SHABDAGUCHM.A

Shabdaguchha

Vol.21 No.1/2 July—-December 2018
Editor: Hassanal Abdullah  XPTESE SI%@R

=l =rreraf I Tos=s =afEarasrs =Sy

July - December 2018 Volume 21 Number 1/2 Advisor: Jyotirmoy Datta ceifoia e

Assistant Editor: Naznin Seamon TS AT

Consulting Editor: Leigh Harrison, Shameem Chawdhury

Correspondents: Peter Thabit Jones (UK)

Prabir Das (India)

Special Correspondent: Romel Rahman, Roni Adhikari (Dhaka)

Copyright © 2018 by Shabdaguchha Press

All right Reserved

©Logo: Najib Tareque
Shabdaguchha, a Bilingual (Bengali-English) Poetry Magazine, Published by the
editor, from Shabdaguchha Press. Subscription rate is $12 per year in the
United States and $15 in other countries. To subscribe, please send check or
money order in US Dollar payable to Shabdaguchha.
All correspondence and subscriptions should be addressed to the editor:
Shabdaguchha, 85-22 85th street, Woodhaven, NY 11421, USA.
Phone: (718) 849 2617 E-mail: habdu0O56@aol.com

shabdaweb@aol.com

- Web Site: http://www.shabdaguchha.com

Shabdaguchha accepts submission throughout the whole year. Poetry, written in Bengali, English or
translated from any language to these two languages, is always welcome. Book review and news on
poets and poetry could also be sent. Each submission should accompany with a short bio of the
author. E-mail submissions are more appreciated, but Bengali written in English alphabet is not
acceptable.

Shabdaguchha Press
Woodhaven, New York
ISSN 1531-2038

Cover Art: Thaira Almayahy Husen, an Iraqgi poet and artist

Shabdaguchhaan International Poetry Magazine in Bengali andlEh 2




Shabdaguchha, Issue 75/76
Buddhadeva Bose
DESERT JOURNEY

While he could still turn back, he understood nothing.
And then there was only sand and bared horizons:
thorny bushes, spiders a skeleton or two of camels.
Encircling the villages of language, a vast and violent sky

Brutally raped all thought, reduced it to ashes,

and itself was slowly stilled. The sun cooked his flesh
in his own fat, dressing him for another birth as it were.
And his thirst followed him like a pack of dogs.

Mirages ripped at last, the first palm appeared
and in dark rings on the sand a hint of pregnancy—
down on his knees, he dug with frenzied fingers:

the trickle was thin for thirst. Yet the cool touch
evoked a change of season. From wetted hands hung fruit,
and an evening azan rose through the throat soothed by sight.

EXILE

Your gentle hands | never can escape.

so small, so full of distance, and yet somehow

they scatter pollen to touch me in exile.

And darkly through the stones a stream begins to gush,

like one not seen, but heard with body’s rapture
by a traveler who has lost his way in a forest.
Has my tremendous toil then come to nothing?
How hard I'd worked to leave behind

the village mango-grove and build a safe retreat,
arrogant and cold, enclosed in glabrous walls,
invulnerable to mercy and the seasons.
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And yet my tower stands because it's filled
with your absence and the imperceptible
touch of you | never can escape.

TO MY UNWRITTEN POEMS

Only one for birth, but death has many doors;
knee-deep water, microbes, a drop or two of poison.
And its effect is never either less or more:

a Shelley dies as much as desiccated hag.

And dying begins even before the birth.

A single mango costs a million blossoms’ ruin;

although a thousand chances start on the way together,
all are lost on the way, except the lucky one—

not the best or bravest—which hits the gaping womb.
Maybe he’s just a nobody, but because alive and present,
gaily the world forgets the unborn Sun of Valor.

—You, who on the frontier still lie dimly huddled,
do not blame me. | am always open:
it's you who are weak, too weak to penetrate.

You who elected me, but then absorbed

in the seasons’ merry-go-round, forgot the day is brief,

who sometimes send me letters that sigh between the lines,
but if | offer the ring, postpone the consummation,

or leave no more than a kiss, or kiss the wind until
everywhere spread the spaces where grapes most gladly ripen,
or sometimes with eyes like a sunset’s afterglow—
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changeful, fleeting, indefinite—

suffuse my heart with desire and frustration:

to you | say: though many a time I've launched
on barely tolerable expeditions,

yet all the tale is not attack and skill.

There were some who cancelled the vast, astonished debts

and captured me at once. Maybe they matter most.

but who can tell? . . . Argounot intimates

embedded in each of my days and epochs of the heart,
nurtured by the years in the midst of natural darkness,
bright as a coral reel tossed up by sharks and storms,

and secretly tinged with the red of younger-growing dawns?

Maybe I'm slack, forgetful. But in dreamy clouds of sleep
you are the stars that come; in my bath you startle me;

with me straphang in trams, get mixed in my curried fish.
Why malinger then? In girlish coquetry
why still put to test the range of preparation?

Come, strike out, assume I'm unconcerned,

let fall you instant blow and ravish me like lightning.
If not the honey of heaven, or a tryst with Urvashi,
bring a fearful blast aglow with salt and sulfur.

FOR MY FORTY-EIGHT WINTER

Draw the window curtains, there’s nothing to see outside.
All are mere seducers—those grasses shimmering skies.
Remove the dolls and goldfish, clear the room of flowers,
and put your trust in the monotonous void.

There’s nothing anywhere: close your sight and hearing.
Which sage can teach what's not already yours?
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Better accept the primal Sinbad load—
laboring like an ass all day to fit a pair of rhymes.

Winter drops anchor: what else do you need?
Pure walls arise with seas and continents,
the tints of changing time dissolve in each other;

and, bared of the patchwork quilt of sunlight, starlight,
the world recedes, gets lost in darkness,
challenging you to the task of restoration.

SONNETS FOR 3 AM
I

Only the personal is holy. A shaded lamp

when evening deepens, darkness spread like a sky
around the hidden star of a yellowed page:

or a letter written in the shy half-sleep of midnight,

slowly, to a distant friend. Do you think that Christ

was a philanthropist? or Buddha a committee chairman,
hard-working venerable, loquacious,

dribbling vain saliva? Far from the drums and watchmen

of the wholesale vendors of salvation,
softly they walk their ways of vagrancy.
| say, let go the world, let go where it will.

Be small, inscrutable, be deafened with delight
that half an hour warmly shared with a woman
can give much more that the helpers’ hue and cry.

All of this is not for you. Only the book lies open,
Those who smile and chant in tune with tinkling tea-cups
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become, when the night is late and neighbors’ lights are out,
cockroaches and scurrying pantry mice,

Fighting for bits of food. Being ignorant

of welcoming feast, they take the droppings for history.
Not this, for you. Learn what flowers, fruit

and the seasons teach as they come and go.

Leave no address. Like spring in blank December,
vanquished, forgotten, conspiratorial,
go far, to distant lands where nobody speaks your tongue,

and you wander uncertain, anonymous,
with eternity whispering to your heart
in the stars’ inhuman language, now and then.

Translated from the Bengali by the poet

Buddhadeva Bose(1908-1974) is a major Bengali modernist of the
twentieth century. His poetry has been reprinteanfthe anthologyl Have
Bengal's Face edited by Sibnarayan Ray and Marian Maddern, iduit
Indian, 1974.
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Stanley H. Barkan

THE NAKED TREE
(18 September 2008)

Shorn of bark,

cloaked only

in flesh-colored paper skin,
the tree

stretched out

naked on the shore

of Marina del Rey.

Its few branches

extend in supplication,

a beseeching plea,

as if to beg of Heaven

some care for its openness,
its exposure to the elements:
the gusting wind,

the searing sun,

the greedy gulls.

It's a living caryatid

rooted in the earth
reaching for the sky.

THE WEATHER STATION
(8 November 2006)

The rock in the open box
revealed the weather.

If still, no earthquake.

If speckled with raindrops
rainy day in Oranjestad.

If shaking up & dowpearthquake.
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If covered in whitesnow.

If moving from side-to-sidevindy.

It is primitive
yet simple.

No metrics,
No machines,
No long-calculating tapes.

Just a rock
held in place
by strings.

Occam’s razor.

ORGAN PIPE FOREST
(15 November 2006)

Like the saguaro,
these organ pipes
form a forest,

long pipe-like arms
rising, falling,

mingling with

the altar rocks,
surrounded by the sea.

How oxymoronic

to have cacti

in such profusion

on desert plains

of sand and stone,
side by side

with coral by the sea,
always the sea,
under
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great cumulus clouds
—white, gray, black—
threatening

rain, storm, hurricane.

But the trade winds

blow them away

from Aruba

across the aqua-tinted sky
over the turquoise sea,
where the sun nightly falls
into its calm, smooth secrets.

FROM “THE SACRIFICE”
II. SCAPEGOAT

Why me?

Why is it my fate
to be in place

of his son?

Am | not flesh

as he is?

If I'm cut,

do I not bleed?

If hurt,

do | not cry out:
Baaaaaaa!

| am father

of my own kids—
who will provide?
Already | hear
the stacking

of the wood
placed near the altar.
Already, | smell
the strike

of blade

on firestone.
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Here on this high place

above the valleys,

almost touching the stars,

| am caught in the brambles,
by the horns

that were meant to protect me.
Oh where oh where

is my angel, guardian of goats?
Oh when oh when

will I and my progeny

cease to be his sacrifice?

THE BRIDGE OF STONES
(12 November 2006, Aruba)

Large rocks

on huge boulders,
stones on rocks,
pebbles on stones.

All in little

altared offerings,

like the stones

placed on the graves
of relatives and friends
in remembrance,

here on the edge
of island

strewn with
scattered wishes.

Long Island, NY
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Dariusz Tomasz Lebioda
THE ASH AND DIAMOND

Someday we will stand frightened

as if a bomb went off resembling

the blind of Breughel-we’ll look for

a haven to anchor our thoughts’pale
sails—someday snatched from our
dreams, we’ll jump out from a window;
before we fall down, we’ll manage

to fall asleep and wake up again
someday, like a hero of the Fifties, we’'ll
begin running away, and time,

our fake friend, will shoot

a burst of diamonds right from behind,
and we'll fall headlong

into the ashes.

BLOOD OF THE UNICORN

Your skull is a bowl where consciousness burns

where the red fire of sleep smolders—
you look into dark and see centaurs
disappearing in the stellar wind.

You're the promise of heaven
the threat of hell.

You bear within you a child
and a blood-sucking ancient
in a Zoroastrian mitre.

Your destiny is eternity
though you'll never experience it.

Your destiny is death
though you'll never touch it.

12
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Your destiny is being,
but you don't exist.

Your tenderness irks the blind dwarf
seated on a throne in a silken chasuble.

Your sensibility allays the anger
of the crystal unicorn.

You peer into the dark and ice

the golden face of the pharaoh

the terracotta army of the first emperor.
Aldrin’s white space suits

and totems of ebony golden trays

and Hadrian’s denarii.

You see Mary Stuart’'s head tumble

watch sand-covering caravan routes and dead cities,

you look at the stars and become a student of the universe
hang your head, turn to a tear on the cheek of a faun.

Before you are many roads to mislead you
many lost moments, too.

Behind you the first day, the first night,
before you the last dream.

SKULL OF DESCARTES

Here is the skull of a man
a cold casket of empty
eye sockets.

It outlasted the duration
of the Thirty Years’ War.

Dreamt in it were storms
in the town of Ulm.
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Heard in it were the words of God,
quid vitae sectobar iter.

Contained in it was an image
of the one who thought.

and a deaf universe
and black grease in the mouth.

Then it lay under the earth
in an icy tomb

shrouded in satins of darkness
more precious than gold.

Now it is an exhibit
in a museum of man.

Anyone can take it into his hands
anyone can weigh it.

It doesn't think,
so it doesn’t exist.

A man’s skull
an empty casket.

Translated from the Polish by the poet

Poland
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Sultan Catto
PSITHURISM

Plenteous trees are bustling in my garden

going through adjustments imposed by changing seasons
greening andblooming all through the spring,

emitting fragrances into the night air,

producing fruits mostly in the fall,

some shedding leaves in winter. No matter what,

the old garden replenishes itself year after year.

Trees’trembling branches generate tiny sounds,
songbirds of all species nest in them.

Happy trees, inanimate future of the landscape,
make all sorts of noises as winds are at work,
soft rustling of leaves in a still breeze,

or, a “whoosh” sound before a storm breaks.
Each species has its own distinctive sound
depending on its size and shape,

what a scientist might call a geometric response.

If your ears are wide open to the sounds,

you can hear piano sonatas emanating from their leaves,
jazz concerts, sounds of different drums, and | know even
the Mongolian throat singers’ songsoccupying

their well-defined place among the fig trees.

Sounds reveal numerous things one can't see.

For instance, you can always tell an oak tree from a maple.
At the end of summer most fill with ripened fruits.

They are generous entities, not caring who eattheir bounties,

Shabdaguchha
Catherine Fletcher
GENESIS

Blue dashers flit away
from waxy green leaf
upon leaf, edges curling
toward rays of light.

Bud, seize

sun-warmed air

as the lilypad-sprawl rides
ripples, murky

from the underneath.

Like eel head,
breach canopies,
yawn into blossoming
to reveal

circles of white teeth

while half-visible
rootstalks creep
from ooze; streams
bubble over
smoothed rocks.

WHITEOUT

Breathing and breathing and breathing again

a prey to all migrating birds, fruit flies, and other insects. snow veils sidewalks and trees

| have given names to the old ones in my garden, swallows light  spinning dreams

here they stand, trees with different fruits and names: demanding silence inside the thickening sky
Rumi, Li Po, Whitman, Hikmet, Veli, Akhmatova, Brodsky, falling  breathing flying

Mistral, Kipling, Vallejo, Neruda, Gibran, Transtromer, Fuzuli.

And the younger ones growing between them: Barkan,Wolak, ,

Ismail, Millan, Abdullah, Thabit-Jones, Gillan, Boss, Seshadri. as Earth tilts toward the sun

New Jersey yet aspires to winter’s darker side
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flakes multiply  descend reflecting
the glow from flats and brownstones
shifting into drifts ~ making silhouettes
of the city

growing pale  growing grey and white
veins of cold disintegrate  reunite
into lacey shapes of opalescence
swirling fractals  bits  sinograms
compacting in cracklecrunch

life blanched

by a frozen torch  the organizing force
that causes snow to stick

breathing now on windows face after face
smothering spires and creeping cars

muting hustling hours into waking slumber.

New York
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Naznin Seamon
| WON'T LET YOU

| cry alot,

but they remain unheard to you.

The busy streets swallow down my utmost wail of anguish
like a hungry bird eating up a slender worm.

No one ever spent time listening to me,
Not even YOU!

My unheard stories are the emblem of my desolated soul.
Sure you heard me, but never listened;

so | speak to myself, holding my own hand,

console myself in the midst of a dark, cold, lonely night
‘cause | won't let you extinguish the flame of my mind.

EVIDENCE

They ask to show my bruises, but

I have none!

My eyes were never swollen,

no one ever punched me on my face

or tortured to leave me half dead,

no mark of strangulation on my slender but irritated throat.
I have no discoloration on my fairly light skin,

never | went on hunger to be a bag of bones;

no lost limbs or injury to mend,

nor do | look withered at all.

They refuse to have reliance on my assertion

as if | am the transgressor and

give me abominable looks waiting to tear me apart
like a cackle of hungry hyena.

Destitute, | give a blank stare . . .
How can | show my wounded heart,
captivated thoughts, wrecked desires,

18
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shattered dreams, unredeemed hopes,

suppressed wills, silenced voice and on and on?

No one left any evidence except my zealous memory
of austerity and deserted struggle.

INSANITY

The voice of insanity hounds me trailing from past to present
rupturing my sweet sensible delicately compassionate mind.

Like a hunted deer, | too writhe in pain as if it's my utmost destiny.
Abandoned, | bury my deepest thoughts in the graveyard though
the haughty air swirls around me like a bee to the honeysuckle.

In a dusty world | am deserted, deprived of my dreamy life—

my shadow is my only companion.

Around neck is my mother’s umbilical cord, choking me hard;
penetrating pest over my desecrated body and mind hammers my
nonchalance . . .

| have nowhere to escape.

New York
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David Lawton
CONUNDRUM

Lingering in the graveyard of memory
Through received transmission

By way of high vacuum cathode ray tube
In three strip color technology

From Television City in Hollywood!
Brought to you by the good folks at
Uncle Ben’s Converted Rice

Borscht belt oracle

Spoke of the absurdity

Of the purple car

Causing uproarious laughter
From his well-fed audience

Quiz show conundrum

Dressed in shtick

For union scale

Game board sliding panels

Reveal puzzle’s inscrutability
Reproachful buzzer dooms contestant
To tragical consolation prize

Ding! Ding! Ding! The blinking bell

Declares The Purple Car the new improved thing
It's good product placement to have a bonus round
With the violet object of which you dream

The Purple Car killed vaudeville
Made the cathode ray tube obsolete
Ran over every dinosaur

Left our demographic in the dust

The Purple Car stays so damn cool
That it will freeze your old ass out
It does not need to get the joke

But you will be sure to remember it

20



Vaguely, inexplicably

Like some lame advertising jingle
Stuck in the back of your head.

POEM FOR MISS DICKINSON

The enterprising honey bee
Hov'ring in the sultry summer haze
Became your endless fascination
Seeding pure poetic reverie

Miraculous defiance of gravity

More effortless than birds on the wing
Like ShakespeareMlidsummeifairies
Flitting about your open ear

Waxen extraction of nectar

Rich source of life’s vital essence
An aching mystery to behold
While feeding off your own desires

As the conservatory windows

Became the bound’ries of your world
And exotic plants and hothouse flowers
As close as there was to soulmates

Shabdaguchha, Issue 75/76

Shabdaguchha

Would ne’er bring you Fame'’s laurel crown
Nor would dipping pen in inkwell
Pollinate an only heart

So instead you dallied with Death
That elegantly clad coachman
Promenading in your mind

About one’s final destiny

Each trip outside of Amherst town
Narrowed your fearful horizons
Each needy poetic inquiry

Sadly deemed unfathomable

Nobody

No correspondent
Reverend
Professor

Could help you

Only Whitman could have saved you
Singular giant in the gloaming

Would have ta’en you in lovelorn arms
And whispered, “Yes, your way is true”.

EYE LIE

Nobody Eye suffer from a disease

No Father It's called chronic eye lie syndrome

Brother

Sister-in-law Eye do not see things as they are, but for how they threaten my

narrow worldview
Burst blood vessel lightning bolts of outrage in my repressive vision

Could help you

The vice-like grip of corsetry
Squeezed out each flame of passion You may read my holy book, and infer His grace applies to you
The crinoline soaking with sweat Yet all eye can comprehend is that only those who see like me are
An egregious affront to God’s eyes chosen

Only those who tap that oil, frack that shale, clean coal with their
Your barefoot rank on dewy grass insatiable tongues
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Or however they rape Mother Nature and claim she wanted it

Eye haven't seen it with my own eyes, but I've been told how eye
should see it
And though that view has been debunked by numerous reliable
sources
Eye persist in accepting it, because no one (else) is going to tell me
What eye didn't see

Eye know eye haven't seen me get mine
What eye was told eye could get
So eye can'’t see anyone new getting anything at all

The way eye see it, we are all liars

What eye need to see is someone who does not respect his own lies
Who makes it obvious he does not care if he is believed

That's what eye am looking for

If eye see something
Eye know it is expected that eye say something
But, hey, eye am no snitch!

New York
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Bishnupada Ray
SHOOTING STAR

a meteor shoots across the sky
to fulfill my wish

but what is my wish?

| fumble to recall

and before | can recall my wish

it shoots away with a mystique tail
leaving me mesmerized.

AVALANCHE

| wish that one day

| will break myself loose
and roar down the earth
like an avalanche.

HILL QUEEN

when the hills come alive
with the beads of light

like twinkling stars

the phosphorescence of cities
gathers at her feet

for a glimpse of her
revelations of darkness.

MARCH

the diamond blades of march
flashed with betrayal

you too, my dear?

and blood flowed from my back
and ran through the dust

like a desert snake.

India
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Ellen Lytle
THE ELASTICITY OF TIME

‘there comes a point in life

when your mind outlives yr desires’

from ‘the life of david gale’

(a literature professor accused of false rape

on death row who sacrifices his life for the Anti Death Penalty)

the way she sits there w/ her pale hands curled over an iphone and her
thickly polished nails, part of a picture hanging

in a room painted a color between peach and pink,

containing a husband sitting on a bed,

and 2 spotted doggies on a rug

well, i've been there, in that bedroom before

w/ those doggies, that husband; seen it all somewhere
else, and before crawling under cool sheets, looking out
her windows onto a yardsandy patchedin-between weeds
i wonder why are window views so special?

a bird’'s eye focus on a world outside myself;

the sigh on an old women's face when she thinks of belt

buckles, a woolen skirt, school supplies, even cheap socks because
it's autumn and nothing goes wrong; especially w/his mouth bent
towards her breast, her head tucked under his arm

Il
‘there comes a point in life
when time outlives your desires’

‘the life of david gale’

disappointment, she thinks is sometimes far homelier
than out and out misery: the turning point in a life

25
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once cheery or at least optimistic,
until its pitched a hard ball
that splinters

shattering mind and heart simultaneously;
a punch in the gut and all that's hopeful
slow-leaks out of you, thendeflates

to your feet, socks, underwear

and a wooly sweater

you lie in a rubber puddle: c'est toute

0, of course it's about love: and of course that love ebbs
and of course its a bumpy ride,force quitting frolics

in the sky, and of course it was alive w/a sugar

sweet night, of course it's the salt of Niobe

that gave her such insight, and of course

it was sharing themselves
that caused him fright

but of course now

it feels distant
haphazardly scribbled

a smudged outline of life

In the end

their fire turned torpid

no trigger, not even a spark

just slow burning ash lying in wait
for a combustible hale

New York
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Richard Jeffry Newman

THE CENTO

I knew the blues song front to back.

| was not the only one
exiled from the sanctuary of virtue.

All you need is meat.
It stands up in praise of God,
and yet you're still alive.

The colord heard stayed.

Her bookmarks were dead flowers,
razor sharpened on both ends.
Before the idea of awe,

| did not know

what to say or what to do.

I have to hold on tight,

or | will be killed.
Powerful winds

rifle through these parts,
a price she will be paying
until she is old.

How is our imperative to endure
different from yours?

First Tuesdays Cento — June 5, 2018
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This poem is composed of lines from work perforna¢dhe June 5 First
Tuesdays open mic by, in order of appearance: D@&miy, Liz Gray
(reading a translation of Hafez), Barbara Gray,evial G. Keane (reading
Sharon Olds), Marty Levine, Pat Duffy, Stained Nagk Herb Rubenstein,
Dan Fleshler, Lydia Chang, Norman Stock, Henry Buasgs Malcolm
Chang, &Pichchenda Bao. (Since the cento is contposally during the
open mic, without reference to the line breakshim ariginal poems, the line
breaks in this poem were determined by Richardre}efNewman, First
Tuesdays curator.) The feature poet of the evestiassanal Abdullah, the

editor, Shabdaguchha
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Roni Adhikari
ONE DAY OUT OF THIS NEIGHBORHOOD

1

I would have to be out of this neighborhood
embracing the solitary land,

I would have to walk through the stagnant blue water,
wrapping my wound and mournful limbs.

In the unfortunate yard of my failures, nested flickering fire . . .

One day, | would definitely live this neighborhood,
I would go beyond the gray blinds of this naked world.

Knowing all this, a man awaited, and then

slept abundantly in the vast field,

noticed the wrestling of the soil and human limbs—
though it was risky and saddening.

The sky diffused the deep layer of blue,
the sunlight draped the color to be squeezed,
the fog scattered and got thicker.

Thus, every man and woman of the world sleeping
like this have learned a lot from the widened field
and flooded gorges—Ilearned how intensely

the taste of life got completely mixed up.

2

My shadow walked through the city of ghosts
and in the stairs of deceptions as if

it has been hanged . . .

| walked behind the shade of the sun—

| walked, | had to,

I had to walk through the solitude, and
the secluded earth-land,

silently, in a naked stillness;

| walked, | had to.
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THE DREAM RAFT WON'T FLOAT

From the Ice Age till today, Mandira has pleased herself uhddir

tree and regularly ruled her lower lip with the power of her upper
teeth . . . the hanging shadow mixing with sunlight, gathering on her
face. The train-whistle gradually gets clearer . . . shélezspore
vessels as if they were a pulsating heart—suddenly toucheakeby t
softness of rain. Perhaps, the train would spread the musky smell a
it runs away! Day, month, year, century, and even the sunlight would
disappear one after the other. . . at the time of hunger and.ddieat
train would be rusted; Mandira’s limbs would be rusted too, and our
dreams, we would then know that the dream raft won't floahén t
dark, or on the back of an octopus.

AN OPEN LETTER TO NIGHT

Night, touch eternity,

touch my hand, touch my shape.
Bathe in the seasonal rain,

and get sick again . . .

Walk along the wet path in the unprotected dark—
worship Nature with deep love and longing,
let your desire be back to your soul’'s consciousness.

Turn blue in love, in acute poison . . .
I know, you can be bluish, beautiful, and bizarre;
dreaming of my survival, | gradually get stronger.

I have burned so many poetic nights in my eye-burner,
though the night was never translated into the morning.

At the pit of the civilized Ajanta, rubbing stones,
| draw the destiny of the sun,

and keep on knocking at the nocturnal door

for a successful dawn.

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah
Dhaka
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Dhanonjoy C Saha

DEATH OF MY DREAMS

| didn’t think the beauty of my
Childhood would ever end, but it did

Not because the government was bad
The military had killed innocent people
The politicians had abused religions or
Natural calamities had stifled the economy

It was because | saw the colors of the butterflies fade
The bees couldn't collect nectar from flowers,

Rivers stopped singing their tidal songs
And people around me forgot to dream for the future

North Carolina
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Howard Pflanzer
JURY DUTY

No cameras allowed in the jury room
The TV is pictureless

Feeble wifi for your laptop

No coffee

Just soda

The state is financially challenged
Things are tight

Justice doesn't pay.

A SMALL SUBVERSION

A stamp stuck on wrong

Ripped off

Replaced right

Hanging half unstuck

Mailed

Will the survey get there

| really don't care

Maybe its loss will spark a revolution
If not

There is a pleasure in not complying.

ISLAND AVENUE

No paradise island located in a sea of riches
No thatched huts and smiling natives

Only rows of gray and black camping tents
With a touch of feminist pink

Housing a cohort of the homeless

Men and women trapped in limbo
Scavenging the streets for castoffs
Struggling day to day to survive

As the condo towers rise above them
Pushing them to the margins

And oblivion for those who want them out of sight.

New York
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Maki Starfield
BLACKNESS

Black,

The world

Was created

In your image:

Don’'t come here

Don’t move on

Run away from here

Turn to the right

With your umbrella

Return to the left

With your shining cell phone
Golden accessories,

With spirits and victories
Sadness can’t penetrate
The special bondage of a black
| just know the right color,
At the opposite door,

My heart opens

From the conflict, from hope
Of the human race

My homeland,
Melancholy yellow
Skin,

Rose

I love you.

Your hands

Grab traces of my shadow
| prefer the rose tattoo
You are sunburned
Fire,

A mixed flow in flight,
Unique nations,
Syllable

Of burned skin,
Faraway
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Of an ancient heart
Appeared

A light with light
Make a road

To the black-less
Beauty

Of color!

NOT ENOUGH LOVE

Love drops spill
On your silky breast smoothly

Nakedness and passion

And written
In love items

God of underwear
Saying good-bye

Moonless night

A sigh of love without words
With eternal kisses

Where my hotness part merges
With your break trapped

In the dance of lovemaking

Like a bullet of love

Our bodies become

Only flame and poetry

In the center

Of the lovemaking mirror
Ecstasy, desire

And

Perfect lack of our weight
Oh love!

Deeper than moonlight

New York
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Shabdaguchha
Natasha R. Clarke
THE LETTER

The man of silver hair licked the envelope
inundated with saliva and frost.

His lips were chapped and paper cut.

He pushed his thumbs against the edges
sealing it with a stamp.

The crinkled paper fit in his coat pocket.

He put on green gloves and a captain's hat
pulling it down a bit, covering his glossy eyes.
His boots were pulled over his thin pants.
He grunted, "Humph!"

He stepped outside, the cold stung his nose.
He took out the withered letter

and placed it in the snow.

A young deer came with green-tinted eyes.
It took the letter in its small mouth

and left with a nod.

The man nodded in return.

He wrote letters to the doe,

the doe who was his only friend.

RED PEN
(for Grandpa)

His wispy hair falls in pieces to the ground,
the particles tripping over the rim of his nose.

He lifts a finger to rub away the morning exhaust

from his eyelids.

His mouth open and chapped,

set in one position as he reads.

He reads poems with his red pen.
He sits content and happy,

waiting as his granddaughters write
for something he can read,

content and happy

with his red pen.
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TOFFEE

She is caramelized molasses.
Butter and raisin-colored swirls
cover her fur.
Like a lion-Sphinx,
she stares at me.
standing strong and tall.
Her mane of white snow
cascades down her neck
like a spoonful of fluffernutter.
Her hazel-green eyes
remind me of the scent
of warm apple cider
on a brisk autumn day.

Her tail is like a plume that puffs up
when her sunshine is showing.
Like a smurf, she chirps endlessly,
never running out of breath.
For hours, she waits by my door

purring loudly

for her to be caressed.
For, after all,
she is a cat.

Long Island, NY
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Shabdaguchha
Amirah Al Wassif
GREETINGS FROM THE HELL

| remember! Yes, | remember this letter

When my tears decided to escape

Out of me, | felt that is better

My soul took over my shape

I heard him laughing at me and clearly makes fun
| could not aware how his love for me

Became hurtful like a gun

| remember! Yes, | remember this letter
When | fell to my knees

Crying with my pets

Grieve together

Watering our pain tree

| remember your face within the paper
Looking slyly at me

| seemed like a victim of a kidnapper
Or a tiny hay in a big sea

| remember! Yes, | remember my love
Feeding my eyes your words

Your words, your shots!

Ah! | remember how | would

Keeping it in my heart, my shell

But tell me how I could

Welcome your greetings from the hell?

Egypt
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John Smelcer

ZEN RAVEN

Raven wanted to learn patience.
So he sat amid stones

on a mountain

for a thousand years—
neither he nor the stones
saying a word.

SAGHANI GGAAY ZEN
("Zen Raven" in Ahtna)
Saghani Ggaay den ghaetl'.
Xa' dii daa yae’' ts'es
dghelaay ts’en’

c’etiy xay—

Saghani Ggaay ‘et ts’es
kole ghaas.

A MINOR CORRECTION

Back when Raven was a person in mythic times
all rivers ran both ways:

upriver and downriver.

Raven decided that life was too easy for people,
so he made rivers flow only one way.

All the following days were toil.
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CUTSENDZE' GGAAY
("A Minor Correction" in Ahtna)

Saghani Ggaay ‘et koht’aene ghile’ yenida’a
‘el ‘Atna’tu len nadaeggi xuyae’:

nae’ ‘et daa’.

Saghani Ggaay yaa naa tae gha denaey,
xa' yen tsii ‘Atna’tu len yaen’ ts’itghu.

Dzaenta ‘udii ukesdez’taet yihk’ets’en.

RAVEN AND BUTTERFLY

Raven watched a caterpillar crawling on a branch.
It made itself into a cocoon and transformed

into a beautiful butterfly.

Raven was jealous for six months.

SAGHANI GGAAY ‘EL LAHTS'IBAAY
("Raven and Butterfly" in Ahtna)

Saghani Ggaay gguux dzuuts'i ‘aen uus zucene’.
Gguux dzuuts’i ggux hwnax tsii ‘et zdlaen

kasuundze’ lahts’ibaay.
Saghani Ggaay lae ts’ae gistaani na’'aay.

[Originally written and then translated from thehtAa, the severely
endangered language from Alaska of which the potta only one left who
can read and write in the language. Presentedwititehe original.—editor]

Alaska
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Hassanal Abdullah
A TALE OF SHRINKAGE

I shrink a little everyday.

| feel as if with a sharp knife, someone shaves off

the uppermost particles of my hand, nose, and ear.

| gradually deflate like a ball kept in the corner of a storetoom

I am not in need of anything.

My children are growing up with excited wings.

Day by day | am also getting suited at my workplace,
and enough food is being placed on my table.

Yet |, like a shooting star, gradually lose light.

I shrink a little everyday.

My days get shortened.

My nightly sleeping time gets shortened.

The depths of my friendship become shallower.

The fabulous phase of my circular orbit reduces its radius.
My traveling horizon contracts—

I incessantly shrink a little at the turn of each day.

LONGING

Let our days be prolonged,
let our nights be prolonged,
let our world be widened and stronger.
Let the time of our uniqgue meeting
be a little longer.

Let this passion be prolonged;
affection of our beloved children,

the fragrance of green grass,

the smile of roses at the window,
faces of people we love;

let our upstream sail

and the busiest rowing be prolonged.
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| MUST WALK TOWARDS ETERNITY

Wrapped in a distant mystery,

my own past comes up and

knocks at my door. Scenes, as if

they were live, project on my heart's frame.
When | was exactly like you, with

the aid of my crafty little fingers,

picking gray hairs,

smiling, | too put a quarter or two

in my pocket—that money is now
buried beneath the shade of time.

A few of my own hairs have also grayed now.
Time toiled away even faster than that.
I know that moments of the past

would not call me again by my name.

I know those lucky quarters

would not be of any use now.

The known, intimate faces that, with the
vicious spin of time,

have gone to embrace eternity,

| sometimes

would search them in my own self.

And at the sound of your little feet,

| would also portray my past.

One day, you too will find your trace
into those of your children's.

And, 1, turning into a gray past,

would walk towards eternity. . .

Translated from the Bengali by Ekok Soubir

New York
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LETTERS TO THE EPITOR:

1. Dear Hassanal: | admire your intelligence batladvanced mathematics and
powerful poetry! ...Your advanced mathematics seemsédomaking your
impressive poetry!

Naoshi Koriyama, Tokyo
12.26, 2017

2.

Hassanal, | know you said you were leaving for Bamesh, but | thought if |
remember right, it was in February. Last time we ateYale Club without you,
| think you had to go to some event.

The next session of Yale Poetsis on January 1€ #riday of the month.
Hopefully both you guys will read some poems thay.dStanley is preparing
flyers for it.

Between now and the year's end | have to finishlomg physics papers, so I'll
be busy with them, plus entertaining an old studésiting from California....

With dear friends like you guys | think | will beee a full time poet when the
new year arrives!

Much love to both of you and a tender hug!!

Sultan Catto, Jew Jersey
12.26, 2017

3. Dear Hassanal,

| am so honored and most grateful for this Awapeeially when | know the
work you do for poets and poetry around the wavldny thanks, my friend.

Peter Thabit Jones Welse
12.17. 2017

4. 7934 ¢ wEfmeTa S wrekl, Hassan (Hassanal Abdullah)! Next year | hope to
be there, with enough advance planning. At the rmirham at the Orcasland
Lit Fest.=tws AifS o9 wrow!

Carolyne Wright, Washington
04.14.2018
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5.
Hi,

It was nice meeting you, thank you for stoppingdmyg chatting at the poetry
festival!l Thank you also for getting a copy ©his Love is Like the Gitmo:
Poems from My Spitift hope you enjoy it and please consider writageview
on amazon. | have included a direct link belowydlu follow that link and
scroll down, you will see where it says customeiew and it will let you write
a review or add a comment.

Hope you had a safe journey. And if you have ofitesentations here
in Massachusetts, let us know! | have read sonmtbepoems in the magazine
and have found them very inspiring. Thanking youthe copy! Take care,

Denise Moyo,Massachusetts
05.09.2018

6. | met you on Saturday afternoon quite late endhy at the vendor table of the
Poet from Zimbabwe, who is the social worker...sad bought her book about
grief or prisons of the mind. My name is Samantr@e] | was not able to attend
the conference as a whole, but | am a poet. Stgrttiere | wanted to converse
with you at length for some reason, but | was moé bout what. | have found
your biography. | am interested in the form youateel, however it was like
this, "Human Beings and the Universe and how Bfeednnected to the outer
space using almost all the major scientific theoriand evolutionary
understanding" that made me understand why | "kngwd’ | have been in my
own way learning these things (or perhaps... reneeimg them;).

| look forward to reading your book! and to writirgpbme new Swatantra
Sonnets.

| wish you love and blessings,

Samantha Jane Boston
05.07.2018
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