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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 tr

of most European countries. Bangladesh was like the United States
in winning its freedom in an armed struggle. America hadsas it
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.

| remember seeing, at the age of six, television coveragkeof
starvation and suffering in Bangladesh. | was aware that these w
new nation, that the East Pakistan that was displayed on thes globe
and maps that surrounded me was now something different. But by
the time | came to political awareness, in the late 1970s,bMuiji
was no longer on the scene. To replace by lesser leaders wiho ofte
found the problems of Bangladesh difficult to manage and were
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overthrown by figures who offered no ampler solutions. | 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 | thought of as a role model
for how to be just, foresighted, and deal with adverse
circumstances and the necessity of difficulty decisions.

He was one of the contemporary world
leaders who inspired me as a teenage boy
and who | 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 Heade
and still its guiding star. But he was also important to thedermoa
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@ man
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 strogigm
Mujib was an impressive potentate, but not someone who ruled
with an iron hand.

He was also very important as a secular nationalist. Inhthis
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’ liberatioanas
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 Jaial a
Din al-Afghani and (despite everything) Muhammad Igbal.
Whereas Pakistan was a nation founded on religious premises, the
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Bangladesh that broke away from its imposed identity as East
Pakistan was an avowedly secular nation that honored theofight
the vast majority of its citizens to practice Islam but dit
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 justtaerot
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 ‘ilt’ to Pakistan after 1971 initiated by Richard Nixon and his
Secretary of State, Henry Kissinger. But Mujib cannily kepedi

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 | have
visited China, made him admired in china in ways that would
have hardly been anticipated in the immediate wake of thesvent
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 awagene
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 cpuntr
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 Rafig Azad’'s poem “Bhat de
Haramzada” was attacked for saying that Bangladesh ha@do fe
its people first before it can truly be said to liberate tistnetched
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 memarf this
great leader still beckons to Bangladesh and the world.

*This article has been written to honor Bangaband@heik Mujibur
Rahman (1920-1975), the father of the nation, Badegh, on his 16D
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 changedhd.w
A ridiculous idea, but in fact it is true, poetry can change t
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 relel
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 de@a is
amotto of masculinity that continues to impactour culture.

William Blake said Milton was a true poet and of the deBsty
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 thrustIbf a
his poetry, brought us Aldous Huxley's hugely influential
experiments with LSD and mescaline. Huxley’'s Doors of
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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 daek
Satanic mills of industrialism is the de facto British ol
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 | 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, wist a

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 frormEeato the
United States, created to celebrate our two countries’ alliasce
republics. Its original title was Liberty Enlightening the Wdorlt

had nothing to do with immigration. In 1903, the poem was cast

8



Shabdaguchha, Issue 79/80

onto a bronze plaque and mounted inside the pedestal's lower
level. Everyone knows this poem, or at least its last 6 linethei
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 lipsi &tiing

tears to my own eyes, tears of admiration and gratitude. Mother
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 d&fine
us as a nation of immigrants. We still are a nation of gnamts,
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 couatfgred 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 wergll a
using poetry to make things happen.

October 24, 2019, Poets’ House, NYC
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Kazimierz Burnat
FATHOMING

| am lacking a few moments
to own

distance in reverie

over the embers burnt out

| close my eyes

and sense the fleeting whisper of tomorrow
the moon gives in

to soft light of the Morning

with warm pulse

| am inscribing myself within its freshness
to add new meaning to intimacy

| nestle into the trunk
my own piece of sky
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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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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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Stanley H. Barkan

SEPTEMBER SKIES

A squadron of great white clouds
hover in the aquatinted sky.

No bird, kite or plane—

just my rising thoughts . . .

Gray clouds

slate across

the dawn sky.

Night falls

like a shade

down the windowpane.
No stars shine . . .

1]
Great gun-metal clouds

covering the morning sky—
just some blue patches.
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HOUSEHUSBAND

So now your’re away . . .

| 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 | know what it’s like to be a wife—

just what you’ve always wanted.

So when are you coming home?

18



Shabdaguchha, Issue 79/80

UEXEl

o, B 9T A ...

oIS AR o3 efaca A, #ifyg (A0 FioTe g =i,
5T e M, Force e @3,

cdffe 1 113 B0 TN (AT Totem e,
IR [Tl ARCE CANTET! v,

I ZITe BRFea 476 9ot (M3,

ST (TSP ATl 513,

(ST *I@ FAF (B3I Ff4, TS

SR @1 #1975 T GECS Tl AR |

SO, SfY G S 9=y e I IFN—
S T SNCE R G RS GRE |

12 IR, T 16 fFaa?

Translated from English by Hassanal Abdullah

19

Shabdaguchha

IeER FwmA/ BaitullahQuaderee
T TP A
JUF AT AF GrFANE2 Seb QS

O RIERARRIGACIRIICEI

ST TG G-« T SR,

4 COINICF AT ©ltF—

(SN AT WL TR, F7,

COIICE e gl AT To gwhE I =7

RITTH [T (ACF IF g

S sfeed e Aife Joeae, sfRA-wff

@3 FOHET S QO] 2If =1

EUERS Ll

SN ISR G e e, el

FEA (HITR. . FETA 7, SFCA!

CeT TEIG B3l (ol =0 AT

el JRTS; @ @F ST B!

oI @ Al F6, il e s
&l A (T SAE AE; 9 FE,

TR I B2 6 Tl zre?

bR & oTroq Yo Teq feface?

20



Shabdaguchha, Issue 79/80

WHEN | AM A MONK

When | am a monk, | 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 spinnigtim down from the mountain.

| would wrap myself in a suitcase.

My folded legs and knees play in a world-wide suitcase,
seeing by the endless marketers or the smokeaiah
surprise my soul,

as if someone blows me away with my suitcase.

The dusty reversoppa,is added to the dryhungri.

It's like cultivating fire! | 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—qglued 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 andebarKoczy-Czogata

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

| try to drink it

But when | 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, | 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, | had to find the way out.

China
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Joan Dighy
THE FOX

In the medievaBestiary

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

| stave off silence with the words
of love songs that seem less naive
the more | 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 | 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

| 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.

| 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 naive 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

| was silent, smiling, undemanding.

You did not expect that | would talk without consent.

| was too close, and everything was within the reach of my
hand.

Like a thief, | stole your glances and loneliness.
Your thoughts, | tied in a myriad of knots, creating a dense net,
And from dreams, | wove a gentle curve of a woman'’s figure.

| stoked the spark of passion in your eyes, and a fire erupted.
| 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, | 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

| have crossed rocky roads

And their highs and lows, their twists and turns

You and | 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 | 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 | 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: | 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 | RECOVERED

It seemed like a battle; | could never win.
My body was punctured, fettered to the bed,
The walls were painted in chartreuse green.
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| thrived on that bleached fluid

From the drip embroidered on my vein.

| 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

| conquered death and owe her my revivification.

And as | 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

| CAN'T BREATHE: THE FLAME OF A BLAZING FIRE

1.

| 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.

| 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.

| see dogs as dogs,

yet | 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,

| see Racism lurking on the other side.

| 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 | see corpses groaning in pain

from a cruel sickness and dirty politics.

In this no-man’s land | 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 Kkiller.
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
| look down at my knees.

The people in power
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| 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, | can't breathe

Humanity, | can’t breathe

Grandpa, | can't breathe

Autocracy, | can’t breathe

Wretched day and endangered night, | can't breathe

You forgot you are kneeling on my neck
you forgot the horrible body

of Imperialism is sitting on my neck

| am the son of a slave,

so I'm black!

| came from Africa,

the place where Human race started,
so | am black;
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| look innocent,

so I'm black.

| did not run after money and wealth,
| made my bosom as a joyful river,

| sliced my time like a piece of bread
and offered it to you.

Dear digital galaxy, | can't breathe
Information highway, | can't breathe
Minneapolis, you are taking away
all the oxygen from my body.

You have barricaded my air,

| 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, | cannot breathe!

6.

Your feet blocked my respiration.
The words | 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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1.

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,

| could still see that their survival processions
are gradually getting bigger and bigger.
People are growing in number,

whom | strongly believe are still humans.

Translated from Bengali by the poet

New York
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A Short Review

William Heyen
ONE OF THE BEST POETRY COLLECTION

Thank you forContemporary Bangladeshi Poetr§& 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), & | 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 | shake my head in wonder in time
within Time that Hassanal is in Woodhaven where | 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 thenthology,
Contemporary Bangladeshi Poetry, Selected and Tated by Hassanal
Abdullah, CCC, 2019
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LETTERS TO THE EDPITOR:

1.
My dear Hassanal,

| hope this email finds you and your Family veryliwesent you 3 emails but |
have not received a response from you. Howevepéhbat you are well. Dear
Hassanal, one week ago | was working on your bjggraand on your poems
thus to give a warm poetic perspective. Well, | vdamking a warm greek
coffee, but that coffee fell—a full cup—on my laptoffter this laptop ...fell
from my hands on the floor! As you understand & habreaking! Well,fter |
gave it a correction for one week! But the ressilt.isorrowful!

However for now | have the ability to work with $Hiaptop, but it must be in the
absolute ...immobility!! Of course | will take armatr, but for now we are in the
lockdown...So, rather | will make your Portrait wihis ...Poetic laptop!

Dear Hassanal, | always think regarding my readihgyour poems into the
greek language and | will try to do it this yeaheTsituation about covid 19 in
Greece is terrible. Please let me know about tHeA.UNevertheless, |
stay hopeful for the next Poetry Festival in Gee®¢armest wishes for you, for
your wife, for your son, for your mother. How isyydMother now? With love,

Maria Mistrioti , Greece, November 22, 2020

2.

Your poems, Hassanal, are catching by heart. Tieduty lays in capturing

human conflicting emotions and struggles on the!difvay to understand what
are we doing in here. What is important, what |léssl that we are an integral
part of Nature. They are singing to my soul. Anth@ligh their translation info

Polish is difficult, | thoroughly enjoy the advenguwof it.

Katarzyna Georgiou, Poland, 01.25.2020

3.
Dear Joan, (writtien to Prof. Joan Dighy)

1. Wow! Quite a powerful piece, and so good to hear reading it. It [Black

Lives Matter, by Hassanal Abdullah] reminds me eftain Beat poem-rants by
Ginsberg and others, even Robert Bly at one pantWhitmaneque 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:

| have attached four poems for your consideratiotended for the next
available issue of your journal. I'm using this dnagldress as | was unable to
use the link for submissions on your website. 3sn Digby, who sent me this
link, is a long time friend and edited and publh& chapbooks of mine via
New Feral Press. The latest one, which has justecont, is THE NOBLE
ARMY OF MARTYRS, and it is in direct response t@ tlustice movement that
has emerged since the death of George Floyd. ketake this opportunity to
tell you how very moved | was by your poem | CANBREATHE, the
recording of which Joan sent to me a few weeks ago.

Please note, also, that | sent you a packet oétheems (with one change) via
US mail yesterday. However, | realize that itas éasier for you to work with

electronic copies; hence this mailing. | am extiédout the possibility of one
or more of these poems being chosen for Shabdaguclfitthere is any other

needed information, please let me know. In soiigar

Dov Rose(Barry Fruchter)Professor Emeritus
Nassau Community College, SUNY
July 17, 2020

5.
Dear sir,

As your place is under severe coronavirus impaamla little concerned about
your well being. New York for us means Shabdaguclamal Hassanal
Abdullah. We in India are also impacted by this andergoing a lockdown.
Thanks,

Bishnupada Ray,India, March 30, 2020

6.

Many thanks for accepting my poems for publication.

Coronavirus has affected our lifestyle and workitsaiNow almost everything

is open and the virus has a good time too. People helieve more in herd
immunity than in safety measures and every nowthed we can hear of people
getting infected in the neighbourhood. But we henanaged to remain safe so
far.
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Now we can keep track and follow you through yolags. It is nice to see you
doing something through the vlogs. Please keedaging.
Thanks and regards,

Bishnupada Ray,India, Oct 14, 2020

7.
Dear Hassanal Abdullah,

I've received your poetry miscellagontemporary Bangladeshi Poetiy.is
very valuable and meaningful work, and a greatfgiftall participants of the
festival in Greece. | am truly happy to find my twoems in it as well. This will
be a beautiful memory from the days when we weralzde to mingle while
visiting dear Maria Mistrioti. | hope we will meatain.

During these days of quarantine | always remembwrfmnds all over the
world, | hope they are healthy, that they can cudito write and enjoy every
day. Many of my planned trips to various literamerts had to be postponed,
some of them are already canceled. It is unforgyriztcause this year | planned
to travel to Poznan and other cities in Poland gsnmvelMarantawill be
published in Polish language in May. But what cae 4o, these are
difficult times for everybody.

| hope you are healthy and everything is going Wa#llyou in your personal and
creative life.

I've attached few pictures from my place. | live arshore of a lake, in the
outskirts of Vilnius, it is kind of a corner of hesn.

Sincerely,
Birut é Jonuskaite, Poland, April 26, 2020

8.
Dear Hassanal,

| was moved by your very sincere note afdmlence to Stanley and am
sorry that you lost a friend as well. | didn't kimdviark that well but once also
drove him home from one of Stanley’s events anderaber what a big
personality he had. He certainly had the Barkaist talent. | think it has to
be hard for Stanley because the Barkan tribe hesyslbeen a very close one. |
hope you and your family continue to stay safe &edlthy. These are
certainly challenging and worrisome times.
Warmest wishes,

Laura Boss,NJ, May 11, 2020
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CONTRIBUTORS

Gianpiero Actis is from Torino, Italy. He is an eye surgeon and artist, with permanent
exhibitions in the UK (Swansea, Wales). In 2007 co-founder of the art-literary Movement

« R n
Immagine & Poesia .

Stanley H. Barkan,is the editor of Cross-Cultural Communications celebrating its goth
anniversary in 2020. His latest books: As Yet Unborn, translated into Dutch by Germain
Droogenbroodt (New Feral Press, 2019) and Fullness of Seed, translated into Armenian by
Hermine Navasardyan (Yerevan, Armenia: "Lusakn” 2019).

Harit Bandhopadhyay, a poet from Hugli, India. He is the editor of Chhayabrita.

Debarati Bhattacharyya Studied Cyber Laws at National law school of India University,
Bengaluru (NLSIU). She is a poet from Bangalore, India.

Nicholas Birns is the editor of Antipodes: A Global Journal of Australian/NZ Literature. He is
the author of Understanding Anthony Powell (University of South Carolina Press, 2004) and
the co-editor of A Companion to Australian Literature Since 1900 (Camden House, 2007), a
CHOICE Outstanding Academic Book for 2008.

Laura Boss is an American award-winning poet. She was a first prize winner in Poetry Society
of Americas Gordon Barber Poetry Contest.

Kazimierz Burnat is a Polish poet, translator, publicist, journalist, animator of the literary
movement. His poems have been translated into many foreign languages, including English,
Ukrainian, Vietnamese, Chinese, Mongolian, Swedish, Serbian, Latvian.

John DeAngelo is a poet and artist who fought in the Vietnam War, held art exhibition at SOHO
and the author of a chapbook, Beginnings and Ends.

Joan Digby is senior Professor of English at Long Island University’s Post Campus. She was the
former director of the Honors College and Poetry Center. She and her husband John Digby are
co-publishers of New Feral Press.

Katarzyna Georgiou is a Polish poet and translator. She mainly writes in English. Katarzyna
lived in Canada for number of years before settling down in her hometown in Poland.

William Heyen is the author of Crazy Horse in Stillness (1996), Pig Notes and Other Dumb
Music: Prose on Poetry (1998), and Diana, Chrales, & the Queen(1998) all from BOA Editions.
Heyen has received fellowships from the Guggenheim, the National Endowment for the Arts,
and the American Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters.

Ariful Islam is the editor of Rochoita literary magazine, and an online paper, Shihittobarta. His
third poetry collection is Rudro O Onnannno Kobita (Jongson, 2020).

Birute Jonuskaite (Biruta Augustiniene) is a novelist, poet and essayist. She was born into a
Lithuanian family in northeastern Poland. She later went on to study and graduate with a degree

in journalism from Vilnius University. She is the author of 16 books including seven novels.

Kumkum Karim is the Senior Software Engineer at Ericsson India Global Services Private
Limited. She lives in West Bengal, India.

Anna Keiko is a Chinese poet who lives in Shanghai. Her poetry has been translated into many
languages. She regularly attends to the International Poetry Festivals around the world.

Alicja Maria Kuberska is a chief editor of series of anthologies entitled Metaphor of
Contemporary (Poland). Her poems have been published in numerous anthologies and
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magazines in Poland, Czech Republic, Slovakia, the UK, Belgium, Bulgaria, Hungary, Albania,
Spain, and many other lannguages.

Maria dMistrio':i is a poet from Chalkida, Greece. Among many events, she recently organized
the 2" International Greece Poetry Festival. Her poetry has translated into nurmurous
languages.

Sage Mosavi is a Narrator, news reporter and tv anchor.

Alicia Ostriker is an American poet and scholar who writes Jewish feminist poetry. She was
called "America’s most fiercely honest poet” by Progressive. Additionally, she was one of the
first women poets in America to write and publish poems discussing the topic of motherhood.
In 2015, she was elected a Chancellor of the Academy of American Poets. In 2018, she was named
the New York State Poet Laureate.

Baitullah Quaderee is a significant Bangladeshi postmodernist poet and university professor. He
teaches Bengali Literature at the University of Dhaka. He completed his PhD on Bengali poetry
of the sixties. His Collected Poems was published in 2015.

Anisur Rahman Apu is the author of 12 books including two novels. His recent book is
Sidhantaheen Shirdara, a collection of sonnets written in Swatantra form introduced by
Hassanal Abdullah in the nineties.

Mohammed Ataur Rahman (1947-2020) was the founder of Bangla School (2009-2016) in the Bronx.
He authored 10 books including one collection of poetry.

Bishnupada Ray writes both in Bengali and English. A poet, critic, and professor at Kolkata
University. His work has been published worldwide.

Rafiquzzaman Rony is the founder of Chharzapada Shahitto Academy. MothofibonerKeray is
his forthcoming poetry collection in 202r.

Dov Rose (Barry Fruchter) is the Professor Emeritus at Nassau Community College, SUNY. He
published 6 chapbooks from New Feral Press.

Anindita Sarkar is pursuing her Mphil degree in Comparative Literature from Jadavpur
University, India. She has been a Lecturer in GNIHM College, Kolkata.

Naznin Seamon is a NYC High School teacher. Hollowness on the Horizon is her recent poetry
collection in English. Her Seclected Poems in Bengali was publised from Ananya (2019).

Nilanjan Vidyut is a poet from Chittagong, Bangladesh. His 2" book of poetry is Nishorger
Banshi Baja BiplobirBukey.

Andrzej Walter, a poet, literary critic, photographer, and economist. He is the author of seven
volumes of poetry and literary critical publications. Since 2011, he has been a member of the
Polish Writers’ Union (ZLP) in Cracow and regularly contributes to the literary portal
pisarze.pl.

Sepideh Zamani's first collection of short stories, Barbuda, was published in Persian in 2016. Her
novel Ouroboros was published in 2018. Sleeping in a Dark Cave and Women Looking at the Sky
were published in 2019. Born in Iran, Zamani graduated from law school in 1999 and moved to the
United States a year later.

Hassanal Abdullah, a Bangladeshi-American poet and the author of 46 books including an epic.

He introduced a new sonnet form—Swatantra Sonnet. He is the recipient of numerous awards
and honors. His recent book, Under the Thin Layers of Light's Chinese version, published from
Taiwan, translated by Lee Kuei-Shien.
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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
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Published by Cross-Cultural Communications and Nesval Press, mads
possible (in part) by the translation grant awarttethe translator by Queen
Council on the Arts with public funds from the N&terk 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 collection:s
—eRdVilliam Heyen
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