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Sudhindranath Datta (1901-1960)* 
 
THE FOOL 
 
To be a tragic hero was my early dream: 
I saw myself in single combat braving fate; 
and since, moral born, I 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 I dare, 
their comedy of errors having made me King? 
However, chance is blind; and, when she drags the pool, 
in Love’s Revenge I 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 I spent in reverie.  
Throwing ajar the gates of my heart, 
I made an easy passage for memories. 
With sightless eyes I 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 I 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 
I 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 I 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 I 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, I 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 reprinted from the anthology, I Have 
Bengal’s Face, edited by Sibnarayan Ray and Marian Maddern, 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,  
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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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Khe Iem 
 
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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Shabdaguchha 
 

 10 

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 I shall try to transform 
the cricket’s song 
into a shiver 
 
 
TENDERNESS 
 
Your fingers 
tenderly entangled 
with mine 
 
melodious harmony 
of ten stars 
whispering 
 
I love you 
 
 
 
 

                                                              Shabdaguchha, Issue 73/74 
 

 11 

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 
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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. 
I 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  
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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 
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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 
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Sultan Catto 
 
TASTE OF CINNAMON 
  
Taste of cinnamon I 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 I smelled and tasted like a cinnamon all over. 
I had just returned from a reading Shabdaguchha,  
organized at the Poet’s House 
by the Hudson that beautiful afternoon full of cinnamon fragrance. 
  
Here I 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  
I beg the easterly wind 
to place once again the fragrance of cinnamon upon your lips. 
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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, 
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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 
 
I 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. 
I 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 
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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 I met you, 
because now I’m like a pearl 
that can only taste the sea. 
 
Once I was only a tiny stream 
trickling into a river. 
Inside you, I became 
an unfathomable ocean. 
 
Once I 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 
 
I 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. 
 
I never let anyone reveal my well-made facade. 
 
No one knows I 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. 
 
I 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 I wanted to embrace, dreams I wanted to 
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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 I 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 I LOVE YOU 
 
I let you go because I love you 
knowing for sure you will be back 
someday, soon or after a long wait 
maybe at my death bed before I 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. 
I will love you still, but don’t ask for forgiveness. 
 
New York 
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Roy Smith 
 
AMERICA 
 
1 
 
I 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 I 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 
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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.     
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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, 
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singing, “Pussy cat, 
pussy cat, oh, I 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 
 
I 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. 
I 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. 
 
I 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 
I have come to believe she is the mate of the dead 
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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 I 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, I open the doors 
And slip out on the veranda, sitting on the swing. 
I  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. 
I haven’t climbed a tree since I 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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 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 
 
East: 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 
 
North: 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    
 
Canada 
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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 
 
I 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 
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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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Hassanal Abdullah 
 
SELF-RECOGNITION 
 
They have gone past everything, 
I am stuck in this neighborhood. 
When they raise their voice  
high above the sky, 
I 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. 
I drift like dust— 
yet to be a proper noun. 
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by the poet 
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gwZb  ivqnvb /Matin Raihan 
 

Avgv‡ ` i  c „w_ ex † h ‡ b v 
 
G‡Zv AÜKvi! 
Avwg GK`g Nygv‡Z cviwQ bv 
GB Mwnb AÜKv‡ii Qvqv 
Ke‡ii wb —̄äZv‡KI nvi gvbvq! 
 
Zywg wK †`L‡Z cv‡”Qv GB AÜKv‡i 
AMYb Ki“Y †Kvgj nvZ, Di“Z Ee©w ’̄ 
                              wbZ‡¤̂i evuKfw½gv? 
wPeyK ¯úk© K‡i D‡o hvq ỳóy PoyB 
PoyB‡qi †hŠbwjáv Qwo‡q c‡o‡Q 
                               we —̄xY© PivP‡i 
†K mvRvq †ivR wngvwqZ †fvR  
                     ivLvB‡b, AvivKv‡b? 
Iiv Kviv? 
gbyl¨ c`evP¨ wKQy? 
Awnsmvi gš¿ivwk †f‡m hvq bv‡di R‡j 
gnvb †MŠZg, ey×‡`e  
†`‡Lv, i³‡mªvZ...gvby‡li... 
ÔcÖvYxnZ¨v gnvcvcÕ 
†Zvgvi GB AvßevK¨ Avg~j e`‡j †M‡Q! 
gvbyl wK cÖvYx? †K Rv‡b! 
 
G‡Zv AÜKvi, GB AÜZv †K mviv‡e! 
P¶y®§vb K…Zeyw× gbyl¨ †`wL bv 
Avgv‡`i c„w_ex †h‡bv GK Amnvq wkï 
Kvbœvi R‡j fv‡m mKj ïkÖƒlv! 
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m gỳ ª̀ k©b  
 
mgỳ ªmœv‡b wM‡q hw` KL‡bv Zwj‡q hvB 
                                    †Pvivevwj‡Z 
                                    Avgiv `yÕRb: 
Kvi Kx G‡m hvq Zv‡Z?  
hyMj g„Zz̈ i †iLv wPiZ‡i gy‡Q hv‡e! 
Ki“Y k‡•Li g‡Zv nq‡Zv ev †Kv‡bv GK 
                   †XD G‡m wKQyUv mgq 
                                   †e`bvi myi Qov‡e! 
ivwk ivwk civµvš— †XD Avi AMYb †dbvivwk 
                            fy‡jI †b‡e bv g‡b: 
c„w_ex‡Z Iiv wQj 
                mij R‡ji eyØy‡`i g‡Zv 
wKsev Mwnb SvD‡qi Avov‡j 
               A —̄Mvgx m~‡h©i Clr wSwjK! 
we¯§„wZcÖeY mgỳ ª: 
Kx Av‡Q †Zvgvi fvuov‡i? 
Zxeª Rv`yg‡š¿ †U‡b bvI ARmª b`x 
                           AeMvn‡bi †fjvq! 
 
Rvwb, †Kv_vI GKwe›`y Av‡jv Qov‡jB 
cZ½ †hgb w`kv †Lvu‡R 
                    ~̀iMvgx bvwe‡KivI †Zgwb! 
Avgiv wK bvwe‡Ki eskai? 
 
wdeQi cÖK…wZ‡Z cvZvSiv-kxZ G‡j 
Avgv‡`i †`ng‡b fi K‡i †Mvcb emš— 
ZLb ¯̂‡cœ wKsev RvMi‡Y aiv †`q 
                                    ~̀ieZ©x mybxj mgỳ ª 
Avgiv fvwi mgỳ ªcÖeY n‡q DwV! 
mgỳ ªmœv‡b wM‡q †aB‡aB bvP‡Z bvP‡Z 
                          Kx A™¢yZ Wy‡e hvB 
Wy‡e hvq Avgv‡`i ga¨weË cZ½-civb! 
 
XvKv 
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ex‡ ib  gyL vR©x/Biren Mukherjee 

 
† L gUv 
 
mœv‡bi Av‡MB S‡i hv‡”Q K_v¸‡jv— 
GKvwK‡Z¡ Iur †c‡Z _vKv mgq iPbv  
Ki‡Q cwieZ©b fvl¨; Gfv‡eB— 
cÖwZw`b eûgywL wb ª̀vi †fZi Lyb n‡”Q FZzi †MŠie,  
mÜv‡b bvg‡Q hviv—wdi‡Q bv †KD—  
 
In ev`jwe‡Kj! m‡›`n KiwQ—GB ¶ziavi ZË¡ 
GKw`b Ly‡j †`‡e c„w_exi inm¨wef‚wZ; 
¶zavi ¸Äb D‡V Avm‡e cwieZ©‡bi LuvPv †f‡O— 
 
GiciI, †kvi‡Mvj‡K cwieZ©b fve‡Q A‡b‡K,  
åvwš—‡Z Rov‡”Q †KD—†KD mvRv‡”Q †KŠkj-NyuwU; 
Zviv Rvb‡Q bv— 
 
Kw¤úZ „̀‡k¨i cv‡k, gZvš—‡i, me b„Z¨B †LgUv bq— 
 
 
c Ȫ —veb v 
 
†Luvcvq †i‡L‡Qv cy‡l, k•LP‚o—Abš—
bvwMbx! gyn~‡Z© †Qvej, bxj wel, ZeyI—
fv‡jv jv‡M bv †Zvgv‡K Qvov| GB 
A‰ØZM„‡ni nv-ûZvk, cÖ‡nwjKv, bvwfi 
Ici †b‡g Avmv cÖme‡e`bv, ax‡i 
wbgw¾Z nq wewea Lvgvi! KvV‡eovwj 
GB w`b, AKz‡Zvfq evwji M‡f© Xz‡K 
†h‡Z K‡ZvUv mgq †b‡e Avi? 
 
gnvgwZ, Gevi KvVv‡gv fv‡Ov, bvwMbx 
mivI; njỳ vf w`b dyu‡o †R‡M DV‡Z 
`vI—fwel¨Kzmyg!   
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gyL iv gq~i  
 
AnivÎ RjgÂ, kxZj nvIqvi Abš— 
bvPb! cZ‡bi Bkvivq †Ku‡c I‡V 
e„¶ivwR, D‡o hvq wbwL‡ji Nyg! 
EaŸ©k¦v‡m Qy‡U P‡j mgq, †hb ev  `ỳ ©vš— 
evwNbx GK—Av‡jvK cȪ —i †Luv‡R, 
Aweivg| cvkvcvwk mvš—¡bvi Acåsk; 
wecix‡Z cÖwZkÖ“wZi Royj wdwi‡q wb‡q‡Q 
gyL—c„w_exi †Kvjvnj †_‡K!  
 
g‡b K‡iv—KíbvcÖm~Z GB `…k¨ 
fweZe¨m¤§Z, †KvbI GK †bvbvaiv 
ivwÎi wewea weDM‡j MxZ n‡e hvi 
meUzKz| c„w_ex‡Z ZLbI avegvb 
AÜivZ; fvOv‡Pviv †e`bvi cv‡k—
¯§„wZi m¤¢vi, bZyb mvgªvR¨ IjUcvjU 
K‡i †f‡m hv‡e B‡”Qi cvjK!  
 
cÖK…wZ Ggb QÙ‡ekx; †KvbI †KvbI 
iv‡Z, nq‡Zvev wd‡i Avm‡e Zzwg—gyLiv 
gq~i! 
 
XvKv 
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Zzl vi  c Öm ~b /Tusar Prasun 
 

e„Ë  I k~‡ b ¨i  gvS L v‡ b  
   
e„Ë I k~‡b¨i gvSLv‡b mKj wPÎKí DavI 
AvwQ Zv‡`iB cÖwZ‡ekx n‡q   
         †LuvR Kwi MwY‡Zi †KŠkj 
ïµvYy, wW¤v̂Yy †_‡K GB ÔAvwgÕ Aewa ¯§i‡Yi MfxiZv 
Zj Quy‡Z wM‡q mg‡qi wecixZ †_‡K †a‡q Avmv 
†`n‡Kvl L‡m hvq| 
 
Mwo‡q Pjv cv_i ¶z̀ ª n‡Z _v‡K  
Zv‡Z Zzwg iwOb cÖ‡jc w`‡q  
ga¨gvi AvOwU evwb‡q Zz‡j `vI 
gy»Zv KiZ‡j wcuwo †c‡Z e‡m| 
 
mvg‡b Aeva Rj, Aeva¨ muvZvi 
†R¨vwZ‡®‹i KvbvgvwQ Avgvi †R¨vwZ †K‡o 
   Z…òv evwo‡q 
   gv‡e©j evbvq| 
 
wKQz †iLv I iO cwð‡g †n‡j c‡o 
k~b¨ †_‡K gnvk~b¨ eivevi †Ljv Pj‡ZB _v‡K 
A_ev 
†hLvb †_‡K aviYvi Rb¥ n‡qwQ‡jv 
†mLvb †_‡K AveviI †MvjKauvav ˆZwi nq| 
 
XvKv 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                              Shabdaguchha, Issue 73/74 
 

 43 

iwb  Aw aKvix/Roni Adhikari 
 

fv‡ m b v ¯̂‡ cœi  † fj v 
 
wng hyM †_‡K †mB Aewa gw›`iv Aw ’̄i e‡m _v‡K †`e`vi“ Mv‡Qi 
Zjvq; Dc‡ii `uvZ w`‡q wb‡Pi †VuvU‡K Av‡óc„‡ô K‡i kvmb 
cÖwZwbqZ...†ivÏyi gvLv Szjš— Qvqv¸‡jv wfo K‡i gw›`ivi gy‡L| 
µgk †Uª‡bi ûB‡mj †kvbv hvq...mg —̄ †jvgK~c †Ku‡c I‡V, G †hb 
GK ¯úw›`Z ü`q—AvPvbK Quy‡q hvq e„wói cik| nq‡Zv †UªbwU 
†`uŠ‡o G‡m K ‘̄wii MÜ Qov‡e! w`b-gvm-eQi-kZvãx Avi  
†ivÏyi¸‡jvI G‡K G‡K we`vq †b‡e...G ¶zavZ© civR‡qi mgq| 
†Uª‡b Rs a‡i, Rs a‡i gw›`ivi kix‡i, Rs a‡i ¯̂‡cœ; g~jZ fv‡mbv 
¯̂‡cœi †fjv AÜKv‡i, A‡±vcv‡m|  
 
XvKv 
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D` q  ksKi  ` yR©q /Uday Shankar Durjay  
 

wngkni   
 
†ivÏyi †fRv A¨v‡Kvw÷K MxUvi nv‡Z `vuwo‡q _vKv, nvuUv c‡_| 
bvMwiK KeyZi AvÇv †d‡j G‡m c‡o hvq cjvZK jnix, wKQy 
`~‡i msev` wewj Kiv evjK K‡q‡bi SsKv‡i evwo‡q `¨vq wng- 
†ejv| Dj Rov‡bv †c½yBb, †mvbvwj A‡jvK Avi is Kiv kªx-gyL, 
Gj B wWi D¾¡j wmuwo †e‡q †b‡g hvq| Zygyj; AZtci G kni  
†fvi n‡j †d‡i N‡i, wbN©yg evwZiv kh¨v †MvQv‡Z †MvQv‡Z cÖfvZx 
evnb †d‡j P‡j wbtk¦vm| †dv¯‹v cov `vjvb, Av‡jvK iwk¥i gv‡S 
†Lvu‡R MÖxK †`eZv cvëv‡Z G‡m bvweK cv‡ë hvq †Ug‡mi RgvU 
fiv-Zylvi-†RvQbvq, hw`I evib e−ygmevwii wmwé †dvUv dzj 
Avo‡gvov †f‡O `¨vq fyj K‡i Zy‡j ivLv e¨_©Zvi| 
 
jÛb 
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AvwRg wnqv/Azim Hiya 
 

wggwm wU G· ‡ cÖm  
 
ZLb Avgiv Ny‡gi Zvwjg wbw”Qjvg †Kv‡bv GK RjmvN‡i, 
m¤¢eZ Pvù wbnvU †_‡K Avmv †mB Ni Avgv‡`i Ny‡gi Av‡qvRb 
Ki‡Z wM‡q wb‡RB Nywg‡q c‡owQ‡jv, weeªZKi bvK 
WvKwQ‡jv| G Db¥v` Ni‡K Ny‡gi †fZi †d‡j †i‡L Avgiv 
ivRkvnxMvgx †Uªb aijvg| cw_g‡a¨ Avgv‡`i i“‡L `vuov‡jv 
GK wmé-Nyg, hvi nvwm‡Z Qwo‡q cowQ‡jv P›`‡bi NÖvY Avi 
GKUv wgg-wgg †mŠ›`h©! 
 
`‡ji Kwbô wn‡m‡e Avgvi Dci fvi wQj mdiUv wbwe©Nœ 
Kivi| D™¢~Z cwiw ’̄wZ‡Z Avwg cÖ_‡gB †U«bwUi bvg cwieZ©b 
K‡i ivLjvg wggwmwU-G·‡cÖm| 
 
AZtci mKj‡K Avk¦̄ — Kijvg GB e‡j †h, c„w_ex Nywg‡q 
co‡jI Avgiv wVK Mš—‡e¨ †cŠu‡Q hv‡ev! me‡k‡l †U«bwUi 
AÆnvwmi mv‡_ AvgivI †d‡U cojvg c„w_exi bvbv cÖv‡š— 
†h‡bv cÖ‡Z¨‡KB GK-GKUv wggwmwU G·‡cÖm! 
 
wm‡jU 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Shabdaguchha 
 

 46 

† kL  kvnv` vr  † nv‡ m b /Sheik Shahadat Hossain 
 
Kwe Kvwnb x 

 
 Avgiv Ggb Kwei K_v GKUzLvwb fve‡ev, 
 †h Kwe AvR b`xi g‡Zv n‡q †M‡Q bve¨| 
 Z‡e GLb bq‡Zv Kwe gaygwZi †g¤v̂i 
 wbD BqK© nvUmv‡bi Zx‡i Ly‡j‡Q Zvi †P¤̂vi| 
 

dwi`cyi 
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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. I 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 the very 
first day of the year. In Japan, on January 1, many Japanese men 
are sipping good sake from the cup by themselves or exchanging 
cups of shake with close friends or relatives. And this interesting, 
enlightening FOREWORD was written on 1 January, 2015, though 
I 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 borders. He 
does so with the ease of a petrel crossing storm-tossed seas...” Mr. 
Datta goes on to say, “His personal appearance is as impressive as 
his poetry. His head is surrounded by a halo of curly hair. His eyes 
are as bright as the headlamps of a powerful automobile. When I 
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 I 
score a zero. Perhaps the same thing happens when I come to 
Hassanal’s metaphysical poetry; I might just be out of my depth. 
But I appreciate and enjoy his lyric work, and also his sonnets, and 
his critical essays, and his translations...” 
I afraid my reference to the FOREWORD is a bit too long, but I 
thought I 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, I 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 in Under the Thin Layers of Light are 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, I see vultures—lots of them living around us. 
They lead a gorgeous life eating expensive food. 
I 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, I see vultures all around me. 
 
 
As I leaf through this book, reading one poem after another, I come 
to realize that the poet does something we Japanese poets usually 
don’t. He creates a vivid, elaborate, graphic description of sexual 
activities. ANXIETY IN THE MILKY WAY is very interesting. 
Since we don’t have this kind of poetry in Japan, it immensely 
interests me. I enjoy reading and rereading this poem. I am sure the 
reader will enjoy the following quotes: 
 
I 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 I were a brazen bison of 
twenty-two, a vibrating valiant, 
and she was an unveiled virgin of blooming eighteen. 
I entirely dissolved 
  into her 
   luminous labyrinth... 
 
From time to time, we come across difficult lines like the 
following, and I try to understand what these lines mean and I 
come to realize that each poet has his or her own way of looking at 
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. 
 
 
I WILL EAT has splendid images: 
 
I will eat Heaven 
 and Hell 
Wise guys and the loon— 
 
I will eat the sun 
 and the moon 
 
In AN EPISODE OF A LONELY PLANET, I 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 
I will stop writing poems 
and believe me, my lady, 
I 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 Light by Hassanal Abdullah (Cross-Cultural 
Communications, Merrick, New York, 2015) 
 
 
From PANDORA II, Japan, 2017 
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m ¤ ú v` ‡ Ki  Rvb©vj /Editor’s Journal 

 
1. †R¨v wZg©q I  gx bv ¶x  `‡Ëi  m ¤§ vb 
ÒwK¬›U`v, Avcwb wK m¨v‡Ûj c‡ib bv Pàj?Ó Avwg weL¨vZ Abyev`K I wkKv‡Mv 
wek¦we`¨vj‡qi Aa¨vcK wK¬›Ub we wmwj‡K wR‡Ám Kwi| wZwb e‡jb, ÒAvwg GK †Rvov 
PwU cvq †`B|Ó Zvui DËi G‡ZvB †mŠKk wQ‡jv †h Avwg AevK bv n‡q cvwi bv| 
Avgv‡`i K_v nw”Q‡jv evsjv KweZv wb‡q| wKš‘ wZwb GKRb Av‡gwiKvb n‡qI 
†hfv‡e evsjv ejwQ‡jb, Zv †`‡L Avgvi †KŠZ~nj nq, Rvb‡Z B”Qv K‡i XvKv I 
KjKvZvi K_¨ ixwZi cv_©‡K¨i mv‡_ Zvui cwiPq K‡ZvUzKz| GB B”Qvi wcQ‡bI GKwU 
KviY Av‡Q| K‡qK eQi Av‡M Av‡iK gvwK©b Kwe K¨v‡ivwjb ivBU G‡mwQ‡jb 
Avgv‡`i wbDBq‡K©i evmvq| KÕw`b Rwg‡q AvÇv n‡qwQ‡jv| ZLb Kwe iwdK 
AvRv`I XvKv †_‡K Avgvi m¤úvw`Z KweZv cwÎKv Ôkã¸”QÕi `k eQi c~wZ©‡Z 
AwZw_ n‡q G‡mwQ‡jb| iwdK AvRv`, Zvui ¿̄x w`jviv nvwdR, K¨v‡ivwjb, Avwg I 
Avgvi ¿̄x bvRbxm mxgb, me wg‡j GKSvuK Kwe GKwÎZ n‡j hv nq, Avgiv ZvB 
PywU‡q AvÇv w`w”Qjvg| GK mgq K¨v‡ivwjb e‡j DV‡jb, Rv‡bv Avwg XvKvi evsjvq 
K_v ewj, Avwg KjKvZvi evsjvq K_v ewj bv| cÖgvY †`Lv‡Z wZwb ej‡jb, GB 
†`‡Lv Avwg m¨v‡Ûj ewj bv Pàj ewj, Avwg nvBe−vW †cÖmvi ewj bv, ewj D”P i³ 
Pvc| Zvui K_v ï‡b Avgiv mevB †nv †nv K‡i †n‡m DwV| c‡i Zvu‡K eywS‡q †`B †h, 
XvKvq †KD Pàj c‡i bv, c‡i m¨v‡Ûj; Avi evsjv‡`kxiv Bs‡iwR‡Z nvBe−vW †cÖmvi 
ej‡ZB †ewk cQ›` K‡i; KviY D”P i³Pvc Zv‡`i gv_v Nywi‡q †`q! Avgvi K_vi 
nvm¨imUv ai‡Z †c‡i Avgv‡`i Bù yi, n¨vu K¨v‡ivwj‡bi WvK bvg, †ek gRv K‡i 
nv‡mb| djZ, Gevi wK¬›Ub we wmwji mv‡_ †`Lv n‡j AvwgI hvPvB Ki‡Z PvB wZwb 
K_¨ evsjvi GB dvivKUv Rv‡bb wK bv| wKš‘ wZwb Av‡iv GK wWMÖx Dc‡i D‡V Ggb 
hyrmB DËi †`b †h Avwg Avi Iw`‡K AvMv‡Z mvnm cvB bv| ewj, ÔG †cv‡qU GcvU©Õ 
eB‡Z Avcwb evsjv‡`‡ki †h PgrKvi GKwU eY©bv w`‡q‡Qb, Zvi Zyjbv nq bv| 
Aek¨B Rxebvb‡›`i Rxebx wb‡q GwU GKwU HwZnvwmK eB, wKš‘ ¯‡̂`‡ki Ggb eY©bv 
†Kv‡bv BwZnvm eB‡ZI Avwg cvBwb| wZwb Zvui KjKvZv I XvKv ev‡mi Mí K‡ib| 
Avgv‡`i GB AvÇv nw”Q‡jv e÷‡bi A ~̀‡i Avwj©sUb kn‡i †MŠwi `‡Ëi evmvq| 
w`‡bi mvsMVwbK Kg©KvÊ †m‡i wbDBq‡K© †divi Av‡M GK`Ê wRwi‡q †bevi 
Av‡qvRbmn iv‡Zi Lvev‡ii e¨e ’̄v K‡iwQ‡jb †MŠwi| Avgvi K_vi †im KvU‡Z bv 
KvU‡ZB cvk †_‡K GKRb wR‡Ám K‡ib, GB gyn~‡Z© Avcwb wK KvR Ki‡Qb? 
kixiUv‡K †mvdvq Gwj‡q †`‡ei Av‡M miv‡ei †cqvjvUv wU-†Ue‡j †i‡L wK¬›Ub DËi 
†`b, ÒAemi hvcb KiwQ!Ó kx‡Zi ïi“‡Z Mv‡Qi cvZv Sivi g‡Zv ¯v̂fvweK fvi gyw³ 
dz‡U I‡V Zvui ¯̂‡i| Ò†Kv‡bv KvR Ki‡Z hvIqvUv e‡ov KwVb!Ó Ae¯’vb c³ K‡ib 
wZwb| cÖkœ KZ©v nZvk nb, ÒZvi gv‡b mvwn‡Z¨i R‡b¨ Avi wKQyB Ki‡Z Pvb bv 
Avcwb?Ó wK¬›Ub GeviI ¯̂vfvweK, Òg‡b nq bv| Z‡e hw` Ggb wKQy cvB hv Avgv‡K 
nVvr bvov †`q, nq‡Zv Zv wb‡q wKQy Ki‡ev| GB †Zv KÕeQi Av‡M †gNbv` e‡ai 
Abyev` †ei n‡jv|Ó †R¨vwZg©q `Ë ej‡jb, Ò ¿̄xi g„Zz̈ i ci †Kv_vI †ei nqwb wK¬›U| 
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AvR‡Ki Abyôv‡bi me‡PÕ e‡ov w`K n‡jv Avwg Iu‡K Ni †_‡K Aš—Z †ei K‡i Avb‡Z 
†c‡iwQ|Ó  
 g~j Av‡qvRb wQ‡jv `ycy‡i, AvwjsUb kn‡i Aew¯’Z HwZnvwmK cvewjK 
jvB‡e«ix‡Z, †R¨vwZg©q `Ë I gxbv¶x `Ë‡K wb‡q †jLv eB Ô†d÷wkªdUÕ-Gi cÖKvkbv 
Drme| m¤úv`bv K‡i‡Qb gwblv ivq, mywgZ bvM I †MŠwi `Ë| GB cÖKvkbv Abyôv‡bi 
A‡bK Av‡MB eBwU Avgvi nv‡Z G‡mwQ‡jv| eÜz‡`i ¯§„wZPviY I g~j¨vqbg~jK GB 
eB c‡o el©xqvb I HwZnvwmK GB `¤úwZ m¤ú‡K© Av‡iv A‡bK Z_¨ cvIqv †M‡jv| 
m¼jbwU‡K ỳB fvM Kiv n‡q‡Q| cÖ_g fv‡M evsjv, wj‡L‡Qb bebxZv †`e‡mb, gbxlv 
ivq, `gqš—x emy wms, wniY wgÎ, Kiex bvM, ˆmq` knx`, Igi kvgm, c„_¡xk Kygvi 
ivq, aª“e‡R¨vwZ b›`x, wPÎi_ `Ë, gvqv wm×vš—, AvwRRyi ingvb, AwmZ †cvÏvi, 
fviZx gwj−K, bw›`Zv evMwP I ke©ix `Ë| wØZxq fv‡M h_vh_ fv‡e ¯’vb †c‡q‡Q 
Bs‡iRx, wj‡L‡Qb wK¬›Ub we wmwj, iweb UyBU, Bfv wd«Wj¨vÛvi, K¨v‡ivwjb ivBU, †Rvb 
wRÛvig¨vb, mwgi `Ë, wiZv `Ë, wZwgi `Ë, KsKvewZ `Ë, †gj `Ë, cyie miKvi, 
wblv` `Ë, Kvj© fb G‡mb, ibRq †Nvl, Kvjym wkwjUmg¨vb I †MŠwi `Ë| eB‡qi 
d¬v‡c †jLv n‡q‡Q, Ò†R¨vwZg©q I gxbv¶x `Ë GK D¾¡j eûgyLx cÖwZfvi Avš—R©vwZK 
ev½vjx `¤úwZ, cwðge½ †_‡K wbDRvwm© ch©š— †Kv_vI hvi Rywo †gjv fvi|...GB 
msKjbwU fviZel© †_‡K mỳ ~i DËi Av‡gwiKvq Qwo‡q _vKv †R¨vwZg©q I gxbv¶xi 
eÜy‡`i fvjevmvq †gvov...|Ó 
 
2. Kv Rx  A v wid , †eu‡P  _v K ‡e  A v cbv i  K É 
Avwki `k‡Ki †k‡li w`‡Ki K_v, Avwg ZLb XvKv wek¦we`¨vj‡qi cÖ_g e‡l©i QvÎ| 
wZb gv‡mi GK Ave„wË Kg©kvjvi cÖ_g w`bB wk¶K wn‡m‡e †c‡qwQjvg KvRx 
Avwid‡K| Gici cÖÁv jvebxmn Ab¨vb¨ A‡bK Mb¨gvb¨ e¨w³B G‡mwQ‡jb †mB 
Kg©kvjvi Dcva¨vq n‡q| wZb gvm Ave„wË †kLvi ci Avwg Aek¨ †kl ch©š— mgvcbx 
Abyôv‡b mb`cÎ msMÖn Ki‡Z hvBwb| KviY, B‡Zvg‡a¨ Avwg ey‡S †d‡jwQjvg, Ave„wË 
Avgvi KvR bq| wKš‘ KvRx Avwid‡K †mB †_‡K wPwb| c‡i, Aek¨ wbDBq‡K© Zvui 
emev‡mi cÖ_g c‡e© †ek K‡qKevi †`Lv nq| Zvui Ave„wË †h Avgvi wcÖq †mK_vI 
Zvu‡K Rvbv‡bvi my‡hvM n‡qwQ‡jv| Ab¨ `kRb Ave„wËKv‡ii g‡Zv wZwb wQ‡jb bv| 
h‡Zv`~i Rvwb wPwVcÎ wK¤̂v Mi“i iPbv‡K wZwb KweZvi KvZv‡i Zz‡j Av‡bbwb, hw`I 
Rxe‡bi †kl w`‡K wKQzUv e¨Z¨q N‡UwQ‡jv| wZwb GKwU fv‡jv KweZv Ave„wËi †KŠkj 
Avwe¯‹vi K‡i kã gvayh ©̈ †kªvZvi Kv‡b †cŠu‡Q †`evi R‡b¨ bvbv Abykxj‡bi †fZi 
w`‡q wb‡R‡K cÖKvk Ki‡Zb| †hgb bRi“‡ji Ô†KvievwbÕ wK¤̂v ÔAš—i b¨vkbvj m½xZÕ 
BZ¨vw`| GB KweZv ỳ‡Uv Zvui K‡É me©̀ vB Avgvi Kv‡b AbyiYb †Zv‡j| Zvui 
wbDBqK© emev‡mi wØZxq c‡e© GKw`b nVvr K‡iB wf‡oi gv‡S R¨vKmb nvBUm-G 
†`Lv n‡q hvq| Kzkj wewbg‡qi ci wZwb Rvbvb †h GLvbKvi GKRb Kwei mv‡_ K_v 
cÖm‡½ †mBw`bB bvwK Avgvi K_v ejwQ‡jb| Avwg K…ZÁZv RvbvB| G‡Zve‡ov 
GKRb Ave„wËKv‡ii cÖvmw½K Avjv‡c AvwgI D‡V Avm‡Z cvwi, GB RvbvUv Avgvi 
Kv‡Q wQ‡jv Ab¨iKg| KvRx Avwid, evsjv fvlv Avcbv‡K g‡b ivL‡e, Avgiv wbqwgZ 
ïb‡ev Avcbvi K‡É evsjv KweZv! †eu‡P _vK‡e Avcbvi KÉ|   —n vmv bA v j Av ãyj−v n 
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Shabdanews:Shabdanews:Shabdanews:Shabdanews: 
 

kã ¸”Q  Kw e Zv  cyi ¯‹v i  2 0 17 †c ‡j b  w e ªw Uk Kw e  w c Uv i  w U ‡e U †Rv b m 
G eQi kã¸”Q KweZv cyi¯‹vi †c‡jb weªwUk Kwe wcUvi wU‡eU †Rvbm| MZ 16 wW‡m¤î 
46Zg weRq w`em Dcj‡¶¨ wbDBq‡K© kã¸”Q Kvh©vj‡q A‡qvwRZ GK Abyôv‡b cyi¯‹vi 
cÖvß GB Kwei bvg †NvlYv K‡ib gvwK©b Kwe I cÖKvkK ÷¨vbwj GBP eviKvb| 
eviKv‡bi nv‡Z cyi¯‹vi cÖvß Kwei bvg †jLv Lvg Zy‡j †`qvi Av‡M kã¸”Q m¤úv`K 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn e‡jb, Òbeg ev‡ii g‡Zv Avgiv GB cyi¯‹vi †NvlYv Ki‡Z hvw”Q| G 
ch©š— hvuiv cyi¯‹vi †c‡q‡Qb Zvuiv mevB evOvwj Kwe| wKš‘ kã¸”Q †h‡nZy GKwU      
Avš—R©vwZK KweZv cwÎKv ZvB wfbœ fvlvi †hme †jLK GB cwÎKvq wjL‡Qb KweZvi 
gvb we‡ePbv K‡i Zvu‡`iI GB cyi¯‹v‡ii AvIZvq Avbv `iKvi|Ó Kwe ÷¨vbwj eviKvb 
cyi¯‹vi †NvlYv K‡i Kwe wcUvi wU‡eU †Rvbm-Gi `xN© Kve¨gq Rxe‡bi bvbvw`K Zy‡j 
a‡ib| wZwb Zvui KweZvI c‡o †kvbvb| wcUvi wU‡eU †Rvbm 1951 mv‡j I‡qjm-G 
Rb¥MÖnY K‡ib| G ch©š— Zvui cÖKvwkZ Kve¨MÖš’ msL¨v 16| Zvui †jLv MÖš’ †c½yBb, 
g¨vKwgjvb, I A·‡dvW© BDwbfvwm©wU †cÖmmn †ek wKQy e‡ov cÖKvkbv †_‡K B‡Zvg‡a¨  
†ei n‡q‡Q| wZwb ÔwjUj wWjvb UgvmÕ bv‡g L¨vZ Ges `¨v †m‡fš’ †Kvqvwi bv‡g GKwU 
weªwUk KweZv cwÎKvi m¤úv`K| kã¸”Q-i c¶ †_‡K Kwe cv‡eb `ykÕ Wjvi I GKwU 
m¤§vbbv †µ÷| 

cyi¯‹vi †NvlYvi ci weRq w`em Dcj‡¶ KweZv cv‡V Ask †bb ÷¨vbwj GBP 
eviKvb, nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn, jyrdyb bvnvi jZv I bvRbxb mxgb| jyrdyb bvnvi jZv I 
bvRbxb mxgb iex›`ªbv‡_i KweZvI Ave„wË K‡i †kvbvb| G‡jb wMÝev‡M©i Ô†m‡Þ¤î Ab 
h‡kvi †ivWÕ Ave„wË K‡ib gvK© I‡qbevM©| Abyôv‡b Ab¨vb¨‡`i g‡a¨ e³e¨ iv‡Lb, wewe 
eviKvb, bvRgyj Kvw`i I Zvbwfi ivwng| m½xZ cwi‡ekb K‡ib wkíx wgwb Kvw`i| 
me‡k‡l †KK †K‡U kã¸”Q-i mnKvix m¤úv`K Kwe bvRbxb mxg‡bi Rb¥w`b cvjb 
Kiv nq|   
 

w bDRv w mi « w K¬d U ‡b Kw e Zv  c o‡j b n v m v bAv j  Av ãyj −v n  
wbDRvwm©i wK¬dUb kn‡ii GGbwU eyK‡÷v‡i wdPvi †cv‡qU wn‡m‡e KweZv co‡jb Kwe 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| 18 b‡f¤î, kwbevi mÜ¨v mv‡o mvZUvq Abyôv‡bi ïi“‡ZB 
Av‡qvRK, Kwe I Aa¨vcK wRg †MBb nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn‡K cwiPq Kwi‡q †`b| †mB 
m~Î a‡i nvmvbAvj e‡jb, Òn¨vu, AvwgB †mB KvjwcÖU whwb †k·cxqv‡ii g‡Zv K‡i m‡bU 
wjL‡eb bv e‡j gb w ’̄i K‡iwQ‡jb|Ó `k©K †mªvZv‡`i nvwm I nvZZvwji †fZi w`‡q 
wZwb Zvi mvZ-mv‡Z —̄eK web¨vm I bZyb K‡i Aš—̈ wgj w`‡q †jLv ¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU‡K 
cwiPq Kwi‡q †`b| evsjv m‡b‡Ui RbK gaym~̀ b `‡Ëi K_v Zy‡j wZwb evsjv m‡b‡Ui 
GKwU bvwZ`xN© BwZnvmI eY©bv a‡ib| wZwb G‡K G‡K Zvui cÖKvwkZ wZbLvbv wØfvwlK 
Kve¨MÖš’ †_‡KB KweZv c‡ob| cÖ_g KweZvwU Aek¨ Bs‡iRx evsjv `yB fvlv‡ZB 
Dc ’̄vcb K‡ib| ’̄vbxq Kwe im-Gi Aby‡iv‡a wZwb c‡ob Ô†nv‡qb MW BR †WWÕ bv‡g 
Zvui eûj cwVZ I Av‡jvwPZ KweZvwU| wZwb e‡jb, Òhw`I Avgvi wØfvwlK MÖ‡š’ 
KweZvwU ms‡hvwRZ n‡q‡Q, Avwg wKš‘ GwU cÖ_‡g Bs‡iRx‡Z wjwL, Zvici Gi evsjv 
Abyev` Kwi|Ó Av‡iK Kwei Aby‡iv‡a wZwb evsjv I Bs‡iRx Q‡›`i g~j cv_©K¨¸‡jv Zy‡j 
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a‡ib| Av‡jvPbvq D‡V Av‡m evsjvq wZb cÖKvi m-Gi D”PviYI| Abyôv‡bi Ab¨ wdPvi 
†cv‡qU wQ‡jb Gwjmv †j‡cb| wdPvi wkíx wQ‡jb †Rwi dviviv| Df‡q Zvu‡`i 
cwi‡ekbv w`‡qI `k©K †mªvZv‡`i gy» K‡ib| †Rwi dviviv nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni GKwU 
Mv‡bi Abyev‡` Zvr¶wYK myi w`‡q †M‡q †kvbvb| Db¥y³ cv‡V ’̄vbxq †ek KÕRb Kwe 
Ask †bb| Avmi †k‡l eyK‡÷v‡ii c¶ †_‡K Pv-bv —̄vi e¨e ’̄v Kiv nq| 
 
w e k¦ Kw e Zv i  b Zyb m¼ j ‡b ’̄v b †c ‡j b  Kw e  n v mv b Av j  Av ãyj −v n  
Pxb †_‡K cÖKvwkZ wek¦ KweZvi GKwU bZyb m¼j‡b evsjv‡`‡ki Kwe wn‡m‡e wØZxq 
ev‡ii g‡Zv RvqMv K‡i wb‡jb Kwe I kã¸”Q m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| msw¶ß 
cwiwPZ I Qwemn GB G‡š’vjwR‡Z Zvui `yÕwU KweZv ’̄vb †c‡q‡Q| cÖ_g KweZv 'mgy‡`ªi 
c‡_' Abyev` K‡i‡Qb †R¨vwZg©q `Ë, Avi wØZxq KweZv 'nv‡Zi cÖm½ wK¤^v †e‡o IVv 
AÜKvi' Abyev` K‡i‡Qb Kwe wb‡R| GKk' GKwU †`‡ki 221 Rb Kwei KweZv GB 
m¼j‡b i‡q‡Q| D‡j−L¨ 2016  mv‡j Pxb miKv‡ii Avgš¿‡Y wZwb †m †`‡k AbywôZ wmé 
†ivW Avš—R©vwZK KweZv m‡¤§j‡b †hvM †`b Ges B‡qv‡ivwcq KweZv cyi¯‹vi †nvgvi 
†g‡W‡j f~wlZ nb| nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni cÖKvwkZ eB‡qi msL¨v 38| Zvui KweZv 
Abyw`Z n‡q‡Q Bs‡iRx, divwm, †cvwjk, †¯úwbk, †Kvwiqb, Pxbv I wf‡qZbvgx fvlvq| 
wbDBq‡K© emevmiZ, MwY‡Zi wk¶K, Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn BwZg‡a¨ Zvui iwPZ bZyb 
avivi Ô¯̂Zš¿ m‡bUÕ-Gi gva¨‡g B‡Zvg‡a¨ Avš—R©vwZK Kve¨v½‡Y we‡kl fv‡e cwiwPwZ 
jvf K‡i‡Qb| 
 
gv w K©b Kw e Zv  Dr m ‡e  m‡ bU w e lq K †mw gbv i  
Av‡gwiKvi g~javivi KweZv Drm‡e wb‡Ri D™¢vweZ Ô¯̂Zš— m‡bUÕ welqK †mwgbvi 
cwiPvjbv K‡i‡Qb Kwe I kã¸”Q m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| †mwgbv‡ii wk‡ivbvg 
wQj ÒAvwg †hfv‡e ¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU wjwLÓ| MZ 4-7 †g AbywôZ beg g¨vmvPy‡mUm KweZv 
Drme e÷‡bi A`~‡i †m‡jg kn‡i ’̄vbxq wc‡evwW G‡m· wgDwRg‡qi `yB b¤î †mwgbvi 
K‡¶ AbywôZ nq|  †mwgbv‡i e³v wQ‡jb cÖ‡dmi wµw÷b †Wvj, cÖ‡dmi wej Iqv‡jK 
I Kwe bvRbxb mxgb| Giv cÖ‡Z¨‡KB KweK…Z Bs‡iwR Abyev‡` GKvwaK ¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU 
c‡o †kvbvb Ges Gi ˆewkó¨ Zy‡j a‡ib| evsjv fvlvq cÖ_g m‡bU iPwqZv gnvKwe 
gvB‡Kj gaym~̀ b `Ë, iex›`ªbv_ VvKyi I KvRx bRi“j Bmjv‡gi bvgI GKvwaKevi 
†mwgbv‡i D‡V Av‡m| D‡V Av‡m m‡b‡Ui Avw`¸i“ Kwe d«vb‡mm‡Kv †cU«vK© I Kwe 
DBwjqvg †k·cxqv‡ii K_vI| nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn GB `yB Kwei m‡b‡Ui cvkvcvwk 
¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU †i‡L cv_©K¨¸‡jv eY©bv K‡ib| Gi Av‡M nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn ’̄vbxq nU©b 
†nv‡U‡j KweZvi Abyev` welqK Av‡iKwU †mwgbv‡i e³v wn‡m‡e Ask †bb| 

D‡j−L¨ nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn beŸB `k‡Ki gvSvgvwS bZyb avivi GB m‡bU cÖeZ©b 
K‡ib Ges 1998 mv‡j Ô¯̂Zš¿ m‡bUÕ bv‡g 100wU m‡b‡Ui eB XvKv †_‡K cÖKvwkZ nq, 
G ch©š— hvi wZbwU ms¯‹iY †ewi‡q‡Q| wbDBq‡K©i †dij †cÖm †_‡K Bs‡iwR Abyev‡` 
†ewi‡q‡Q Ò¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU: †e½vwj DB_ Bswjk Uªvb‡ −̄kbÓ (2017)| 
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bv bv  Aby ôv ‡bi  † f Zi  w ` ‡q Xv Kv  † Mv cv j MÄ I  w bDB q‡ K© cv w j Z n ‡j v  Kw e  n v mv bAv j  
Av ãyj −v i  5 0 Zg  R b¥w ` b 
12 GwcÖj 2017, eyaevi, mÜ¨vq wek¦mvwnZ¨ †K‡›`ª AbywôZ n‡jv Kwe nvmvbAvj 
Avãyj−vn'i 50Zg Rb¥Rqš—x Drme| cÖavb AwZw_ Kwe wbg©‡j›`y ¸Y e‡jb, ÒAvwg 
Ab¨cvuPRb Kwei †_‡K nvmvbAvj‡K GKUy †ekx fv‡jvevmvi A‡bK¸‡jv Ki‡Yi GKwU 
n‡jv wZwb GKRb knx` gyw³‡hv×vi mš—vb| †Kv‡bv Kwe hw` evsjv‡`k I e½eÜyi cÖwZ 
Akª×v cÖKvk bv K‡ib, wZwb h‡Zve‡ov cÖwZfveb nb bv †K‡bv, Avgvi Kv‡Q Zvi †Kv‡bv 
g~j¨ †bB| nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn ïay Òb¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q`Ó I Ò¯̂Zš¿ m‡bUÓ w`‡qB 
Avgv‡K AvKl©Y K‡ibwb, gyw³hy‡×i †PZbvi ¯̂c‡¶ Zvui bvbv Kg©KvÊI Avgv‡K bvov 
w`‡Z †c‡i‡Qb|Ó 2016 mv‡j Kwei Pxb mdi I †nvgvi †g‡Wj cÖvwßi K_v D‡j−L K‡i 
¸Y Avkv K‡ib †h nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn evsjv KweZv‡K m‡e©v”P gh©v`v G‡b †`‡e| 
Abyôv‡bi mfvcwZ, f‡qR Ae Av‡gwiKv I wewewmi cÖv³b mvsevw`K ggZv kvgxg 
†PŠayix e‡jb, ÒnvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn BwZg‡a¨ KweZvq Zvui ¯̂Zš¿   ˆewk‡ói R‡b¨ Avš—
R©vwZK ¯§xK…wZ c‡q‡Qb| Zvui GB ¯§xK…wZ P~ov ¯úk© Kivi Av‡M evsjv‡`kI Zvu‡K 
wiKMbvBRW Ki“K Avwg †mUv †`L‡Z PvB|Ó wZwb e‡jb, Òevsjv GKv‡Wgxi KZ©ve¨w³iv 
AvMvgx †di“qvwi‡Z Avgv‡`i Ggb Av‡iKwU Drme Kivi †¶Î ˆZwi K‡i †`‡eb e‡j 
Avwg Avkv Kwi|Ó Abyôv‡b we‡kl AwZw_ wQ‡jb cyw_wbjq cÖKvkbvi ¯̂Z¡vwaKvix k¨vgj 
cvj, Kwe I wk¶vwe` w`jviv nvwdR, aª“ec` cÖKvkbxi ¯̂Z¡vwaKvix Aveyj evkvi wd‡ivR 
I mnKvix mwPe W. †gvnv¤§` Avgxb| Abyôv‡bi GK ch©v‡q Av‡mb Av‡bvqviv ‰mq` 
nK| wZwb nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn‡K dz‡ji †Zvov Dcnvi †`b| Kwei bvbv Kg©Kv‡Êi 
cÖksmv K‡i wZwb Zvui e³‡e¨ Kwe‡K Awfb›`b Rvbvb|  
 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn'i m„Rbkxj Kg©KvÊ wb‡q g~j¨vqbag©x Av‡jvPbvq Av‡iv Ask †bb 
ûgvq~b Kwei Xvjx, †iRv NUK, w`cy wkK`vi, w`j`vi †nv‡mb, Zylvi cÖm~b, gwR©bv 
Bqvmwgb, ˆmKZ nvexe, I gvneye wgÎ cÖgyL| Kwe‡K DrmM©K…Z KweZv c‡o †kvbvb 
gwZb ivqnvb| bZyb avivi m‡bU I gnvKv‡e¨i gva¨‡g evsjv KweZvq we‡kl Ae`v‡bi 
Rb¨ Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni nv‡Z m¤§vbbv ¯§viK Zy‡j †`b Rb¥Rqš—x D`hvcb 
cwil‡`i cÖavb Dc‡`óv Kwe wbg©‡j›`y ¸Y| Abyôv‡b Kwei KweZv Ave„wË K‡ib mvbwR`v 
KvRx, bvwn`v Avkivdx I myivBqv †nbv| Kwe iwPZ msMxZ cwi‡ekb K‡ib bvRjx 
Bqvmwgb wØZxqv| Kwei 50 c~wZ© Dcj‡¶ cyw_wbjq cÖKvwkZ cÖš’ ÒKve¨ AwfhvÎx: 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÓ Dcw ’̄Z mevi nv‡Z Zy‡j †`qv nq| Abyôvb mÂvjbvq wQ‡jb 
50c~wZ© D`hvcb KwgwUi mgšq̂Kvix Kwe iwb AwaKvix|  
 
Iw`‡K c‡njv ˆekvL, Kwei Rb¥w`‡b, GK we‡kl Abyôv‡bi Av‡qvRb K‡i †MvcvjMÄ 
e½eÜy weÁvb I cÖhyw³ wek¦we`¨vj‡qi Bs‡iRx wefvM| wefvMxq cÖavb Aa¨vcK myKvš— 
wek¦vm Ges evsjv I Bs‡iRx wefv‡Mi QvÎQvÎxiv ïi“‡ZB Kwe‡K dy‡jj ï‡f”Qv Rvbvb| 
Abyôv‡b Kwei KweZv QvovI iex›`ªbv_ VvKyi, KvRx bRi“j Bmjvg, Rxebvb›` `vk, 
wbg©‡j›`y ¸Y, ûgvqyb AvRv` I i“`ª gyn¤§` knx`yj−vni KweZv cvV K‡ib wk¶v_©xiv| evuwk 
evwR‡q I D”Pv½ m½xZ ïwb‡q mevB‡K gy» K‡ib Zviv| wk¶K‡`i g‡a¨ Av‡iv Ask 
†bb Aa¨vcK nvweeyi ingvb, Aa¨vwcKv RvwKqv myjZvbv gy³v I Aa¨vcK †gv: ivwKeyj 
Bmjvg| QvÎQvÎx‡`i g‡a¨ Ask †bb Pqb gwj−K, Avj Avwgb, wicb Nivwg, mZ¨wRZ 
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gÊj, kkx cÖmv` kxj, wcqv gÊj, mxgv ivq, gvBbyj Bmjvg mvMi, Gbvgyj nK cÖgyL| 
KweZv c‡ob ’̄vbxq Kwe MvRx jwZd I kwidzj Bmjvg| ZvQvov GKB w`‡b Kwe‡K wb‡q 
GKvwaK Avmi e‡m Zvui cÖv_wgK I gva¨wgK ¯‹y‡j| Gme Abyôv‡b wewfbœ ch©v‡q QvÎ 
wk¶‡Kiv Ask †bb| me¸‡jv Av‡qvR‡bB Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Zvui Kve¨hvÎvi bvbv 
w`K Zy‡j a‡ib; Zvui e³‡e¨ D‡V Av‡m ˆekv‡Li K_v, gyw³hy‡×i K_v, gyw³hy‡× knx‡`i 
K_v, gnvb †bZv e½eÜyi K_v| wZwb †ek wKQy KweZvI Ave„wË K‡i †kvbvb| Gi Av‡M 
Kwei Rb¥wfUvq ˆekv‡Li cÖ_g cÖn‡i, Kwe Rbbx Kwe‡K wgwógyL Kivb I Zvui nv‡Z 
fy‡ji †Zvov Zy‡j †`b| `~i `~ivš— †_‡K AvwZ¥q-¯̂Rb eÜy-evÜe R‡ov nb, eb‡fvRbmn 
Avb›` Drm‡e †g‡Z I‡Vb| D‡j−L¨ Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn 1374 evsjv mv‡ji c‡njv  
ˆekvL †MvcvjMÄ †Rjvi †Nvbvcvov MÖv‡g Zvui gvZyjvj‡q Rb¥ MÖnY K‡ib| Kwei  
ˆcwÎK wbevm GKB †Rjvi †Mvcxbv_cyi MÖv‡g| G ch©š— Zvui cÖKvwkZ MÖš’ msL¨v M‡`¨-
c‡`¨ 37| Zvui KweZv Ab~w`Z n‡q‡Q mvZwU fvlvq| wZwb Ôkã¸”QÕ m¤úv`K I 
wbDB‡K©i nvB¯‹yj wm‡÷‡g MwY‡Zi wk¶K| R‡b¥vrm‡ei G me Abyôv‡b †hvM w`‡Z wZwb 
gvÎ Qq w`‡bi md‡i †`‡k hvb| 

Iw`‡K wbDBq‡K© 50Zg Rb¥w`b Dcj‡¶ Kwei ¿̄x, mš—vb I eÜyiv 30 GwcÖj 
Av‡qvRb K‡ib GK mvicÖvBR cvwU©i| Dcw ’̄Z wQ‡jb ˆmq` gyn¤§` Dj−vn, †ejvj †eM, 
†gvn¤§` AvZvDi ingvb, cÖ̀ xc Ki, dvi“K AvRg, bvRgyj Kvw`i, c~Y© gyLvwR© I 
'cÖK…wZ'i wkíxe„›`| Mvb KweZv I Lvev‡ii GB Av‡qvRb wQ‡jv g‡bvgy»Ki| Abyôv‡bi 
g~j iƒcKvi Kwe- ¿̄x bvRbxb mxgb I mš—vb GKK †mŠeximn mKj‡K Kwe K…ZÁZv I 
fvjevmv Rvbvb| 

 
w e k¦mv w n Z¨  † K‡› ` ª Kw e  n v mv b Av j  Av ãy j −v n Õi  bv U¨ MÖ š’ Ô A ‡av gy LÕ Av ‡j v w P Z 
16 wW‡m¤î 2017 kwbevi wek¦mvwnZ¨ †K‡›`ªi mgKvjxb mvwnZ¨ Avm‡i Av‡jvwPZ nq 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni wZbwU bvU‡Ki eB ÔA‡avgyLÕ| KzBÝ †m›Uªvj jvB‡eªixi 
mn‡hvwMZvq R¨vgvBKvi cÖavb jvB‡eªixi m‡¤§jb K‡¶ Av‡jvPbvq AskMÖnY K‡ib cÖexY 
mvsevw`K ˆmq` †gvnv¤§`Dj−vn, †jLK-M‡elK Avng` ghnvi, bvU¨Rb-†jLK jyrdzb 
bvnvi jZv, wk¶K-Kwe bvRbxb mxgb I bvU¨Rb g„bvj †Nvl|  

we‡Kj AvovBUv †_‡K Av‡jvPbv P‡j cuvPUv ch©š—| wek¦mvwnZ¨ †K›`ª wbDBqK© 
kvLvi †cÖvMÖvg wW‡iKUi gvndzRv G nvmvb I KzBÝ jvB‡eªixqvb †mwjbv kviwgb mKj‡K 
¯̂vMZ Rvbvb GB Av‡jvPbvi Avm‡i| 

ïi“‡Z nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn bvUK †jLvi cÖ¶vcU I Zvui `xN© cȪ ‘wZi K_v Zz‡j a‡i 
mgKvjxb wek¦bvU‡Ki ˆewP‡Î¨i K_v D‡j−L K‡ib| wZwb weRq w`e‡mi RvwZi RbK 
e½eÜzi K_v ¯§iY K‡i gyw³hy‡× knx` Zvui wcZvi Dci AZ¨vPv‡ii Kvwnbx Zz‡j a‡ib| 
Zvu‡`i ¯§i‡Y GKwU KweZvI c‡o †kvbvb| Avmi †k‡l, e½eÜzi mv‡_ wbDBqK© md‡i 
Avmv Ges RvwZm‡•N evsjv‡`‡ki ¯̂xK…wZ‡Z Av‡qvwRZ Abyôv‡b †hvM †`qv ZLbKvi 
B÷vb© wbD‡Ri mvsevw`K ˆmq` gynv¤§v`Dj−vn I evsjv‡`‡ki cÖ_g cZvKv wbg©vZv wkíx 
wgwb Kv`xi‡K m¤§vb cÖ̀ k©b I Kwe bvRbxb mxg‡bi Rb¥w`b Dcj‡¶ †KK †K‡U Zvu‡K 
ï‡f”Qv Rvbv‡bv nq| 
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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 II 
reached you. I enjoyed reading your “Under the Thin Layers of 
Light.” And I enjoyed writing the review of your book. Please give 
my regards to Stanley and Jyotirmoy Datta. I enjoyed reading the 
FOREWORD by Jyotirmoy Datta.  
 
Naoshi Koriyama 
March 3, 2017 
 
kã¸”Q ( ISSN. No. 1531-2038 ) , RyjvB-wW‡m¤î, 2016 msL¨vwU MZKvj 
Avgvi wVKvbvq G‡m †cŠu‡Q‡Q mỳ ~i wbDBqK© †_‡K | Avš—R©vwZK GB KweZvcÎLvwb 
Avgv‡K cvwV‡q‡Qb Kwe I cwÎKv m¤úv`K kªx nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| Avwg K…ZÁ 
iBjvg Kwe...| 

c„w_exi wewfbœ cÖv‡š—i Kwei KweZvq mg„× msL¨vwU AZ¨š— wbôvi m‡½ 
m¤úv`bv Kivi Rb¨ m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Aek¨B c„_Kfv‡e cÖksmvi `vwe 
iv‡Lb | 

cÖ_‡gB m¤úv`‡Ki Rvb©vj: ˆmq` nK: †eu‡P _vK‡eb...AZ¨š— cÖ‡qvRbxq 
welq, †jLv| fv‡jv jvMv RvbvB | kã¸”Q eZ©gvb msL¨vq cÖKvwkZ KweZv cÖm‡½ 
ej‡Z PvB‡ev Kwe Dariusz Thomasz Lebioda Abyev` KweZv Generation 
1958, Jeans I Theresa, Richard Jeffrey Newman Gi You'd better 
finish knitting: A ghazal, Kwe evqZyj−vn Kv‡`ixi KweZv cw¶‡MvÎ - 2, wefvmv 
GKwU bvg, mwÜ n‡e e‡jwQ‡j I aª“e n‡q G‡mwQ R‡jŠKv, Kwe gwZb ivqnvb Gi b`x 
welqK, Kwe Avwbmyi ingvb Acy'i hxïi hš¿Yv I KweeÜy iwb AwaKvixi KweZv 
†jvKvjq †Q‡o GKw`b, Kwe Rwmg DwÏb UyUy‡ji KweZv GKwU weovj Aek¨B cvVK 
g‡b †ik †i‡L hvq| 
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kã¸”Q AviI GwM‡q hvK, c„w_exi †Kvbvq †Kvbvq Qwo‡q coyK, GB KvgbvB Kwi| 
 
ivûj ivq‡PŠayix/Rahul Roy Choudhury 
March 8, 2017 
 
 
ZLb Avwg RjsMx _vwK| mvj 1999| kã¸”Q‡Z cvVv‡bv Avgvi KweZv Qvcv‡bv nq| 
Lye Lykx Avi Avb‡›` gb f‡i wM‡qwQ‡jv| Zvici PvKwii Kvi‡Y eû RvqMvq †MwQ, 
fyj‡Z cvwiwb nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Avi Zvui Avš—wiKZv‡K| ab¨ev` kvwš— wb‡KZ‡bi 
cÖexi `vm‡K hvui Rb¨ mỳ ~i Av‡gwiKvq Avgvi †jLv P‡j wM‡qwQj| 
 
evmy‡`e †mb/Basudev Sen 
March 30, 2017 
 
 

 
 

 

eB‡gjv 2018 
 

AvU L‡Ê cÖKvwkZ n‡”Q 
 

K we  wbg ©‡j›` y  ¸ Y 
iPbve w j 

 
Avcbvi KwcwU msMÖn 

Ki“b 
 

KvKjx cÖKvkbx 
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kã¸”Q mỳ „k¨, mycvV¨, mym¤úvw`Z 
—wkebvivqY ivq 

 
A bilingual collection of  

Hassanal Abdullah’s Sonnets: 
 

Swatantra Sonnets 
Bengali with English translation 

by the Author 
 

Published by Feral Press and Cross-
Cultural Communicatios, NY 

 
ISBN 978-0-98304-594-4 

$15.00 
 

Please order your copy from 
amazon.com 

 

2018 eB‡gjvq 
Kwe I eûgvwÎK †jLK 

n v mv bAv j Av ãyj− v n 'i    
eB 

 
1. w bR© ‡b  G Kv Kx  m~h ©  (Kve¨MÖš’), Abb¨v 
 
2. w e k¦Kw e Zv  ms MÖn (Abyev`), gvIjv eªv`vm© 
 
3. d z‡j i  n v w m  P v u‡` i  n v w m (Qov), cyw_wbjq 
 
4. Kw e Zv i  Q › ` (Q›` welqK cÖeÜ|| Z…Zxq ms¯‹iY), 
gvIjv eªv`vm© 
 

 

 

Avcbvi KwcwU msMÖn Ki“b! 
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Abyf~wZ 
m¤úv`K: iwb AwaKvix 

 
 

wkí mvwn‡Z¨i GB ˆÎgvwmK 
cwÎKvwUi cÖKvk K‡i‡Q 

n vm v bAv j A v ãyj−v n  m sL¨v  
 
 

gy‡Vv‡dvb: 01712-024655 
roni_adhikari@yahoo.com wØZxq I ewa©Z ms¯‹iY 

eB‡gjvq 2017 

 
gvbyl I gnvwe‡k¦i PjgvbZv wb‡q 

weÁv‡bi Av‡jv‡K 
 

K we  nvmvb Avj  Avã yj− vn 
iwPZ 

 

gn v Kv e¨ 
b¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q` 

 
2017 eB‡gjvq cÖKvwkZ n‡jv 

wØZxq ms¯‹iY 
 

cÖ”Q`: aª“e Gl 
c„ôv: 304 

cÖKvkK: Abb¨v 
 

nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn evsjvi f~wgR 
GK bZzb kw³| 
                    —†R¨vwZg©q `Ë 

cÖ_g cÖKvk 2007 
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iex›`ªbv_‡KI wPb‡Z A‡bK mgq wb‡qwQj evOvwj cvV‡Kiv| 
...†`‡L ï‡b g‡b n‡”Q ¯x̂K…wZi †¶‡Î iex›`ª `kvB NU‡Z 
hv‡”Q Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni| 

—† e jvj † e M 

 gnvc„w_ex 
 

k ¤ ¢y i w¶Z m¤úvw`Z ˆÎgvwmK GB KweZvi 
KvMRwU cÖKvwkZ n‡”Q 42 eQi a‡i 

 
K we Zv  cv Vv ‡bvi  wVKv bv:  

Mahaprithivi 
Birinchiberia, Purba Sreekrishnapur, 

Purba Midnapore 721635, W. B., INDIA 

 

 

Naznin Seamon’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 

www.pp-pub.com Collect Your Copy! 
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The Serpent’s Secret  

(Children’s novel based on Bengali folk tales)  
by Syantani DasGupta  

will be published from Scolastic in February, 2018. 
Please collect your copy from Amazon.com or Barnesandnoble.com 
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