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Nicholas Birns 
 
BANGABANDHU SHEIK MUJIBUR RAHMAN:  
                                BANGLADESH’S LEADER OF RECORD 
 
Some nations discover their freedom only gradually—as was true 
of Canada, Australia, and New Zealand. Some find their national 
identity before they have fully learned how to be free, as was true 
of most European countries. Bangladesh was like the United States 
in winning its freedom in an armed struggle. America had as its 
liberation leader somebody whose very identity resists the concept, 
George Washington, a gentleman farmer, a conciliator, more of a 
chairman of the board; than a charismatic leader. Washington lived 
into retirement, revered by all his (white) countrymate 
(Washington, like most of the US Founding Fathers, was a 
slaveholder), even those of what by then had become the opposing 
political faction. Mujibur Rahman, on the other hand, was killed 
by his own countryman after only four years, becoming a martyr 
as well as a liberator.  
 
Bangabandhu Sheik Mujibur Rahman was as vital to the liberation 
of Bangladesh  as George Washington was to that of the United 
States. But whereas Washington’s country was a prosperous one, 
one whose colonization had marginalized it but not bled it dry, 
Mujib’s country sufferedinstability, famine, flooding, and poverty, 
and was inevitably caught within the nexus of world power politics 
and Cold War competition. If Mujib, like Washington, steered 
clear of entangling alliances, he did not have the luxury of a big 
ocean between his country and the foreign powers most urgent for 
him to deal with.  
 
I remember seeing, at the age of six, television coverage of the 
starvation and suffering in Bangladesh. I was aware that there was 
new nation, that the East Pakistan that was displayed on the globes 
and maps that surrounded me was now something different. But by 
the time I came to political awareness, in the late 1970s, Mujib 
was no longer on the scene. To replace by lesser leaders who often 
found the problems of Bangladesh difficult to manage and were 

Shabdaguchha 
 

 4 

overthrown by figures who offered no ampler solutions.  I was 
aware that Sheikh Mujibur Rahman was Bangladesh’s leader of 
record. He was one of the contemporary world leaders who 
inspired me as a teenage boy and who I thought of as a role model 
for how to be just, foresighted, and deal with adverse 
circumstances and the necessity of difficulty decisions.  
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sheik Mujib was essential to Bangladesh, as its liberation leader 
and still its guiding star.  But he was also important to the broader 
world. He was an example of a national leader who inspired fierce 
loyalty from his people but who did not develop a cult of 
personality or use his charisma to yoke the masses to his own 
vision. Photographs and video footage show an unassuming man, 
somebody comfortable in his own skin, someone who wished to 
inspire and guide, but not to manipulate or control. He was that 
rare statesman who was also a gentleman and also simply a man of 
the modern world, a cosmopolitan, twentieth-century man who 
happened to be Bengali, not somebody who defined his humanity 
simply by his ethnic origin. Whereas so many post-colonial leaders 
in Africa, Asia, and Latin America become dictators or strongmen, 
Mujib was an impressive potentate, but not someone who ruled 
with an iron hand. 
     He was also very important as a secular nationalist. In this, he 
was perhaps a throwback to the nineteenth century, when 
European nationalists such as Cavour, Palacky, and Mickiewicz 
were liberal and idealists, who saw their peoples’ liberation as an 
act of autonomy and self-determination that as good for the world, 
not just for their own people in a narrow linguistic or religion 
sense. This vision was emulated in the Muslim world by Jamal al-
Din al-Afghani and (despite everything) Muhammad Iqbal. 
Whereas Pakistan was a nation founded on religious premises, the 

He was one of the contemporary world 
leaders who inspired me as a teenage boy 
and who I thought of as a role model for 
how to be just, foresighted, and deal with 
adverse circumstances and the necessity 
of difficulty decisions.  
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Bangladesh that broke away from its imposed identity as East 
Pakistan was an avowedly secular nation that honored the right of 
the vast majority of its citizens to practice Islam but did not 
premiseits own state identity on Islam on a theocratic way. If 
Pakistan had dared to stare insightfully into the future and permit 
the Awami League to form a government in Islamabad that would 
rule both wings, Pakistan might have survived as a nation that 
transcended its geographical and linguistic difficulties by an 
acknowledgment of plural identities. Pakistan as its was 
constituted could not permit this, and Bangladesh broke away in a 
heroic war of liberation. The result of this war was not just another 
geographical unit but a nation that had formed in defense of its 
own secular principles and its belief in the imperatives of 
individual conscience. The American Founding Fathers, who 
represented various stirpes of Christianity both orthodox and 
unorthodox, would have recognized and admired Mujib’s 
principled secularism.  
 
In a complex way, Mujib helped remote a more stable world. 
When Bangladesh became independent, it was thought that it 
would align with India, and therefore India’s geopolitical ally, the 
Soviet Union, mirroring Chins;’ sponsorship of Pakistan and the 
US ‘tilt’ to Pakistan after 1971 initiated by Richard Nixon and his 
Secretary of State, Henry Kissinger. But Mujib cannily kept lines 
of communications open to all sides and not only did not 
antagonize China and the US, but placed Bangladesh as apiece on 
the Asian chessboard in a way that helped make possible 
establishment of cordial relations between the US and China. This 
has, in my conversations with Chinese scholars when I have 
visited China,  made him admired in china in ways that would 
have hardly been anticipated in the immediate wake of the events 
of 1971.  
 
Though the relationship between art and politics is never, and 
should not be, totally congenial—they are after all up to very 
different things—it is proper to recognize Sheik Mujib in this 
journal devoted to Bengali and world poetry and poetics. 
Muhammed Nurel Huda, in a 2017 piece in The Daily Star, called 
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Sheik Mujib a “poet of politics.” He understood how to use 
language to explain, arouse, and console, and also to bridge the 
gap between his own vision of the future and that of a people that 
was not as ready to join him in that future as he was but that he 
coaxed and taught towards that end.As a rhetorician, he was 
unmatched among statesman. His March 7, 1971 speech at what is 
now the Suhrawardy Udyan, his words were Churchillian both in 
their principled determination to holdfast to ideals and awareness 
that strong and effective language itself was a motivator of 
resistance and honor. "Build forts in each homestead. You must 
resist the Pakistani enemy with whatever you have in hand. 
Remember, we have given a lot of blood, a lot more blood we shall 
give if need be, but we shall liberate the people of this country, 
Insha Allah. The struggle this time is the struggle for our 
emancipation; the struggle this time is the struggle for 
independence." 
     The 1974 episode where Rafiq Azad’s poem “Bhat de 
Haramzada” was attacked for saying that Bangladesh had to feed 
its people first before it can truly be said to liberate them stretched 
Mujib’s tolerance for free and honest speech. But the way this 
issue was resolved—with Rafiq Azad not facing discipline or 
prison, as he would have in nearly every other country in Asia at 
that time, and the state recognizing the difference between 
critiquing and controlling speech—would have made the story of 
postcolonial nations much happier had it been emulated in every 
newborn country of the late twentieth century. The Bangladesh 
that Sheik Mujibur Rahman was on his way to creating before his 
tragic death was a house with many windows, a nation proud and 
pluralistic. Nearly fifty years after liberation, the memory of this 
great leader still beckons to Bangladesh and the world. 
 
 
 
 
*This article has been written to honor Bangabandhu Sheik Mujibur 
Rahman (1920-1975), the father of the nation, Bangladesh, on his 100th 
birthday. 
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Alicia Ostriker 

DOES POETRY MAKE NOTHING HAPPEN? 
 
“Poetry makes nothing happen,” said W.H.Auden, and many 
people like that idea and believe it, but some of us disagree.  
Poetry makes many things happen. Poetry can tear at the heart 
with its claws, make the neural nets shiver, flood us with hope, 
despair, longing, ecstasy, love, anger, terror.  It can help us to 
think more lucidly.  It can force us to laugh.  Poetry can as Josef 
Conrad put it, make us see. It can make us feel. Poetry has not 
been weaponized, like its sister arts advertising and pornography, 
designed and perfected by money, designed to enslave us, to make 
us want things.   
 
Yet it does have designs on us. Some of us believe poetry makes 
us want to change our lives, as Rilke’s torso of Apollo says. 
 
From time to time some of us believe poetry can change the world.  
A ridiculous idea, but in fact it is true, poetry can change the 
world.  I’ll give four examples. 
 
Did you know that John Milton invented Mick Jagger? Milton’s 
Paradise Lost was the book every English gentleman needed to 
read, all through the nineteenth century. It upholds the social 
orderbigtime. Yet Milton’s Satan in Paradise Lost is the rebel who 
becomes the template for every proud outsider type from Lord 
Byron to Marlon Brando and onward to Mick Jagger and Ice Cube.  
Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven! Satan’s declaration is 
amotto of masculinity that continues to impactour culture. 
 
William Blake said Milton was a true poet and of the devil’s party 
without knowing it.  Blake also said “If the doors of perception 
were cleansed, everything would appear to man as it really is, 
Infinite.” Blake’s visionary phrase, and the visionary thrust of all 
his poetry, brought us Aldous Huxley’s hugely influential 
experiments with LSD and mescaline. Huxley’s Doors of 

Shabdaguchha 
 

 8 

Perception, 1954, ushers in the age of mind-altering drugs and the 
music and visual art accompanying it.  Blake’s poem “Jerusalem” 
with its arrows of desire and chariots of fire attacking the dark 
Satanic mills of industrialism is the de facto British national 
anthem. 
 
Wilfred Owen was not the first anti-war poet in history, but his 
poetry is both unswerving in its anger, and unrelentingly beautiful.  
For thousands of years poets have celebrated war and its heroes. 
Homer and Virgil, the nameless authors of Gilgamesh and 
Beowulf, Tennyson with his “Charge of the Light Brigade” that 
school kids had to learn, reflect a civilization’s worship of war. 
Wifred Owen quotes “Dulceet decorum est pro patria mori”–sweet 
and fitting it is to die for your country—and calls it “the old lie.”  
Wilfred Owen made it acceptable to be opposed to war. 
 
It would be fun on this occasion to talk about the women’s poetry 
movement which collectively opened new possibilities for 
women’s life and art.  But I spent five years writing a book that 
tries to do that—Stealing the Language: the Emergence of 
Women’s Poetry in America.  And it would be fun to talk about 
Cave Canem, recently celebrating its 20th anniversary, with a list 
of its 50 or so brilliant master teachers and poets whose powerful 
work has changed the course of the river of poetry in America—
and perhaps the world. Both the women’s poetry movement and 
Cave Canem are instances of poetic communities changing 
society.  It would be fun to talk about Allen Ginsberg, it would be 
fun to talk about Muriel Rukeyser and Carolyn Forche, and it 
would be fun to talk about Martin Espada, But let me say 
something about the single poem that changed the meaning of 
America. 
 
The poet and journalist Emma Lazarus wrote the sonnet “The New 
Colossus” in 1883 to raise money for the construction of a pedestal 
for the Statue of Liberty.  The statue was a gift from France to the 
United States, created to celebrate our two countries’ alliance as 
republics.  Its original title was Liberty Enlightening the World.  It 
had nothing to do with immigration. In 1903, the poem was cast 
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onto a bronze plaque and mounted inside the pedestal's lower 
level. Everyone knows this poem, or at least its last 6 lines  in the 
voice of the “Mother of Exiles” offering “world-wide welcome:” 
 
“Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she 
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 
 
The words Lazarus has this figure cry “with silent lips” still bring 
tears to my own eyes, tears of admiration and gratitude. Mother of 
Exiles!—world-wide welcome!—let me suggest that this poem 
succeeded, surely beyond the poet’s wildest dreams, in changing 
the meaning of the statue, the meaning of the port of New York 
City, and the meaning of the United States of America.  It defined 
us as a nation of immigrants.  We still are a nation of immigrants, 
although many of our fellow Americans always did and would still 
like to kick that door shut and extinguish that lamp. 
 
Were it not for the rather reluctant welcome this country offered to 
my grandparents, who arrived on these shores just around the time 
this poem was written—I wouldn’t be here. Probably many of you, 
our audience today, wouldn’t be here either. But here we all are, 
using poetry to make things happen. 
 
October 24, 2019, Poets’ House, NYC 
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Kazimierz Burnat 
 
FATHOMING 
 
I am lacking a few moments 
to own 
distance in reverie 
over the embers burnt out  
 
I close my eyes 
 
and sense the fleeting whisper of tomorrow 
the moon gives in 
to soft light of the Morning 
 
with warm pulse 
I am inscribing myself within its freshness 
to add new meaning to intimacy 
 
I nestle into the trunk 
my own piece of sky 
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Ab yaveb  
 
K‡qKwU gyn~Z©I Avgvi †bB 
w`ev¯̂cœ¸‡jv a‡i 
`~ieZ©x R¡jš— Av¸‡b 
cywo‡q †`evi 
 
Avwg †PvL eÜ Kwi 
 
Ges AvMvgx Kv‡ji ¶Y ’̄vqx 
wdmwdm aivi †Póv Kwi 
Pvù  †h big Av‡jv †X‡j †`q mnR mKv‡j 
Dò ü`¯ú›`b m‡ZRZvi 
gv‡S hy³ nq 
NwbóZvi bZzb A_© 
 
Avgvi Avevm ev· e›`x 
GK UzK‡iv Avgvi wbR¯̂ AvKvk 
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WITHOUT THE WORDS 
 
Close 
 
hand in hand with not waking day 
penetrate into the vastness of the pane 
crystal light 
 
deep sigh 
touch lips 
hot breath 
 
ephemeral moments 
embarrassment as the dawn 
however, oxygen to the heart 
and for the psyche 
 
secret song of impulse 
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kã nxb  
 
KvQvKvwQ 
 
nv‡Z nvZ †i‡L †R‡M IVv w`b 
we —̄xY©Zvi †fZ‡i Xy‡K hvq 
ùwUK Av‡jvi g‡Zv 
 
`xN©k¦vm  
†Vuv‡U †Qvuqv †VuvU 
Mig wbk¦vm 
 
Zvr¶wYK gyn~Z©iv 
weeªZKi mKv‡ji g‡Zv 
hw`I, ürwc‡Ê 
Ges gvbmc‡U Aw·‡Rb n‡q _v‡K 
 
_v‡K Av‡eMgq †Mvcb Mv‡b 
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IGNITE SENSE 
 
It is not enough to reverse thinking 
in another direction 
towel wrap dreams 
relieved heat 
her body 
moistened in the clash 
with just sketched stimulus 
 
you need to determine nonsense 
to later 
luminous tentacles forearms 
excite the sense of 
in the arms of Morpheus 
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R¡‡ j  IV v † eva  
 
wPš—v‡K cvwë‡q wecixZgywL 
KivB h‡_ó bq 
ZvIqv‡j †gvov ¯̂cœ 
Zvcnxb 
Zvi †`n 
msN‡l© wbwl³ n‡q 
DÏxcbv Gu‡K †`q 
 
†Zvgvi A_©nxbZv wbwðZ Kiv `iKvi 
D¾¡j †jvgk evû 
†ev‡ai AvKi Zz‡j a‡i 
giwdqv‡mi ỳÕevûi gv‡S 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Translated into Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah 
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Stanley H. Barkan 
 
SEPTEMBER SKIES 
 
 
I 
 
A squadron of great white clouds 
hover in the aquatinted sky. 
No bird, kite or plane— 
just my rising thoughts . . .  
 
 
II 
 
Gray clouds 
slate across 
the dawn sky. 
Night falls 
like a shade 
down the windowpane. 
No stars shine . . .  
 
 
III 
 
Great gun-metal clouds 
covering the morning sky— 
just some blue patches. 
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† m ‡ Þ¤̂‡ ii  AvKvk 
 
 
1 
 
mv`v †g‡Ni GKwU Amvgvb¨ †¯‹vqvW©b 
†Nv‡i Rjfiv AvKv‡k AvKv‡k| 
cvwL †bB, †bB Nywo wK¤v̂ †cb— 
†Kej Avgvi D`xqgvb wPš—fvebv¸‡jv . . .  
 
 
2 
 
a~mi †g‡Ni 
† −̄U †h‡bv 
†fv‡ii AvKvk| 
ivwÎ bv‡g 
Rvbvjvi c`©vi gZb| 
R¡‡j bv †Kv‡bv Zviv . . .  
 
 
3 
 
e›`y‡Ki b‡ji gZb 
`ỳ ©vš— †g‡Ni Qvqv bv‡g 
†fv‡ii AvKvk Ry‡o— 
GKUz AvaUz †Quov †Quov bxj| 
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HOUSEHUSBAND 
 
So now your’re away . . . 
I have to wash & dry the dishes, do the laundry, 
shop for groceries, pay the newsboy, 
make sure everyone gets up and out on time, 
dispense allowance, settle the screaming between 
our son & daughter, drive her to the station 
(try to keep her from driving us all crazy). 
So now I know what it’s like to be a wife— 
just what you’ve always wanted. 
So when are you coming home? 
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M „n¯̂vgx 
 
AZGe, Zzwg GLb `~‡i ... 
Avwg _vjvevmb ay‡q ïwK‡q ivwL, jwÛª †_‡K Kvco ay‡q Avwb, 
KvuPv evRvi Kwi, KvM‡Ri wej †`B, 
†LvuR ivwL mevB wVKVvK Nyg †_‡K DV‡jv wKbv, 
mgq g‡Zv evB‡i †M‡jv wKbv, 
ev”Pv‡`i nv‡Z wUwd‡bi LiP Zz‡j †`B, 
I‡`i †fZiKvi SMov wgUvB, 
†g‡qwU‡K †÷k‡b bvwg‡q w`‡q Avwm 
(Zv‡K kvš— ivLvi †Póv Kwi, hv‡Z 
Ab¨‡`i †m cvMj K‡i Zzj‡Z bv cv‡i)| 
AZGe, Avwg GLb Rvwb M„nea~ nIqvi Kx hš¿Yv— 
Zzwg hv Avgv‡K mviv Rxeb eySv‡Z †P‡q‡Qv| 
ZvB ejwQ, KLb evwo wdi‡e? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Translated from English by Hassanal Abdullah 
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evqZzj −vn& Kv‡ ` ix/ BaitullahQuaderee 
 

h L b  m bœ̈ v‡ m  _ vwK 
 
hLb mbœ̈ v‡m _vwK G‡Kev‡iB D‡ë _vwK 
†Zvgvi wfZ‡i AvMvcvQZjv, 
AvKv‡k b`xi D‡g-aiv bexb wW¤v̂Yy, 
hLb †Zvgv‡K cvqiviv Wv‡K— 
†Zvgvi cv‡qi g‡a¨ gvQ, i“n, 
†Zvgv‡K Av¸b iOv evwjKvi gZ Qv›`wmK g‡b nq 
cvnv‡oi g‡a¨ †_‡K Ny‡i Ny‡i 
†b‡e hvevi gZb Nyiš— jvwUg Avgvi KwjRv 
Avgv‡K ¸wQ‡q wb‡Z _vwK myU‡K‡m, c„w_ex-cwiwa 
GK myU‡K‡m Avgvi ¸Uv‡bv cv Avi 
nvuUzi †Ljv 
Aweivg evRvwi †jv‡Ki †`‡L hvIqv, wKsev 
û‡Kvi †avuqvq...Avd‡mvm i“n, Avd‡mvm! 
Avgvi kiximn myU‡Km †K †hb Dwo‡q †bq 
ay‡jvi D‡jvU Uàv †hvM n‡Z _v‡K 
ïK‡bv Vzswi‡Z; G †hb Av¸b Pvl! 
Avwg GK mwÜ» K…lK, R¡vwj‡q Av¸b Aweivg 
†bvsiv K‡i †dwj Avgvi Lvgvi; Zzwg i“n, 
RMr åwgqv Pvn wK D‡`vg n‡Z? 
Pvn wK MZi Ly‡j MZ‡i wdwi‡Z? 
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WHEN I AM A MONK 
 
 
When I am a monk, I am completely  
upside down inside you. 
The warm new ovary of the river reels over  
the sky. 
When the pigeons call you, 
and the fish bows down to your feet— 
you, a soul, 
feel like a rhetorical fiery girl. 
My heart pounds like a spinning latim down from the mountain. 
I would wrap myself in a suitcase. 
My folded legs and knees play in a world-wide suitcase,  
seeing by the endless marketers or the smoke of hookah, 
surprise my soul, 
as if someone blows me away with my suitcase. 
The dusty revers, Toppa, is added to the dry Thungri. 
It’s like cultivating fire! I am a skeptical farmer; 
the burning fire constantly makes my farm dirty. 
You, a soul, travel the world, and want to be naked? 
Do you want to open the body and return to it? 
 
 
Translated from Bengali by the poet 
 
 
 
Dhaka 
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Andrzej Walter 
 
ANOTHER SINGLE EASTER 
 
he created them man and woman 
pulling them out  
from the abyss of time 
The Time—glued to life 
 
and far far away in the Garden  
grew the fruits of good and evil  
He couldn’t imagine  
the sequences of freedom 
He stayed alone again … in this garden 
at the beginning of beginnings 
 
he cut down the tree—it burnt 
from the ashes  
he glued the cross 
of the end of the days 
 
for the rescue 
 
 
 
Translated from Polish by Aleksandra Walter and Teresa Koczy-Czogała 

 
 
 
Poland 
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Anna Keiko 
 
AN EMPTY GLASS 
 
The cup full of the spring was in sight 
it’s a part of my body 
I try to drink it 
But when I tried to drink it 
The glass was empty 
Where did the water go 
In no time? 
Is the existence  
no more than a glass of water? 
It's a mystery, it's confusion 
What happened? 
Yesterday, I was here at the same time 
and filled the glass 
Would the water not have disappeared 
if I had remained here? 
Was my mind trapped in the glass 
Or? 
 
WALKING IN THE BUCHAREST PARK 
 
The moon stood high in the sky 
Undulating the waves of the lake 
Full of mystery the bushes, the fire in my heart 
Suddenly a dark cloud covered the path  
and although it was June, summer,  
a cold wind blew through my dress  
A storm and heavy rain poured down 
No place to hide, at loss 
and disoriented in the dark forest  
alone, I had to find the way out. 
 
 
China 
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Joan Digby 
 
THE FOX 
 
In the medieval Bestiary 
the fox is a symbol of evil 
duplicity and fraud 
his red coat and coal-black eyes 
projections of the devil 
burning in hellfire 
 
Our coal-loving demon 
is but a hologram 
a projection of fake-Fox 
News with his fake-red hair 
and trumped up speeches 
he can barely read 
concocted by fake reporters 
scratching his tail for money 
 
Before long the Fox-puppet 
will become an ornament 
a collar or hat of fake fur that lasts  
but a season and then  is tossed away 
 
 
LET ME BE LONELY 
 
When dusk drops into night 
and music moves me to swing 
and dance in the empty room 
I stave off silence with the words 
of love songs that seem less naïve 
the more I listen and accept 
their lyrical philosophy of loss 
 
Long Island 
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Dov Rose 
 
CIVIL WAR AND PLAGUE 
 
“Come build in the house of the stare.” – Yeats 
 
1.      
Strange tribes in caravans have arrived. 
Each late morning now they parade, fat wives 
and grizzled angry husbands carry packs 
 
with beachchairs, as though intent on settling 
our vacant beach till chased away by killer waves 
or vehicles or both, reprise, 3200 miles west  
of Montauk Point, of the 60 years 
 
local struggle of Long Islanders to exclude 
the “urban” masses as “unfamiliar with our way 
of life” or some such euphemism 
 
for no spics or niggers need arrive! 
Attributed almost per se to Robert Moses, 
the Park and Highway Czar, who planned for “clean” 
and “quiet” beaches for the working class 
in training to become White before their time, 
so determined was he that he built low bridges 
over his winding parkways to assure no intact buses  
from Harlem or Bed-Stuy or El Barrio 
would reach the lonely towers of Jones Beach. 
 
No race-police here on the Pacific shore, though— 
too desolate to claim as “our”- prized property, 
plus they are needed back at the teeming cities, 
especially Red Portland, to hold the line 
 
against the “terrorists” now tearing down 
the monuments of shame and treason, and 
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indeed the police, the deputies, and Guard 
 
have their hands full and their wills empty there 
 
2.     
The new Shibboleth’s the Mask. 
Like invited guests at a secret ball 
we silently weave around and through 
 
those naked faces, who dare not confront 
lest it shame themselves.  We’re marked as Elders, 
or as Rebels, or as Enemies of the state 
 
and of their Leader, a demagogue from the East 
who holds the “presidency” of the ex-Republic 
through claims of super-powers and racist birdsongs 
 
sung in the night to his army of diehards.  Dueling crowds 
line up to get his Mark, wearing infection like a gang tattoo. 
 
3.      
The Black and Brown mothers of the cities 
implore, cajole, defy, and threaten 
the phalanx of men old and young 
 
with the power in their very hands 
emanating from their “hidden hoarded gold,” 
no longer flowing from Moscow but from Soros. 
From the Loreleis of well-being, the Talented 10% 
 
of the 20%, they’ve somehow morphed into Maenads, 
Into Scylla and Charybdis.  The leader of the Capital, 
a type of Virgin Queen, like the heavenly one 
having borne just one son, and like Her 
 
black as the Queen of Sheba who is Her ancestor, 
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holds uneasy sway over the masses uprising, 
enclosing and embracing the chancre 
 
at the heart of the city, the crumbling White 
marble, plantation houses built on and over 
the bodies of enslaved women and men, but 
 
no longer lording it over its dark mistresses— 
her dream no more a fiefdom but a sovereign state, 
the Guard and Army no longer welcome there. 
 
      
4. 
The sick and dying live immured from all this tumult. 
After each one of them, the deluge. 
Their country falls to pieces as though 
they’d become what their mothers predicted. 
 
The world indeed revolves around them, 
the quarter million dying worlds 
and all the fading fifty stars  
 
behind the bloody stripes and bars. 
Each wave of those confined and bagged 
thinks loudly I CAN’T BREATHE! 
 
ready at any time to add one more 
to the already noble army 
of our glorious martyrs. 
 
 
Washington  
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Bishnupada Ray 
 
JUST IMAGINE  
  
into the ice cold dark water 
imagine how they jumped overboard 
hoping against hope 
to swim with some miraculous fin 
ending up frozen in fear and cold 
  
out of the desperate windows 
imagine how they jumped out of fire 
hoping against hope 
to fly with some miraculous wing 
ending up crashed on the ground beneath 
  
they jumped out of a sinking ship 
they jumped out of a burning heap 
just imagine how the fish jump 
just imagine how the birds fall 
failed magicians they are all. 
 
WANDERLUST  
  
under its bonnet raw power 
I add to it the right mix of fuel 
rely on the grit of its tyre muscle 
and its proven technology 
its crystal clear windshield 
to gear up for an ultimate race 
through the most cringing 
and crouching fear of moving 
into the forests of the night 
and for unknown journeys 
through the misty mountains.  
 
Kolkata 
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John DeAngelo 
 
INTERLUDE  
 
We’re relaxing on the couch, my head in her lap, 
her fingers like children play hide and seek in my hair,  
my fingers prowl her face like a cat tracing its terrain,  
our eyes are doors flung open to within  
and fluorescent smiles understand all that they see. 
 
“How much do you love me,” she asks, 
and shyly averts her eyes.  
“As much as there are seconds in eternity, 
solar systems in the universe, 
drops of water in the oceans,  
molecules of air. 
As much as you love me.” 
 
Even upside down, she says, “You're so handsome.” 
 
New Jersey  
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Alicja Maria Kuberska 

THE NEXT CHANCE 
 
 
Carmine roses bloom in the midst of winter, 
Drowsy violets peak from under leaves  
And daisies stand white in the grass. 
The sun heats the earth  
And brightens short days with a warm glow. 
  
I notice  a tenderly embraced couple in a park. 
Gracious fate gives them one more chance  
For an unexpected meeting. 
Eyes, surrounded by rays of wrinkles, laugh. 
Wind ruffles hair, tosses delicate  
Silver threads of gossamer. 
  
And so, unannounced, tardy love arrived 
They have a choice of a new path,  
Maybe the last chance for happiness. 
Life took away their naïve faith  
And burned away old feelings. 
It left them some dreams  
And much hope for a better tomorrow 
  
They are lost in thoughts 
Doubts and fears spring up  
From the shadows like ghouls 
The head says: no… it’s not worth it… think it over… 
The heart says-yes… go forwards… fall in love   
 
Nature stopped the hands of the clocks. 
Red flowers bloom 
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DREAMS 
 
 
I was silent, smiling, undemanding.  
You did not expect that I would talk without consent.  
I was too close, and everything was within the reach of my 
hand. 
  
Like a thief, I stole your glances and loneliness.  
Your thoughts, I tied in a myriad of knots, creating a dense net, 
And from dreams, I wove a gentle curve of a woman’s figure.  
  
I stoked the spark of passion in your eyes, and a fire erupted.  
I wrapped us in a sweet scent of flowers in my hair 
And we glided towards many, distant nights.  
  
Day has no right to enter the precipitous depth.  
It is a place, in which the contours of black shadows fall asleep.  
Only at the bottom of the abyss, can dreams and starlight be 
seen.  
  
You are from Mars, I  am from Venus. 
Far planets are the bright points on a firmament of tenderness.  
Our words and hands  attracts to the force of gravity of life. 
 
Poland 
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Sepideh Zamani 
 
EXTRATERRESTRIAL LIFE 
 
I’ve lived a strange life 
 
Do not follow me, our paths are not the same 
And this road does not lead you to me 
I have crossed rocky roads 
And their highs and lows, their twists and turns 
You and I are not alike  
We are strangers to one another 
We have existed in mirrored galaxies 
That had only a name in common and nothing more 
And we have never met one another, only our ghosts 
You are not from my homeland  
Go back and look again 
At the path that I have taken 
And my bloody footprints 
On the sharp, jagged rocks on a road of a land 
That did not belong to either of us 
You and I are not alike, do not follow me 
We are thousands of light years apart from one another 
We have existed in (extraterrestrial/mirrored) worlds 
Do not look for me in your motherland 
That which you saw was never me. 
 
Translated from Farsi by Sage Mosavi 

 
 
Iran 
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Anindita Sarkar 
 
TRESSES SO DEAR 
 
Brittle, dry and frizzy 
She coaxed herself to snip her tresses.  
Plucked the jack-knife and 
Unleashed her towel-dried hair 
To give it a sophisticated finish.  
She mused: I need something pivotal.  
A sharp blunt cut 
Perfect for that effortless pout,  
Or a pixie flat-ironed strand 
To showcase the diamond stud on her ear.  
A Tapered Afro would be good enough  
To expose the tattoo on her nape,  
Or a flattering Wavy Lob 
To fake a volume, would be best.  
A messy Mohawk, she thought,  
Would unleash the punk within her,  
Or a Shaggy Bob could perhaps  
Give her a flawless selfie on the mirror.  
The final touch gave her  
An eclectic look, ideal for her 
Beautifully sculpted face.  
Strands of silk lie littered  
Ready to be discarded.  
Across the window  
A girl with negligibly sparse hair  
Yearned for ‘that’ vanity, in despair.  
 
 
ONLY I RECOVERED  

 
It seemed like a battle; I could never win.  
My body was punctured, fettered to the bed,  
The walls were painted in chartreuse green.  
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I thrived on that bleached fluid  
From the drip embroidered on my vein.  
I fed my soul on the veridescent terrain  
Clearly discernible through the indigo-bordered casement.  
A monitor kept palimpsesting my pulse, 
While the garish ray of the winter sun 
Implanted innumerable kisses on my face of pallid complexion.  
Nurses in lavender tunics like Seraphs of Beriah 
Smoothly kept tiptoeing around  
In the room anointed with a mordant fragrance.  
A lilac curtain splatted the formidably long room into two,  
My roommate lied in  her imperturbable stupor  
Ceaselessly gaping at the silk-white frescoed ceiling. 
Altruistically we acknowledged the silence from dawn to dark 
We united by exchanging telepathic waves.  
We frittered away the day listening to the mowing of the cows 
And nights by being doused to sleep by the lullaby of the 
nightjars.  
 
Slowly my body began to ameliorate 
I conquered death and owe her my revivification.  
And as I was wheeled back home,  
On an olive wheelchair, memories sweet-bitter lingered,  
While she recoiled to her desolation like a wilted fuchsia 
flower.  
 
India 
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Hassanal Abdullah 
 
I CAN’T BREATHE: THE FLAME OF A BLAZING FIRE 
 
 
1. 
I don't have much trouble breathing these days, 
there is no problem walking yet. 
Neither is there complication in my vision, 
nor changes in eating habits. 
I can see as far as the eye can see. 
Birds at the top of the tree,  
cats fighting behind my house. 
In this Coronavirus, dark, endangered world 
even a cockroach can’t escape my eyes. 
I see dogs as dogs, 
yet I am drowning incessantly in the rough sea  
 
or floating like a helpless dinghy— 
or being hit by a reckless truck 
like a wounded pedestrian screaming. 
Those confused people standing around me 
don't look like Human Beings anymore. 
 
At every knock on the door, 
I see Racism lurking on the other side. 
I live in a disputed land on the border, 
like the occupied Gaza Strip, 
years after year, or even centuries, 
with no regard for norms of humanity, 
dead bodies are scattered around 
like floating dead fish of a poisoned pond. 
Still I see corpses groaning in pain 
from a cruel sickness and dirty politics. 
In this no-man’s land I fail to recognize my own self. 
Like a burglar, applying oil on the skin, 
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even at midday, Racism 
taking its clothes off, shamelessly 
around as venomous as the virus.  
 
2. 
A knee presses down on a neck 
filling the throat until death, 
show this to the world, it is time, 
show the world how slaves can be killed. 
Forty-three bullets shattered the body of a black man. 
Eleven cops together cruelly 
beat a black man to death in the middle of the street. 
 
You can kill by launching missiles, 
with a possession guided bomb. 
You can kill with 
carbines, cannons, shotguns, three-knot-threes, 
batons, bamboo and hockey sticks, 
machetes, rods, and cricket bats. 
You can efficiently kill by 
slow poisoning. 
You can kill 
smashing under your boots, and 
dragging beneath the wheels of 
olive-jeeps, and trucks. 
You can kill by deploying the army 
on your own people during the darkest night of the year. 
Arresting hundreds of peaceful protesters, 
you can kill them with a firing squad. 
You can kill a black man through suffocation, 
in eleven minutes. 
 
3. 
Here comes the killer. 
Here dances the killer. 
Here is the killer, 
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dancing and singing: 
killing, killing, killing! 
Blood’s shedding and flooding 
in every direction. 
Bullets explode in the middle 
of the chest. 
This is the time to play 
chess with blood. 
On a day of bloodshed 
people know 
now is your chance to play with blood. 
Keep playing, keep playing 
play all the time: 
play in the morning 
and play in the evening 
keep playing 
keep playing 
into the middle of the night. 
In the darkness of the deep night, 
you are big now. 
There is nothing like you; 
blood-sucking, blood-sucking, blood-sucking, 
blood-sucking, blood-sucking monsters, 
there is nothing like you, 
flowing like a blood-river, 
flowing, flowing, 
raising the spiked tail of Racism, 
you are flowing big. 
You are big, you are big, 
you are big now. 
Kill the slaves and hang them on the trees! 
 
4. 
To measure the speed of a star 
I look down at my knees. 
The people in power 
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I see swimming there in the muddy water; 
like foxes and vultures 
our rulers 
with knee-size intelligence 
grow like a wild cactus in money and power. 
And the aging world 
passing through the time of 
Khudiram Bose, Bagha Jatin, 
Noor Hossain, and Rodney King enters into 
the era of George Floyd 
that keeps on flowing forward over the land. 
 
5. 
New York, Miami, 
Tallahassee, Los Angeles, 
San Francisco, Atlanta, Santiago, 
Minnesota, Philadelphia, Nashville, 
Chicago—everywhere 
flames of the blazing fire, 
rallies of raised fists. 
On a suffocated, frightened morning, 
while a new rocket races into space, 
cities burn all over. 
Space, I can’t breathe 
Humanity, I can’t breathe 
Grandpa, I can’t breathe 
Autocracy, I can’t breathe 
Wretched day and endangered night, I can't breathe 
You forgot you are kneeling on my neck 
you forgot the horrible body 
of Imperialism is sitting on my neck 
I am the son of a slave, 
so I'm black! 
I came from Africa, 
the place where Human race started, 
so I am black; 
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I look innocent, 
so I'm black. 
I did not run after money and wealth, 
I made my bosom as a joyful river, 
I sliced my time like a piece of bread 
and offered it to you. 
Dear digital galaxy, I can't breathe 
Information highway, I can't breathe 
Minneapolis, you are taking away 
all the oxygen from my body. 
You have barricaded my air, 
I cannot breathe. 
 
You are slowly getting smaller like 
termites, cockroaches, spiders, and frogs 
with the pride of skin color and jobs. 
 
Listen, you, the skyscrapers, I cannot breathe! 
 
6. 
Your feet blocked my respiration. 
The words I say, 
the dust on my skin, 
the simple scars on my hand, 
my club and courage, 
civilization, intellect, and conscience 
are at your feet. 
You are still chattering, 
could you not see that! 
You are sweating. 
You are soaked in sweat, 
pressing your knee on my neck. 
You are soaking in sweat, 
you are soaked in sweat. 
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7. 
People on the commuter train 
are known to me. 
The ones in the rally 
chanting slogans are my relatives. 
The innumerable brave farm-laborers, 
of this aging world, 
crushed under the wheels of 
the deafening democracy, 
are my legacy. 
Like the latent lives in egg yolks, 
like the future crops inside the seeds, 
and like the invisible energy in food, 
my dreams have been spread through procession. 
Though the strong knee kneels down on me, 
though my eyesight is getting blurred, 
I could still see that their survival processions 
are gradually getting bigger and bigger. 
People are growing in number, 
whom I strongly believe are still humans. 
 
 
Translated from Bengali by the poet 
 
 
 
 
New York 
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Poetry in Bengali 
 
b vRb xb  m xgb  
 

Av¸b  † L j v  
 
wVK Rvwb †h †Kvb Av¸‡b 
cyo‡Qv Zywg Anwb©wk 
R¡j‡Qv Ges fve‡Qv †K‡bv 
c„w_exUv A_©wenxb! 
my›`i me is nviv‡jv GK wb‡g‡l 
Pv‡qi Kv‡c Zxeª †Z‡Zv 
†fv‡ii iv‡M †eZvj fxlY 
mg —̄ w`b Lye D`vmxb| 
 
Ø›Ø¸‡jv wfbœ †Zv bq 
A‡c¶v‡Z GB AvwgI 
mvivUv w`b, Mfxi iv‡Z 
wK AvKzwZ kãwenxb! 
†Zvgvi w`‡K G¸‡Z PvB 
iv —̄v¸‡jv Lye A‡Pbv 
m¼ywPZ mËv wb‡q 
Akvš— gb AvKvk Kvucvq| 
 
Ab½‡Z †gN R‡g‡Q 
nVvr nVvr weRjx QUv 
mgq fxlY †ec‡ivqv| 
AÜKv‡i Lye GKvKx 
I‡jvU cv‡jvU wPš—vmy‡Zv 
¯̂cœ †dvu‡oi b·xKvu_v 
is nvwi‡q k~‡b¨ †gjvq; 
mvivUv ivZ Gcvk Icvk| 
 
ivwÎ¸‡jv wbtm½ Lye 
ev`yo Iov GKvMÖZv 
wSu wSu †cvKvi bxjvf Av‡jv 
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g‡bi Mfxi D_vj cv_vj| 
eyK cvuR‡i D`vm nvIqv 
gyûg©yû †Ku‡c I‡V 
QbœQvov Rxeb hvcb 
GKZvivwUi wecbœ myi| 
 

ga¨gyL x m gq   
 
ga¨gyLx mgq Avgvi njMwj‡q †K‡UB †M‡jv 
Awekªvš— cwikªvš— ga¨c‡_ AvU‡K †Mjvg 
Gcvi Icvi ~̀iZ¡ Lye, ga¨Lv‡b Avwg GKv 
ga¨gv‡ci Rxeb Ry‡o n‡iK iKg ˆZjwPÎ 
PvIqv cvIqvi ga¨gv‡V KvuUvZv‡ii cÖej evav 
mš—v‡c Avi m‡¼v‡P me nveyWyeyi ga¨cyKyi 
nvwc‡Z¨‡ki g‡a¨I myL g‡a¨ g‡a¨ DuwK gv‡i 
 
ga¨eZ©x Rxeb hLb ~̀‡ii c‡_i NÈv evRvq 
`yÕnv‡Z me ¯̂cœ Kzovq ga¨weË gbb GKv 
cÖvwß Ges gb fvOv me ga¨gv‡bi my‡Zv w`‡q 
ga¨Avu‡U †eu‡a wbjvg Qy‡U †h‡bv cvwj‡q bv hvq 
Aeva¨ GB ga¨eqm ûogywo‡q QyU‡Z _v‡K 
ga¨cvov mie ZLb †ePv‡Kbvi wn‡me wb‡Z 
fMœ Avkv †`Lvq †Kej üócyó ga¨AvOyj  
 
Gw`K Iw`K cvMjcviv ga¨cÖ‡`k, ga¨MÖv‡g 
nvwi‡q †M‡Q ga¨gwY Rxeb †_‡K †Kvb AZ‡j 
ga¨`ycyi Nywg‡q wQ‡jv AwbwðZ‡K ey‡K a‡i 
AvKw¯§KB aodovwb ga¨ey‡Ki mg —̄Uvq 
ga¨¯̂‡i WvKvWvwK, me wKQyB wed‡j hvq 
Zy‡l Pvcv Kó h‡Zv †c‡iv‡Z Pvq ga¨MMb 
nvnvKv‡i fiv Avgvi eyK cvuR‡ii ga¨mvMi  
 
m½wenxb ga¨gv‡V Lye GKvKx Rxeb hvcb 
ga¨iv‡Zi AÜKv‡i †Mvcb cÖej AkÖ“ aviv... 
 
wbDBqK© 
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nwir  e‡ ›` ¨vc va¨vq  
 
c vw L  i‡O i  AvKvk  
 
97 
 
MvQ wb‡q hviv †f‡ewQj Zv‡`i A‡b‡KiB cv‡qi wb‡P †_‡K m‡i 
wM‡qwQj gvwU| †KD †KD Rvbjvq †i‡LwQj gb| †KD †KD Rvbjv 
a‡i †mvRv n‡q `vuwo‡qwQj| G‡`i A‡b‡KiB gv_v Qyu‡qwQj 
AvKvk| Giv ïay †`‡LwQj MvQ| G‡`i A‡b‡KiB `„wó w`M‡š— wQj 
e‡j cv‡qi bRi nvwi‡qwQj c_| †Kv‡bv GK †fv‡i cvwL‡`i m‡½ 
Zv‡`i Nyg †f‡OwQj| meyR Rwg †_‡K D‡V Avmv KÚ¯̂i ï‡b Zviv 
eÜy †f‡e Kv‡Q wM‡qwQj| Zvici meyR †mªv‡Z Wye w`‡q Zviv 
ey‡SwQj nv‡Z nv‡Z †Rvov jvM‡j meŸvB wd‡i cv‡e gvwU| 
 
 
98 
 
hZ¶Y bv Zywg wb‡R ejQ ZZ¶Y ch©š— †Zvgvi evwo †gvUvgywU 
GKUv †Pnviv wb‡q eo †`vKvbZjvi †gv‡o Uvwj gv_vq `vuwo‡q 
_vK‡e| cv‡q Pjv c_ b`xi avi †Nu‡l eUMv‡Qi †fZi w`‡q wKQyUv 
_g‡K Avevi nvuUv ïi“ Ki‡e| ag©NU †R‡bI evwo †_‡K †ewi‡q 
A‡bKUv c_ cv‡q †nu‡U Mš—‡e¨ †cŠuQ‡e| wKš‘ NÈvi ci NÈv 
jvB‡b `vuwo‡q †hB Zywg evievi wcQ‡b ZvKv‡e, m‡½ m‡½ Pvicvk 
†_‡K †Zvgv‡K †P‡c ai‡e eo †`vKvbZjvi †gvo, cv‡q Pjv c_, 
ag©NU| nv‡Zi Zvjyi w`‡K ZvKvI—IUvB †Zvgvi Rxeb| GKUv 
†iLv wK E×©k¦v‡m †`Š‡o Avm‡Q `¨v‡Lv| jvj wd‡Z cÖvq †Qvu‡e 
†Qvu‡e Ggb mgq †K †hb Qy‡U G‡m wK GKUv wb‡q cvjv‡jv| 
†Kv‡bv K_v †bB| G †hb wkK‡o wkK‡o wec−‡ei Av¸b| cv‡ki 
†iLvwU KZ kvš—fv‡e c_ nvu‡U; g‡bB n‡e bv GKUy Av‡M Kx fxlY 
†`Šo Svuc n‡q‡Q| 
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99 
 
gvwU †Q‡o IVvi A‡bK Av‡MB Lei n‡q hvq| †KD GKRb 
cÖwZK~j AvenvIqvi m‡½ Av‡cvl K‡i Mwjc‡_i A‡c¶vq wQj—
Lei n‡q hvq| KZRb Av‡Q mvg‡bi mvwi‡Z †`‡L wb‡q †KD 
GKRb †KŠkj Nywi‡q †cvkvK e`‡j wQj—Lei n‡q hvq| Lei 
nq ZvivI hviv Zv‡K nvuU‡Z †`‡LwQj, wb‡f hvIqv wmMv‡i‡U Av¸b 
w`‡qwQj| hLb Qwe‡Z Av‡m ZLb Zv‡`i Av‡kcv‡kI D‡V Av‡m 
A‡bK A‡bK gyL| †KD Zv‡`i †`‡LwQj †PŠgv_vi †mªv‡Z, †U«b 
Qvovi gyn~‡Z© †÷k‡bi evB‡i †_‡K †`Šo ïi“ K‡iwQj K‡qKRb, 
ev‡mi Rvbjv †_‡K dzUcv‡Zi wKQy feNy‡i—Qwe‡Z G‡m hvq| 
Lei ZLb A‡bK A‡bK Mfx‡i| kix‡i kix‡i Avovj n‡q hvq 
A¶‡ii Mfxi †Mvcb Zi½| 
 
ûMjx 
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Avwb m yi  ingvb  Ac y  
 

wZj  wZj  evuP vi  wn‡ j−vj  
 
GL‡bv A‡c¶v †mB, Aš—nxb ü`q `nb; 
†gNbxj Av`y‡i Qvqvq cywÄf~Z ¯̂cœivwk— 
`y‡j I‡Vv gvqvwew_, wZj wZj evuPvi wn‡j−vj! 
Aš—‡ii †Kv‡l †Kv‡l wek¦v‡mi Wvbv †gjv †iv`|  
Kzqvkvq wgwj‡q‡Q cÖvY-cȪ ’, GKvš— K_b; 
A`¶ Zywji Uv‡b wk‡íi kª×vN ©̈—†Lvjv nvwm, 
evuwk, m¤¢v‡e¨i mvZ iO, e`‡j bj‡P-†Lvj— 
 
wfo‡e wK w`kvnxb Zix Avi Avkv bvQvovi 
Avkv eyK fiv! ¶wZ-Liv †cvlv‡Z cÖv‡Yi aviv, 
†R‡M IVv cÖmªeb—cÖ‡Yv`bv †`‡e bv cÖYqx?   
gy‡Q `vI Kvjwk‡U `vM, nZvkvZvwoZ †eva!  
†h cÖ‡gv`, mvnm-mylgv m`v Ny‡i `vuovevi— 
cÖZ¨qx csw³i `vI fv‡jvevmv, DuPy wki`vuov 
hvi—webgª wek¦vm wKQz †i‡L hv‡e—KvjRqx! 
 
wbDBqK© 

 
 
 
 
*KweZvwU nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn cªewZ©Z Ò¯̂Zš¿ m‡bUÓ avivq iwPZ 
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† ` eviwZ  fÆvP vh © 
 

em š— AvRI evwo † d ‡ iwb  
 
12Uv †e‡R Kzwo| 
wVK GB mgq n‡jB 
 †_‡g hvq †ivR 
 Nwoi ¯ú›`b 
ivZ Rv‡M GKv 
 Ewg©jv †PŠaywi| 
 
emš— e‡jwQ‡jv wd‡i Avm‡e 
wd‡i Avm‡e, njyb †PŠKv‡V— 
e„wó ¸‡b ¸‡b  
 m‡Ü †K‡U †M‡jv 
Nb Kzqvkvq wf‡R DV‡jv D‡Vvb, gv_vi Pzj 
evwj‡ki Zz‡jv... 
 
kxZ G‡m‡Q RvuwK‡q G¨‡jb cv‡K©i †Kv‡Y 
GKUz c‡iB UzwbjvBU, d¬zwim, †Quov Kvu_v 
wc‡V cywj‡Z 
  †g‡Z DV‡e ¯̂‡cœi kni 
KjKvZv-K‡j−vwjbx 
M½vZx‡i AvPgb mv‡i —̄ä †fvi 
Rv‡bb! 
emš— AvRI evwo †d‡iwb... 
 
KjKvZv 
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iwd Ky¾ vgvb  iw Y 
 

Kvj L Ê 
 
P›`ªveZxi Rj Z„òv, we‡”Q‡`i KvuUvZvi 
KweZvi Mv‡q i³ †g‡L‡Q, dz‡jk¦ix‡Z— 
†X‡j w`‡q‡Q kZ hy‡Mi AÜKvi 
 
wbwl³ Av‡jvi cª‡¶cY wU‡_viv‡mi †hŠeb wdwi‡q †`qwb 
ZeyI Aš—‡i wQ‡jv †cÖg, †PvLfwZ© Rj—  
Ges †`ex B‡qv‡mi mg~n K‡ói ¸nvwPÎ 
 
†`ªŠc`xi kvwoi wMu‡U AvUKv cov cÂcyi“l 
m‡nv`i wQ‡jb, AÜ wQ‡jb bv—  
A_P m~ZcyÎ kªxKY©-cÖxwZ wKsev lô cÖYq  
niY K‡i‡Q K…ò Ges AR©y‡bi AvZ¥wek¦vm! 
 
 

wb wkKb ¨v 
 
Doš— Nywoi †j‡Ri g‡Zv mü vZ‡mu‡Z GK wRf †b‡o 
widzwR K‡jvwbi wbwl× Mwji †fZ‡i †h Zi“Yx †nu‡U hvq 
Avwg Zv‡K wPwb| hyM hyM a‡i wPwb— 
j¨v‡¤úv‡÷i mymf¨ Av‡jvq †m AÜKvi †dwi K‡i 
 
†`ngq fvjy‡Ki i³!  
GK UyK‡iv gvs‡mi Nªv‡Y Zvi ¶zav wbeviY nq bv 
cÖwZw`b AmsL¨ Zi“‡Yi ey‡K ecY K‡i †m BDK¨vwjcUv‡mi NvZK exR... 
 
d‡j, †cŠ‡li eidRgv ivwÎ‡Z Ges wmœ» mg‡qi cÖ‡¶c‡b  
Zvi MZi †e‡q bv‡g ˆP‡Îi Nvg! 
 
Pvu`cyi 
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b xj vÄb  we` ÿ r  
 

b ` x wm wiR-2  
       

cÖv‡Yi cÖevn †bB Av‡Q ïay welv³ wbtk¦vm 
e‡R©̈ i fvMvo Zywg cY¨‡K¬̀  ey‡K Awbt‡kl 
†Zvgv‡K wN‡i‡Q †`wL me©bvkv AB A‡±vcvm 
b`xi K¼vj ey‡K ï‡q Av‡Q Avgvi ¯̂‡`k| 
gv‡Qi dwmj †`‡L †KD †Luv‡R b`xi myNªvY 
GLv‡b †m b`x wQj c~Y© cÖvY Rxe‡bi aviv 
†mme ¯§„wZi jvfv ey‡Ki AZ‡j engvb 
i‡³i †fZ‡i ïwb WvK,ÔKywkqvivÕ,ÔKzwkqvivÕ| 
 
†Zvgv‡K ewjwb Avwg cv_‡ii Nyg †f‡O K‡e 
G‡b‡Q b`xiv †R‡bv c„w_exi cÖ_g mKvj 
k‡m¨i m¤¢vi Avi m„R‡bi Zzgyj Drm‡e 
b`xiv w`‡q‡Q gy‡Q Rbc‡` wbi‡bœi Kvj| 
gv‡Qi K‡j−vj Avi k¨vIjvi nwir Kvi“Kv‡R 
aŸwbi g~Q©bv Zzwg evKi“× Rxe‡bi fuv‡R| 
 
PÆMÖvg 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                                              Shabdaguchha, Issue 79/80 
 

 49 

Avwid zj  B m j vg 
 

b w›` b xi  AvZ¥v 
 
ivwÎ `kUv QzuBQzuB| 
kk¥v‡b e‡m AvwQ| 
 
bw›`bxi QvB n‡q hvIqv 
†`nLvwb e‡m Av‡Q Avgvi ey‡Ki Lye Kv‡Q| 
 
 †Lvjv Pz‡j †ek jvM‡Q I‡K| 
 
Kcv‡j jvj `vM †bB, †mB fyeb-†fvjv‡bv nvwm †bB, 
†Vuv‡U j¾vi K¤úb †bB, 
`y-†Pv‡L KvgyK PvnwbI †bB| 
 
Avgvi bv ejv K_v¸‡jv e‡j P‡jwQ wbi‡e| 
 
Av¸‡b big †`nLvwb †cvov‡bvi K_v, NyUNy‡U AÜKv‡i GKv _vKvi 
K_v, Avwgnxb K‡ó kq‡bi K_v, †klev‡i ¯̂imZx cy‡Rvq big †Vvu‡U 
Pz¤‡̂bi K_v| 
 
nVvr GKUv gvZv‡ji cv‡qi k‡ã... 
 
Pvu`cyi 
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KzgKzg Kwig 
 

AvR¸we 
 
Mv‡q †Zvgvi eÇ †ewk Av‡jv 
Avgvi c‡¶ nvIqvq fvmvB fv‡jv 
nvIqvi Mv‡q †njvb w`‡q Avwg 
e‡m e‡m b¶Î ¸wY 
g‡bi †Kv‡Y Av¸b jvMvq †hb 
nvIqvq Iov b¶‡Îi KYv 
Gme hZ AvR¸we Kíbv  
Avgvi g‡bB †ejyb Iovq ïay 
†Zvgvi g‡bi IRb eÇ fvwi 
gvwUi w`‡K bvwg‡q Av‡b Lvwj 
gvwUi ey‡K AvuPo w`‡q †K‡U 
evN ew›`i QK †i‡L‡Q †c‡Z 
Qv¸‡jv me `vuwo‡q Av‡Q Vvuq 
 
† eP v‡ Kb v 
 
GK UzK‡iv AvKvk hw` wKb‡Z cviZvg 
†QvÆ †ejvi †cwÝj e‡· Rgv‡bv ivgabyi UyK‡iv w`‡q 
†g‡Ni Mv‡q Qwo‡q w`Zvg is 
Avi †gN¸‡jv hLb S‡i co‡Zv Avjv`v Avjv`v i‡Oi e„wó n‡q 
Avwg `yÕnv‡Z †jvKmvb KzovZvg 
GK UzK‡iv ivgaby hw` wKb‡Z cviZvg 
ˆK‡kv‡ii g¨vMwbdvBb M−vmUv w`‡q 
Avgvi Rvbjvq AvKvk †b‡g Avm‡Zv 
Avwg AvKv‡ki Mv‡q fvwm‡q w`Zvg D‡ov wPwV 
GLb Avwg GKUv g¨vMwbdvBb M−vm wKb‡Z PvB 
hvi Zjvq nvZ cvZ‡jB ¯úó †`Lv hv‡e 
b‡Li WMvq R‡g _vKv cÖwZKYv gqjvi BwZnvm 
wKš‘ g¨vMwbdvBb M−v‡mi gvwjK †Kv_vq cv‡ev 
Avi `vg wnmv‡e †`evi gZ mij gbUv  
†gwK fv‡jvevmvi evRvi nvU  
 

KjKvZv 
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A Short Review 
 
William Heyen 
 
ONE OF THE BEST POETRY COLLECTION 
 
Thank you for Contemporary Bangladeshi Poetry, & congrats 
to you & Hassanal. I've spent a couple-three hours with it now, 
wakening into voices, poets' aspirations. My favorite poem—
one that zeroes in on my own mind, my own fears, is Humayun 
Azad's "Everything Will Go Into The Thugs' Hands" (and his 
other poems, too), & I won't forget it.... Hassanal's own poems 
are terrific, too, tough & unswerving but from the place beneath 
his breastbone.... Surely, this is one of CCC's best books, most 
important collections.... And I shake my head in wonder in time 
within Time that Hassanal is in Woodhaven where I was a 
child, & mentions Forest Park where my parents took me....  
Again, many thanks. Emerson says that there are times in our 
lives that add to our store of time, and reading CBP has been 
one of them for me.  
 
William Heyen, NY 
Nov 24, 1990 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*Written to Stanley H. Barkan, the publisher of the anthology, 
Contemporary Bangladeshi Poetry, Selected and Translated by Hassanal 
Abdullah, CCC, 2019 
 
 

Shabdaguchha 
 
m ¤ú v` ‡K i Rv b©v j/  Editor’s JournalEditor’s JournalEditor’s JournalEditor’s Journal 

 
1. wn‡gj eiKZ Avgv‡K wj‡LwQ‡jb, "Avd‡mvm, nvmvb fvB, Gevi Avcbvi m‡½ †gjvq 
†`Lv n‡jv bv|" GUv ỳ'eQi Av‡Mi K_v, Zvici Avi †`Lv bv n‡jI K‡qK evi †dmey‡K 
Avjvc n‡q‡Q| Zvui mv‡_ †`Lv n‡j, K_v n‡j, i“ ª̀'i K_v g‡b co‡Zv| g‡b n‡Zv, Avnv 
i“ ª̀I wbðqB Ggb ¯̂ífvlx, webqx wQ‡jb| AvR fve‡Z Kó n‡”Q wn‡gj, Avcbvi mv‡_ 
Avi KL‡bvB †`Lv n‡e bv| ~̀‡i _vKvi KóUv ZvB †Pv‡Li cvwb‡Z Zy‡j ivLjvg| e‡ov 
Amg‡q P‡j †M‡jb| we`vq wn‡gj| 'Avd‡mvm' Avi KL‡bvB †`Lv n‡e bv| 
  
2. evsjv‡`‡ki KweZvi GKwU eB Av‡gwiKvi eB‡qi †`vKv‡b cvIqv hv‡e, G‡`‡ki 
gvbyl †mLvb †_‡K evsjv KweZvi ¯̂v` cv‡e| GUv wQ‡jv Avgvi ¯̂cœ| `xN© w`b cy‡l ivLv 
Avgvi †mB ¯̂‡cœi ev —̄evqb n‡jv MZ eQi| mv‡_ mv‡_ Avwg †cjvg wbDBqK© wmwUi GKwU 
Abyev` MÖv›U| eQi Nyi‡ZB hLb †`wL hy³iv‡ó«i jvB‡eªwi Ae Ks‡im I †cvj¨v‡Ûi 
†m›U«vj jvB‡eªwi‡Z msKjbwU msiw¶Z n‡q‡Q, ZLb †ek fv‡jv jv‡M| fv‡jv jv‡M GUv 
†`‡L †h hy³iv‡ó«i 20wU wek¦we`¨vjq jvB‡eªwi BwZg‡a¨ "Kb‡U‡¤úvivwi evsjv‡`kx 
†cv‡qwU«" msMÖn K‡i‡Q| GB KvZv‡i i‡q‡Q nvifvW©, Kjw¤̂qv, wWDK, wbDBqK©, AvBIqvi 
g‡Zv e‡ov e‡ov wek¦we`¨vjq| Av‡iv my‡Li K_v MZ †m‡g÷v‡i js AvBj¨vÛ 
wek¦we`¨vj‡qi wµ‡qwUf ivBwUs K¬v‡m eBwU cov‡bv n‡q‡Q| ab¨ev` cÖ‡dmi wb‡Kvjvm 
evb©m, cÖ‡dmi †Rvb wWMwe, Kwe I cÖKvkK ÷¨vbwj GBP eviKvb, Kwe I d‡UvMÖvdvi 
wej Iqv‡jK I †cvwjk wkíx Bqv‡mK †fv‡Rvqw¯‹ GB MÖ‡š’i mv‡_ hy³ _vKvi R‡b¨| GB 
MÖ‡š’ Avwg Abyev` K‡iwQ evsjv‡`‡ki 38Rb Kwe‡K| Rq †nvK evsjv KweZvi! Rq †nvK 
wek¦ KweZvi! 
  
3.  knx` Kv`ix Avgv‡K †dv‡b ej‡jb, "†Zvgvi Kv‡Q GKRb m¤úv`K KweZv PvB‡jb, 
Zywg `vIwb! wKš‘ Zvu‡K †dvb K‡i †mUv ej‡Z cvi‡Z|" Avwg cÖ_‡g GKUy nvmjvg| 
Zvici ejjvg, "knx` fvB, GB NUbv whwb Avcbvi Kv‡b w`‡q‡Qb, Zvu‡K †Zv Avwg 
m¤úv`K g‡b Kwi bv| n¨vu, hw` knx` Kv`ix Avgvi Kv‡Q KweZv PvB‡Zb, Zvn‡j Aek¨B 
Avwg †dvb K‡i ¶gv †P‡q wbZvg|" evsjv‡`‡ki GKwU cwÎKvi, we‡kl KweZv msL¨vq 
m¤úv`K Zvui wbDBqK© cÖwZwbwai gva¨‡g Avgv‡K †dvb K‡i Avgvi I iwdK AvRv‡`i 
KweZv †P‡qwQ‡jb| iwdK AvRv` ZLb wbDBq‡K© Avgvi evmvq Ae ’̄vb KiwQ‡jb 
'kã¸”Q' cwÎKvi 10g el©c~wZ© Abyôv‡b †hvM w`‡Z G‡m| iwdK fvB KweZv cvwV‡qwQ‡jb, 
wKš‘ Avwg IB cÖwZwbwa‡K e‡jwQjvg †h IB m¤úv`‡Ki †Kv‡bv cwÎKvq Avwg wjL‡ev bv| 
GB cÖwZÁv Avwg K‡iwQjvg '95 mv‡j| †mB NUbv Avwg Av‡M †dmey‡K wj‡LwQ 
m¤úv`‡Ki bvg D‡j−L bv K‡i| GLb ejwQ, ZLb wZwb wQ‡jb ˆ`wbK msev‡`i mvwnZ¨ 
m¤úv`K, c‡i Kvwj I Kj‡gi| Kv`ixi g„Zz̈ i ciI wZwb Avgvi Kv‡Q mivmwi KweZv 
†P‡qwQ‡jb, Avwg web‡qi mv‡_ Gwo‡q †MwQ| KviY Zvui cwÎKv‡K Avgvi fv‡jv KvM‡R 
gyw ª̀Z GKwU Sjg‡j AveR©bvi —̄~c eB Ab¨ wKQy g‡b nqwb| me©‡kl MZ eQi wbDBq‡K© 
†`Lv n‡j wZwb e‡jwQ‡jb, "Avcbvi Kv‡Q G‡Zv K‡i †jLv PvBjvg, ZviciI w`‡jb bv!" 
Avwg Gici Zvu‡K GKwU B‡gj cvwV‡qwQjvg| †mB B‡g‡ji DËi †`evi mr mvnm Zvui 
wQ‡jv bv| Avwg m¤úv`K wn‡m‡e wkevbvivqY ivq‡K †`‡LwQ| Avi ey×‡`e emy‡K A¶‡i 
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A¶‡i AbymiY Kwi| wb‡Ri Pviw`‡K NyiNyi Kiv wKQz Zi“Y I e‡qve„×‡K wb‡q cwÎKvq 
mvwR‡q w`‡jB m¤úv`K nIqv P‡j bv| Avgv‡`i ỳf©vM¨, i“wPnx‡biv mgv‡Ri me©Î e‡m 
†M‡Qb Avi Avgiv wbqwgZ Zv‡`i wcQ‡b Qy‡U P‡jwQ| Zey Zvui g„Zz̈ ‡Z gvbyl wn‡m‡e Avwg 
†kvK cÖKvk KiwQ †hgb Avi `k R‡bi g„Zz̈ ‡ZI e¨w_Z nB| 
  
4.  2017 mv‡j g¨vm †cv‡qwU« Drm‡e †h Kwei mv‡_ KweZv covi my‡hvM n‡qwQ‡jv wZwb 
G eQi mvwn‡Z¨ †bv‡ej cyi¯‹vi †c‡jb| n¨vu, Avwg Kwe jyBm wM−K-Gi K_vB ejwQ| wZwb 
wQ‡jb Abyôv‡bi †gBb wdPvi| Avgvi Dci `vwqZ¡ c‡owQ‡jv '¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU' wb‡q GKwU 
†mwgbv‡ii, nvD Wy AvB ivBU G ¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU| GKB mg‡q ZvuiI GKwU †mwgbvi _vKvq 
wZwb Avm‡Z cv‡ibwb e‡j ciw`b ga¨vbœ †fv‡R ỳtL cÖKvk Ki‡jb| `xN©¶Y K_v n‡jv 
B‡qj wek¦we`¨vj‡qi cÖ‡dmi GB Kwei mv‡_| ÷¨vbwj wKDwbU‡Ri mv‡_ Avgvi GKwU 
eÜy‡Z¡i m¤úK© wQ‡jv †R‡b wZwb AvMÖnx n‡q DV‡jb| wKDwbU‡Ri c„ô‡cvlKZvq A‡bK 
KweB †Zv Av‡gwiKvq cÖwZôv †c‡q‡Qb! †cv‡qUm nvD‡m †K bv G‡m‡Qb KweZv co‡Z! 
AvR ¯‹yj †_‡K evwo wd‡i mxgb‡K wR‡Ám Kijvg, "Rv‡bv, G eQi †K †bv‡ej †c‡jb!" 
mxgb ej‡jb, "mvivw`b e¨ —̄ wQjvg| wbDR †`L‡Z cvwiwb|" Avwg eB‡qi ZvK †_‡K 
jyBm wM−K-Gi mgMÖ †ei K‡i Zvui mvg‡b aijvg| "g‡b c‡o †m eQi †m‡j‡g †`Lv 
n‡qwQ‡jv| Avjvc n‡qwQ‡jv|" mxgb‡K ejjvg, "†`‡Lv †Zv GB eB‡qi cÖKvkK †K?" 
mxgb eB‡qi cy‡U †PvL eywj‡q ej‡jb, "GdGmwR!" Avwg ejjvg, "Zvn‡j †mB AwjwLZ 
wbqgwU GeviI wVKVvK wg‡j †M‡jv! GdGmwR eB bv Ki‡j Kweiv †bv‡ej cvb bv|"... 
mnR fvlvq A‡bKUv M‡íi g‡Zv K‡i KweZv †j‡Lb jyBm| GB ai“b, Avwg Avgvi wcZvi 
ey‡K cv w`‡q `vuwo‡q AvwQ| gv ej‡jb, Zywg m‡i `vuovI, G‡Kev‡i evevi Mv‡qi Dci 
D‡V †M‡j| Nvm¸‡jv cwicvwU K‡i QvUv| bv, gv KB? gvI †Zv A‡bK Av‡M gviv 
†M‡Qb|...GB iKg M‡íi g‡Zv K‡i GwM‡q hvq Zvui KweZv| A‡bKUv AvZ¥Rxebxg~jK| 
hv‡nvK, A‡bK w`b ci †bv‡ej Kwe‡`i Kv‡Q wd‡i G‡m‡Q| ZvI G‡Kev‡i Avgv‡`i 
cÖwZ‡ewk I cwiwPZ Kwei nv‡Z| Avgiv †Zv Lywk n‡ZB cvwi| Awfb›`b, jyBm wM−K| 
.... 
 
101 eQi eq‡m g„Zÿ i gvÎ K'w`b Av‡M Av‡gwiKvi weL¨vZ Kwe ÷¨vbwj wKDwbUR Avgvi 
mv‡_ GK mv¶vrKv‡i AvR‡Ki †bv‡ejRqx Kwe jyBm wM−‡Ki K_v D‡j−L K‡iwQ‡jb|    
e —̄yZ, Kjw¤̂qv wek¦we`¨vj‡q wKDwbUR‡qi QvÎx wQ‡jb wM−K|...c‡i, wKDwbU‡Ri g„Zz̈  
cieZ©x Abyôv‡b wM−‡Ki mv‡_ Avgvi cª_g cwiPq| †mB Abyôv‡b AvwgI wKDwbUR‡K wb‡q 
K_v ejvi my‡hvM †c‡qwQjvg| Ab¨vb¨ e³v‡`i g‡a¨ jyBm wM−K, †Riì ÷vb©, †gwi nvI, 
÷¨vbwj gR cÖgyL Kweiv wQ‡jb|...2006 mv‡j 'kã¸”Q' cwÎKvi we‡kl ÷¨vbwj 
wKDwbUR msL¨v †_‡K †mB AskUyKy Zy‡j †`qv n‡jv|  
 
Kunitz:... I have taught in the creative writing programs. I spent many 
years teaching at Columbia in New York. I was lucky, too; I had 
many fine students who developed into important poets. So I have 
been lucky in my friendships. My earliest friend in poetry—when I 
came to New York, even before that when I was living in 
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Pennsylvania—was Theodore Roethke. Do you know any of his 
work? 
 
Abdullah: Yes. 
 
Kunitz: He was my earliest poet friend. And I was a dear friend of 
Robert Lowell and many others I could say. Well, I am very close to 
Gerald Stern and W. S. Merwin. And so many young people, some of 
them are my former students like Louise Gluck and Marie Howe. I 
could name dozens, but it’s a continuing thing. I don’t feel any 
generational gap. To me, all the poets, the young and the old, the 
living and the dead, are contemporaries. That’s the important thing. 
That’s the most important thing.... 
 
(Source: Shabdaguchha, 2006) 
  

—nv m v bAv j Av ãyj−v n 
    

    

    

ShabdanewsShabdanewsShabdanewsShabdanews::::        kã m sev` 
 
G e Qi  k ã¸” Q  cyi ¯ ‹vi †c‡jb †cv wjk  K we  Wv wi D m †Uv gv m  jv we qWv  
 
kã¸”Q KweZv cyi¯‹vi 2019 †c‡jb †cvwjk Kwe WvwiDm †Uvgvm jvweqWv| 16 wW‡m¤̂i 
kã¸”Q Awd‡m weRq w`em Dcj‡¶ Av‡qvwRZ GK Abyôv‡b kã¸”Q m¤úv`K I cyi¯‹vi 
KwgwUi mgš̂qK Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn G cyi¯‹vi †NvlYv K‡ib| wZwb e‡jb, 
"Dariusz Tomasz Lebioda has contributed some significant poetry to 
world literature. He is receiving this award for his contribution to 
Shabdaguchha for the last two years." G eQi Pvi m`‡m¨i Rywi †ev‡W© wQ‡jb 
Kwe ÷¨vbwj GBP eviKvb, Aa¨vcK wb‡Kvjvm evÝ©, Kwe bvRbxb mxgb I Kwe nvmvbAvj 
Avãyj−vn| D‡j−L¨ 2001 mvj †_‡K kã¸”Q cyi¯‹vi cÖ̀ vb Kiv nq ỳ'eQi ci ci| cÖ_‡g 
ïay evsjv‡`k I fvi‡Zi Kwe‡`i g‡a¨ cyi¯‹viwU mxwgZ _vK‡jI, ỳÕeQi Av‡M e„wUk Kwe 
wcUvi wU‡eU †RvÝ‡K cyi¯‹…Z Kivi gva¨‡g cyi¯‹viwU‡K Avš—R©vwZK ej‡q wb‡q Avmv nq| 
D‡j−L¨ G eQi `kg kã¸”Q cyi¯‹vi †NvwlZ n‡jv| Kwe jvweqWv cv‡eb GKwU †µ÷ I 
ỳk' Wjv‡ii m¤§vbx| eZ©gvb †cvwjk KweZvq GKRb D‡j−L‡hvM¨ Kwe jvweqWv| Zvui 
cÖKvwkZ MÖ‡š’i msL¨v wZwi‡ki AwaK| Avš—R©vwZK L¨vwZ m¤úbœ GB Kwe bvbv †`‡ki 
KweZv Drm‡e wbqwgZ Avgwš¿Z n‡q Avm‡Qb| Zvui KweZv Ab~w`Z n‡q‡Q GKvwaK 
fvlvq| WvwiDm †Uvgvm jvweqWv Avwki `k‡Ki gvSvgvwS Kg© Rxeb ïi“ K‡ib nvB¯‹y‡j 
wk¶KZvi gva¨‡g| c‡i wZwb weW‡Mv‡m Aew ’̄Z KvwR‡gqv‡Ri wfDjw¯‹ wek¦we`¨vj‡q 
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†cvwjk mvwn‡Z¨i Aa¨vcK wbhy³ nb| eZ©gv‡b wbDBq‡K©i †÷U BDwbfvwm©wUi ev‡d‡jv 
K¨v¤úv‡m wfwRwUs cÖ‡dmi wn‡m‡e Kg©iZ| wZwb †cvwjk ivBUvm© BbDwbq‡bi weW‡Mvm 
kvLvi mfvcwZ I B‡qv‡ivwcqvb KvjPvivj G‡mvwm‡qk‡bi mwµq m`m¨| 2014 mv‡j 
wZwb ÔwiPvW© wg‡Pv‡fvw¯‹-e«y‡bvÕ AvRxeb mvwnZ¨ m¤§vbbvq f~wlZ nb|  
 
 
P x bv fv lv q ev s jv K we Zvi  e B 
  
Pxbv fvlvq cÖKvwkZ n‡jv Kwe I kã¸”Q m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÕi KweZvi eB| 
Abyev` K‡i‡Qb Kwe jx Kÿ B-wk‡qb| ZvBIqv‡bi kÕ cvwjwks K¤úvwb eBwU cÖKvk K‡i‡Q  
†m‡Þ¤̂‡ii †kl mßv‡n| GwU g~jZ Kwei "AvÛvi `¨v w_b †jqvim Ae jvBU" MÖ‡š’i 
PvBwbR (g¨vÛvwib) ms¯‹iY| „̀wó b›`b Bjv‡÷«kbmn 216 c„ôvi GB †ccvie¨vK 
ms¯‹i‡Yi cÖ_‡g g¨vÛvwib I wØZxq As‡k g~j Bs‡iwR Abyev` Zy‡j †`qv n‡q‡Q| ’̄vb  
†c‡q‡Q Kwe I Abyev`‡Ki Qwe I cwiwPwZ| D‡j−L¨ "AvÛvi `¨ w_b †jqvim Ae jvBU" 
2015 mv‡j wbDBqK© †_‡K cÖKvk K‡i cÖKvkbv ms ’̄v µm-KvjPvivj KwgDwb‡KkÝ| 
c‡ii eQi eBwUi R‡b¨ Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn B‡qv‡ivcxq KweZv cyi¯‹vi Ò†nvgvi  
†g‡WjÓ cvb| 2019 mv‡j eBwU Av‡gwiKvi ¯§j †cÖm wWw÷weDk‡bi †e÷ †mjvi 
ZvwjKvq D‡V Av‡m| GB eB †_‡K wKQy KweZv Ab¨vb¨ †ek K‡qKwU fvlvq Ab~w`Z 
n‡jI, c~Y©v½ eB Ab¨ GKwU fvlvq cÖKvk GB cÖ_g| D‡j−L¨ Bs‡iwR I PvBwbR QvovI 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni KweZv BUvwjqvb, MÖxK, divwm, ¯ú¨vwbk, †ivgvwbqvb, †cvwjk, 
†Kvwiqvb I wf‡qZbvwg fvlvq Ab~w`Z n‡q‡Q| Avgwš¿Z n‡q‡Qb Pxb, MÖxm I †cvj¨‡Û 
AbywôZ Avš—R©vwZK KweZv Drm‡e| evBk eQi a‡i wZwb Avš—R©vwZK wØfvwlK KweZv 
cwÎKv Òkã¸”QÓ m¤úv`bv K‡ib| mvwn‡Z¨i bvbv kvLvq Zvui cÖKvwkZ MÖš’msL¨v 46| 
wZwb wbDBqK© wmwU nvB¯‹y‡ji MwY‡Zi wk¶K|   
 
                                                                                      —kã¸”Q
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Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor:  
1. 
My dear Hassanal, 
 
I hope this email finds you and your Family very well. I sent you 3 emails but I 
have not received a response from you. However I hope that you are well. Dear 
Hassanal, one week ago I was working on your biography and  on your poems  
thus to give a warm poetic perspective. Well, I was drinking a warm greek 
coffee, but that coffee fell—a full cup—on my laptop! After this laptop ...fell 
from my hands on the floor! As you understand it has a breaking!  Well, after I 
gave it a correction for one week! But the result is ...sorrowful! 
 
However for now I have the ability to work with this laptop, but it must be in the 
absolute ...immobility!! Of course I will take another, but for now we are in the 
lockdown...So, rather I will make your Portrait with this ...Poetic laptop!  
 
Dear Hassanal, I always think regarding my reading of your poems into the 
greek language and I will try to do it this year. The situation about covid 19 in 
Greece is terrible. Please let me know about  the USA.  Nevertheless, I 
stay  hopeful for the next Poetry Festival in Greece. Warmest wishes for you, for 
your wife, for your son, for your mother. How is your Mother now? With love, 
 
Maria Mistrioti , Greece, November 22, 2020 
 
2. 
Your poems, Hassanal, are catching by heart. Their beauty lays in capturing 
human conflicting emotions and struggles on the life's way to understand what 
are we doing in here. What is important, what less. And that we are an integral 
part of Nature. They are singing to my soul. And although their translation info 
Polish is difficult, I thoroughly enjoy the adventure of it. 
 
Katarzyna Georgiou, Poland, 01.25.2020 
 
3. 
Dear Joan,  (writtien to Prof. Joan Digby) 
 
1. Wow! Quite a powerful piece, and so good to hear you reading it. It [Black 
Lives Matter, by Hassanal Abdullah] reminds me of certain Beat poem-rants by 
Ginsberg and others, even Robert Bly at one point.  A Whitmaneque yawp! And 
how correct and bright he is, how very deeply human! 
 
Dov Rose (Barry Fruchter), Professor Emeritus, SUNY, July 3, 2020 
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4. 
Dear Mr. Hassanal Abdullah: 
 
I have attached four poems for your consideration, intended for the next 
available issue of your journal. I'm using this email address as I was unable to 
use the link for submissions on your website.  Ms. Joan Digby, who sent me this 
link, is a long time friend and edited and published 6 chapbooks of mine via 
New Feral Press. The latest one, which has just come out, is THE NOBLE 
ARMY OF MARTYRS, and it is in direct response to the justice movement that 
has emerged since the death of George Floyd.  Let me take this opportunity to 
tell you how very moved I was by your poem I CAN'T BREATHE, the 
recording of which Joan sent to me a few weeks ago. 
 
Please note, also, that I sent you a packet of these poems (with one change) via 
US mail yesterday.  However, I realize that it is far easier for you to work with 
electronic copies; hence this mailing.  I am excited about the possibility of one 
or more of these poems being chosen for Shabdaguchha.  If there is any other 
needed information, please let me know.  In solidarity, 
 
Dov Rose (Barry Fruchter), Professor Emeritus 
Nassau Community College, SUNY 
July 17, 2020 
 
5. 
Dear sir, 
 
As your place is under severe coronavirus impact, I am a little concerned about 
your well being. New York for us means Shabdaguchha and Hassanal 
Abdullah. We in India are also impacted by this and undergoing a lockdown. 
Thanks,  
 
Bishnupada Ray, India, March 30, 2020 
 
 
 
6. 
Many thanks for accepting my poems for publication.  
Coronavirus has affected our lifestyle and work habits. Now almost everything 
is open and the virus has a good time too. People here believe more in herd 
immunity than in safety measures and every now and then we can hear of people 
getting infected in the neighbourhood. But we have managed to remain safe so 
far.  
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Now we can keep track and follow you through your vlogs. It is nice to see you 
doing something through the vlogs. Please keep on vlogging.  
Thanks and regards, 
  
Bishnupada Ray, India, Oct 14, 2020 
 
7. 
Dear Hassanal Abdullah, 
  
I've received your poetry miscellany Contemporary Bangladeshi Poetry. It is 
very valuable and meaningful work, and a great gift for all participants of the 
festival in Greece. I am truly happy to find my two poems in it as well. This will 
be a beautiful memory from the days when we were all able to mingle while 
visiting dear Maria Mistrioti. I hope we will meet again.  
During these days of quarantine I always remember my friends all over the 
world, I hope they are healthy, that they can continue to write and enjoy every 
day. Many of my planned trips to various literary events had to be postponed, 
some of them are already canceled. It is unfortunate, because this year I planned 
to travel to Poznan and other cities in Poland as my novel Maranta will be 
published in Polish language in May. But what can we do, these are 
difficult times for everybody.  
I hope you are healthy and everything is going well for you in your personal and 
creative life. 
  
I've attached few pictures from my place. I live on a shore of a lake, in the 
outskirts of Vilnius, it is kind of a corner of heaven.  
 
Sincerely, 
  
Birut ė  Jonuškaitė, Poland, April 26, 2020 
 
8. 
Dear Hassanal,  
        I was moved by your very sincere note of condolence to Stanley and am 
sorry that you lost a friend as well.  I didn’t know Mark that well but once also 
drove him home from one of Stanley’s events and remember what a big 
personality he had.   He certainly had the Barkan artistic talent. I think it has to 
be hard for Stanley because the Barkan tribe has always been a very close one.  I 
hope you and your family continue to stay safe and healthy.    These are 
certainly challenging and worrisome times.  
Warmest wishes, 
 
Laura Boss, NJ, May 11, 2020 
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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 

 

 
2019 eB‡gjvq 

Kwe I eûgvwÎK †jLK 
n vm v bAv j A v ãyj−v n 'i 

eB 
 

1. K weZ v m gMÖ  (1g LÊ), Abb¨v 
 

2. K weZ v i ¯̂‡ ` k  we‡` k (cÖeÜ), 
cyw_wbjq 

 
 

 
Avcbvi KwcwU msMÖn Ki“b! 
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Published by Cross-Cultural Communications and New Feral Press, made 
possible (in part) by the translation grant awarded to the translator by Queens 
Council on the Arts with public funds from the New York City Department of 
Cultural Affairs.  

ISBN 978-0-89304-684-2. Price: $25.00 
Available at: amazon.com and  spdbooks.org 

  

 
 
 

Surely, this [Contemporary Bangladeshi Poetry] is 
one of [the] best books, most important collections.  
                                                 —Poet William Heyen 
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¯§ iY  
 
† gvnv¤ §v`  AvZvDi  ingvb  
(1947-2020) 
 
 

wg÷vi  gv‡ K©vm  
 
wg÷vi gv‡K©vm, Avgiv †Zvgvi mnKg©x, GLv‡b 
Dcw ’̄Z n‡qwQ, Ges Avwg ej‡Z cwi 
Zzwg Avi KL‡bvB Avgv‡K ej‡e bv, 
Ò†gvnv¤§` Zzwg AZ¨š— fv‡jv gvbyl,Ó hv 
GK Bû`xi, GK gymjgv‡bi Kv‡Q A½xKvi| 
 
wg÷vi gv‡K©vm, Avgiv †Zvgvi QvÎQvÎx, GLv‡b 
Dcw ’̄Z n‡qwQ, Ges Avwg wbðqB ej‡Z cvwi 
Zzwg Avi KL‡bvB †Zvgvi QvÎQvÎx‡`i ej‡e bv, 
Ò†Zvgv‡`i Rb¨ fv‡jv Lvivc `yÕiKg LeiB Av‡Q,Ó hv 
GKRb wk¶‡Ki, Zvi QvÎQvÎx‡`i Kv‡Q A½xKvi| 
 
wg÷vi gv‡K©vm, Avgiv †Zvgvi DËimyix, GLv‡b 
GKÎ n‡qwQ, Ges Avwg wbðqB ej‡Z cvwi 
Zzwg Avi KL‡bvB †Zvgvi DËimyix‡`i ej‡e bv, 
Ò†Zvgv‡`i‡K Avwg Avgvi ü`q w`‡q fvjevwm,Ó hv 
GKRb wcZvi, Zvi DËimyix‡`i Kv‡Q A½xKvi| 
 
wg÷vi gv‡K©vm, Avgiv †Zvgvi eÜziv, GLv‡b  
GKÎ n‡qwQ, Ges Avwg wbðqB ej‡Z cvwi 
Zzwg Avi KL‡bvB w` BK‡gvwg÷ co‡Z †`‡e bv, 
Òwek¦ evRv‡i Mv‡mi g~j¨ e„w×i KviY LyuR‡Z,Ó hv 
GKRb e¨w³i Kv‡Q GKRb ew³ A½xKvi| 
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