yell to hell
for help, but nothing happens
forever until

a woman in white
walks in with dawn's early light.
“Oh shit, America's

fucked up again.
What about you?” “Oh, okay.
No more bombs bursting.

Just waves of amber.

What about him?” “Almost gone.

His brain's full of holes.

Docs'll check him out
and admit him. He'll dry out

25
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Then they'll chuck him out

on the street again.
Soon, he'll crumble into dirt.
But, hell, we all do.”

2

America's back.
Shot to hell with Uncle Sam.
Lying on Wall Street.

No 9-1-1 call.
No ambulance. No e.r.
They've all gone kaput.

No witnesses left
alive. All shot. Only drunks
left for dead survived.

No cops. No doctors.

No nurses. They cost too much.

Martinis are cheap.

They're dying in pools
of vodka and blood. The stink
of smog smothers all.

Tuxes are tattered
and as holey as taxes
they don't even pay.

Guns are real cheap too.

The shootout was a bargain.
They could afford it.

26

3

America had

it all—nice job, wife, and home.

Well, it paid the rent.

America lost

it all—nice job, wife, and home.

On the road again,

a souped up turtle
on wheels following bad jobs,
he's free as a bird.

The jobs are killing
him. The loneliness too. Well,
that's always been true.

Even when he had it
all, the job was killing him.
Never saw his wife.

All that flies free—birds,
butterflies, bees—and all that
does not fly—turtles,

America—is

dying. Having, not having,
either way, it's gone.

4

America saw

Rosie the Riveter, he
conquered, he came,

27

Shabdaguchha, Issue 73/74



Shabdaguchha

singing, “Pussy cat,
pussy cat, oh, | love you.
Oh, under my thumb.”

America woke.
Rosie the Riveter clocked
him and stripped him down,

tossed out what was broke—
eyes, cock, brain—threw what was left
in the box for parts.

5

| am out walking
when America, in black
hijab and aba

down to her Nikes,
slams her board down on the street,
jumps on, and takes off,

past the boys in black
fedoras and silk coats down
to shined black shoes, who

walk, talking Yiddish.
Their curling black sidelocks fall
down over their cheeks.

New York
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Otis Kidwell Burger

THE LEOPARD
1.

The leopard coughs out there in the darkness.
Sometimes it is far off, in the bush barely audible.
Sometimes it is right at the edge of the clearing.

Once it killed a springbok there,

Dragged the body deeper into the bush and up a tree,
Safe from lions.

Once it came up on the veranda and carried off

My two little dogs, curled up together in the cool evening air.
No sound. A quick and easy death, but not merciful.
They were sweet and liked to curl up with me

When the pain was bad.

Warm, affectionate young bodies.

| cried. The houseboys patrolled the grounds

With machetes and spears

And set torches and bonfires in the dusk

And the nurses locked the veranda shutters.

My husband was a hunter. The walls of our rooms
Bristled with heads of dead animals, staring down
With glassy eyes, watching. Dead.

Then a rhino he had shot kept charging

And smashed him, falling dead on top of him.

He lost legs, arms, blood, his senses, lost life
Days later.

| burned the trophy heads and their accusing eyes,

And draped a leopard skin over his coffin as it was lowered
Into the good red earth.

Now when this leopard coughs in the night

| have come to believe she is the mate of the dead

29
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Leopard, the mate, the ghost of the once so handsome leopard
Spotted with changing leaf shadow, dark,
Secretive and wild.

2.

We did so much damage, my husband and I,

To animals and people in this strange country.

Now my children live in cities

Far away. But | am still in the bush, alone, in this shared darkness,
Nurses and house staff, the leopard’s cough in the night.
Sometimes when the pain is too intense, and the boys
And the nurses are sleeping, | open the doors

And slip out on the veranda, sitting on the swing.

| know she is out there watching

And all the eyes are watching.

And the deaths we caused. Now we belong together,
She and I, mate-less. Her teeth and claws are already
Tearing at my bowels. But she bequeaths

An easy quick death, by now a welcome end.

| haven't climbed a tree since | was ten.

New York
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Changming Yuan
SWIRLING

Among the mixtures of

Seven primary colors, the painting

Gives rise to a swirl

Turning fast enough

To send you up to a little cloud

Like the Zhuangzian Peng gliding through
The serenity of autumn sky

Neither the bird nor you cast

Any shadow down as the earth

Keeps rotating as leisurely

As any other day beyond the black hole

When you return and stand on a
Hilltop, the painting is still

Unfolding itself, but the bird has
Vanished high up into another universe

DIRECTORY OF DIRECTIONS (2)

South: not unlike a raindrop
on a small lotus leaf
unable to find the spot
to settle itself down
in an early autumn shower
my little canoe drifts around
near the horizon
beyond the bare bay

West: like a giddy goat
wandering among the ruins
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East:

North:

Canada

of a long lost civilization
you keep searching

in the central park

a way out of the tall weeds
as nature wraps new york
with mummy blue

within her beehive-like room

so small that a yawning stretch

would readily awaken
the whole apartment building

she draws a picture on the wall

of a tremendous tree
that keeps growing
until it shoots up

from the cemented roof

after the storm

all dust hung up

in the crowded air

with his human face

frozen into a dot of dust
and a rising speckle of dust
melted into his face

to avoid this cold climate

of his antarctic dream

he relocated his naked soul
at the dawn of summer

32
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Bishnupada Ray
PAGAN GODDESS

after dark

we ride fireflies

when a chorus of cricket and frogs

greets the pagan goddess in a sleepy hollow
as she counts on the longevity of night

to face the helplessness of day and light
with which devotees worship her

there is no one to guide us
no one to see us safe

no one to love us

but an apathy of faces
waiting to see us get lost
into loneliness

and it is time to get lost

to sleep away to the land of ghost
for a gift to the goddess

who learns the endurance of night
to face the helplessness of light
with which devotees worship her.

IN TIME OF BREAKING
somewhere something is breaking
inside the earth

some tectonic plates are breaking
somewhere something is breaking

in the galaxy
some black hole is preventing
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the birth of a new star

somewhere something is breaking
in the mind

some love dissipates

and a chronic hate mauls

the steel frame of a volcano

and a fear tears down

the bravest of hearts

into a mass of confusion

and a night prevails

but from the darkness
of this slow burning

India
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Ritwik Balo
| AM

i am the seagull
who flies so high i
am the sea past the
horizen in the

sky.

thine loved ones myst and turn my
computer off. i wait until a little
green house on a corner.
surronding that house is a life you
do you

like to take a

hike! going out to play

forget their worries and

their strife.

new

animals come out

to the end of world see, id

never get my girl, im afraid im gonna
get a drink, i think, i

remeber everything you ever said.
your the best thing

about is that it's the

safest site on the sleet. you crash,
and fall to the

earth anymore!

it's not your fault, you

35
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did nothing wrong.

please don't cry, it

only took one look into

your heart had no meaning you
showed it a

thing? is it going, they ask

me, and i

will love me; cause it all

started when we were never ment
to be, but that

wasn’t the case that happened to aimed
at me

and the hbz pager

your the boy just so

fine.

India
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SELF-RECOGNITION

They have gone past everything,
| am stuck in this neighborhood.
When they raise their voice

high above the sky,

| still keep myself sunken in me.

They are the ones cross the sea,

I only walk back and forth on this

side of the riverbank.

When they are about to shake the stars,
I am busy settling on the ground,
baffled like a bug.

They talk about the Universe—
together, they wave eternity at tea.
They name the streets after their names
and rebuild town after town.

| drift like dust—

yet to be a proper noun.

Translated from the Bengali by the poet
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Naoshi Koriyama
A Book of Powerful Words and Images

This is a unique, remarkable book of poems by Hassanal Abdullah,
a Bangladeshi-American poet, translator, and critic. He has
published 37 books in various genres. He is a New York City high
school mathematics teacher, not an English teacher! The
FOREWORD by Jyotirmoy Datta introduces the author in a clear,
interesting way. | am interested to know that Jyotirmoy Datta
wrote the FOREWORD on the very first day of the year 2015.
January 1 is a special day for everyone in the world, being tle ver
first day of the year. In Japan, on January 1, many Japanese mel
are sipping good sake from the cup by themselves or exchanging
cups of shake with close friends or relatives. And this integgsti
enlightening FOREWORD was written on 1 January, 2015, though
| don’t know if it was written with a power of good wine.

Anyway, let me quote some lines from the FOREWORD, which
begins with these lines: “Hassanal Abdullah is a phenomenon.
Among today’s writers from Bengal, he is perhaps unique in his
ability to cross geographical, linguistic and literary bordéts.
does so with the ease of a petrel crossing storm-tossed skefs...”
Datta goes on to say, “His personal appearance is as imprassive
his poetry. His head is surrounded by a halo of curly hairetts

are as bright as the headlamps of a powerful automobile. When |
first encountered him at a poetry reading in New York, he had the
chest of a wrestler, with muscles visibly coiling and uncoiling
under his shirt...” And yet, “He is good at mathematics—in which |
score a zero. Perhaps the same thing happens when | come tt
Hassanal’'s metaphysical poetry; | might just be out of myhdept
But | appreciate and enjoy his lyric work, and also his sonnets, and
his critical essays, and his translations...”

| afraid my reference to the FOREWORD is a bit too long, but |
thought | would share my joy of reading it with the reader.
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FERRY RIDE is the first poem in the book, which deserves our
special attention. Since the poet's mind is full of new, fresh

images, | have to stop and think, think and stop, as I try to clearly
catch the images, and the combinations of images.

The waves tapped on the hull of the ferry an invitation
from the blue waters in a code we joyously deciphered

The poet has special sensitivity to catch “an invitation from the
blue waters in a code that we joyously deciphered.”

Words and images ionder the Thin Layers of Liglatre powerful

and fresh, hammered out by the powerful hands of the man “who
has the chest of a wrestler, with muscles visibly coiling and
uncoiling under his shirt.” THIS HAND is one of the best poems in
this book. Let me quote the last part of the poem:

sitting beside the arsenic-scaled
less-fortunate housewives of Bangladesh
and washing out the heartache with tears,

this hand
rises up against the nuclear terror
fifty-two weeks a year.

Another impressive poem is VULTURES ARE DOING WELL, in
which vultures are depicted beautifully in clear words. This poem
is my favorite. The ending part of the poem is very suggestive.

Now, | see vultures—Iots of them living around us.

They lead a gorgeous life eating expensive food.

| see thousands, millions of them.

They are healthy, brightly colored—

yellow, blue, black, and crimson—

waiting for a chance to tear at civilization with their sharp beaks.
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Now, | see vultures all around me.

As | leaf through this book, reading one poem after another, | come
to realize that the poet does something we Japanese poets usuall
don’t. He creates a vivid, elaborate, graphic description of sexual
activities. ANXIETY IN THE MILKY WAY is very interestig.

Since we don't have this kind of poetry in Japan, it immensely
interests me. | enjoy reading and rereading this poem. ueartise
reader will enjoy the following quotes:

| relished each and every twist and turn
of her lustrous limbs
completely sleepless throughout the night.

Starting from the toenail, gliding up
through the smoothness of the slender body
to the sway of her perfumed hair,
last night,
every cell of her shape was
in my total control,
as if | were a brazen bison of
twenty-two, a vibrating valiant,
and she was an unveiled virgin of blooming eighteen.
| entirely dissolved

into her

luminous labyrinth...

From time to time, we come across difficult lines like the
following, and | try to understand what these lines mean and |
come to realize that each poet has his or her own way of loaking a
things, and has his or her own way of feeling things.

A dozen wine bottles dazzled between
the human race and its growing civility.
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Now, let's take a look at the title poem, UNDER THE THIN
LAYERS OF LIGHT which is a lovely sonnet. Let me quote it in
its entirety.

Assembling under the thin layers of light,
our words drowned in vital prayer.

In the garden, rose and jasmine, engaged

in receiving love from the bosom of the wind,
while unselfishly spreading exotic scent.

In search of life, suddenly arose grass

that was long under the big tree trunk—
would the dead ever realize this love?

Hornets and bees swarmed in ecstasy—

the ponds, canals, and marshes smiled, too.
Pigeons, robins, cuckoos, and cranes came

closer to each other’'s music fluttering their wings.
The green forest lifted its eyes and looked—

The young exuberant heart suddenly shone in luster.

| WILL EAT has splendid images:

| will eat Heaven
and Hell
Wise guys and the loon—

| will eat the sun
and the moon

In AN EPISODE OF A LONELY PLANET, | am simply
astounded by the scale of the loneliness of the author:

My loneliness is roughly about 4.6 billion years old. Its

diameter is as great as the closest galaxy—orbiting at a safe
distance from Andromeda
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Now, the book comes to its end with the significant poem, WHEN
GOD IS DEAD, which previously appeared in BRIDGING THE

WATER, and international bilingual poetry anthology (2013). In
its final stanza, we find the author declaring:

When God is dead

| will stop writing poems

and believe me, my lady,

| will be in a bed with you

for three consecutive days and nights
and will never be separated.

All in all, this is a book of poetry filled with powerful words and
images.

Under the Thin Layers of Lighby Hassanal Abdullah (Cross-Cultural
Communications, Merrick, New York, 2015)

FromPANDORA 1] Japan, 2017
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LETTERS TO THE EDPITOR:

Many thanks Sir. Looking forward to reading all the poets.
Excellent magazine. And extraordinary cover of this issue. My
being there in the isue is an extra encouragement for me to

appreciate your effort to cater to the best poetry.
Regards,

Bishnupada Ray
Jan 31, 2017

Dear Hassanal: I'm glad to know that the magazine, PANDORA I
reached you. | enjoyed reading your “Under the Thin Layers of
Light.” And | enjoyed writing the review of your book. Please give

my regards to Stanley and Jyotirmoy Datta. | enjoyed reatimg

FOREWORD by Jyotirmoy Datta.

Naoshi Koriyama
March 3, 2017
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Jree FRegE/Rahul Roy Choudhury
March 8, 2017
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A bilingual collection of
Hassanal Abdullah’s Sonnets:

Swatantra Sonnets
Bengali with English translation
by the Author

Swatantra Sonnets
Bengali with English translations by th

Published by Feral Press and Cross-
Cultural Communicatios, NY

ISBN 978-0-98304-594-4
$15.00

Please order your copy from
amazon.com
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Naznin Seamor's
new book of poetry

Hollowness on the Horizon
Translated from the Bengali

by Hassanal Abdullah

Published by
Feral Press
Oyster Bay, NY

Collages: John Digby

Collect Your Copy! Www.pp-pub.com

RIS

*Ig AFe e (it @3 Fie™
FNEl dPife TrwR 83 I=F 40

Mahaprithivi
Birinchiberia, Purba Sreekrishnapur,
Purba Midnapore 721635, W. B., INC
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THE

SERPENT'S
SECRET

KIRANMALA #it KINGDOM BEYOND

The Serpent’s Secret
(Children’s novel based on Bengali folk tales)

by Syantani DasGupta
will be published fronScolasticin February, 2018.
Please collect your copy from Amazon.com or Barnesdnoble.com

63




Shabdaguchhi Double Issu  July- December 201 $5

CONTRIBUTORS

Sudhindranath Datta (1901-1960)
Sultan Catto Stanley H. Barkan
Roy Smith Ritwik Balo Otis Kidwell Burger Naznin Seamon
Michael Graves ManolisAligizakis Khe lem Hassanal Abdullah
Germain Droogenbroodt Changming Yuan
Carolyn Mary Kleefeld Bishnupada Ray Bill Wolak B. Amore

Uday Shankar Durjay Tusar Prasun Sheik Shahadat Hossain
Roni Adhikari Matin Raihan Biren Mukherjee Azim Hiya

Naoshi Koriyama

Rahul Roy Choudhury Naoshi Koriyama
Bishnupada Ray Basudev Sen

Lidia Chiarelli

Najib Tareque

Shabdaguchha Press
Woodhaven, New York
ISSN 1531-2038

Shabdaguchha, Printed in the United States




