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Amir Or 
 
Camera Obscura 
 
Darkness doesn’t distinguish between things 
doesn’t recognize you 
except by your voice wandering among the echoes; 
by the sour smell of your fear, by your desire 
to rip your image out of the darkness 
to rip a shadow for yourself out of the shadows. 
 
Darkness is a womb without walls— 
there’s only myself inside myself. 
in the dark locked room a child learns 
to listen, touch, be 
pulse and skin. 
 
 
Reflection 
 
These are reflections 
that became frozen forever. 
This is the mirror room of memory: 
 
A child in the darkness plays hide and seek with shadows 
sinks into the secret places of the stairs 
turns into shadow. 
 
A child in the darkness 
separates from his image, dreams his face inwards. 
 
In a mirror of darkness he reveals light— 
and sees. 
 
 
 
Camera Obscura: Literally “dark room”—a darkened enclosure having an aperture through 
which light from external objects enters to form their image on the opposite surface. 
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I Look Through the Monkeys’ Eyes 
 
I look through the monkeys’ eyes 
as they play with my skull in the treetops. 
I’m lifted with the eagle as he flies 
because my entrails are in his; 
in the belly of the earth 
I crawl with worms 
who ate my eyes out of their sockets; 
I am green, I grow in the grass 
that my rotting flesh makes rich. 
 
O my body 
how you have grown! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Translated from the Hebrew by Helena Berg and Peter Cole. 
 
 
 
 
 
Israel 
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Sungrye Han   
 
Pair of Snakes  
 
Mutual queues are being eaten 
As the sun goes down 
It is the moment when the head moves backwards 
And slowly they eat each other by the tails 
Behind the impulse left deep by instinct 
Unconscious latch unlocked 
How hypnotized they were from each other 
They proceed at the same rate 
And the pace increases as they become shorter 
They swallow symbols, notions of satiety 
The pair of snakes gets shorter and shorter 
Gradually towards the end 
They suck each other’s scarlet blood 
They complete in a large circle 
In pairs they take each other’s bodies for eternity 
A red sun 
It rushes into the sea right now. 
 
 
The Planet Conceiving a Few Lies 
 
Is the devil a man who deceive someone 
With a little bit of truth that a great untruth combined? 
A word that is born a moment ago is lighter than a dandelion 
A word that is buried waits her own resurrection on the wind 
path 
A word that is missing threw herself a long ago 
 
The spring has come like investigating something, but it is not 
the real one. 
A noon that sun is blazing like midsummer 
Full bloom of roses take season’s false pulse 
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As they conceive a smell of death 
In the heart of the planet, 
Swirling frenzied blood that is gang-raped, comes across straits 
The womb of the planet 
We don’t need any sonogram 
A chunk labeled as an embryo 
And a boundary of water 
From fish, amphibian, reptile to mammal 
That evolutionary seal 
That false package of gene 
Today, a gunfire bursts somewhere on the planet again 
I can hear the heartbeat of the planet 
An Embryo born today remembers the sound 
 
 
Dream is the Word of My Own Error 
 
Dream is the word of my own error 
As flowers blooming  
In the backyard of an fallen dynasty 
Seem clearer in their wretchedness, 
The place I have never been 
Is always full of primitive colors 
It's a total natural colors cinemascope 
From the memory of a kaleidoscope 
 
The reason why the baobab put her root 
On her heads with her branches 
Is that she dreams all day and all night 
It's because they reach their cells of dream 
Towards the air 
No, it's not 
It's their fault that they only dream of the sky 
Without taking her roots into the ground 
The dream of seeping souls in a language 
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Though I only lost his shadow 
His whole life always unfolds in my dreams 
Every night I read his autobiography 
Which waves like a panorama 
 
I see the sea 
I look at the sky and look at the universe 
I see a fugitive from this life 
Through the door named a dream 
 
As a little pain comes in and pushes the big pain away, 
As a dirty bacteria comes in and prevents a big sickness, 
Dream is a vaccination 
It's a theater showing a preview of life 
 
 
The Angle of a Blind Spot 
 
The faded sunlight shines through the leaves 
Underneath the tree, the leaves turn into a navy blue canvas 
A hazy curtain hung 
At the evening when red and black are blended 
The hour of the devil, neither day nor night 
Spiders are coming down low 
A bird flies low 
Lives falling down from the air 
 
Under the influence of that power, 
The heaven comes to the earth 
The boundary between the earth and the sky is erased 
Now is the time to forget what we said during the day 
At the end of the earth's axis 
Where the blood of day and night is blended 
A dream that hasn't cooled down is being buried 
The sunset drags its feet carefully 
Not to spill over the blood in a basket 
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A person also flows holding up their lives in critical condition 
 
I came to see a walking tree of mirage 
Created by the yearning for the sunshine, but... 
A tree that has its own feet 
A tree that has its root on its body 
To move along to get nutrients 
Suddenly, a cluster of trees looks like a group of people 
A death spot 
Appearing on the skin immediately after death 
I wonder if the spot has buried lives in it 
A moment 
When things look dimly  
At the evening neither day nor night, 
The angle of a blind spot 
That cannot distinguish this world or afterlife 
 
Translated from the Korean by Jaehyung Park 

 
 
South Korea 
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Stanley H. Barkan 
 
 
Why My Wife Likes Westerns 
for Bebe  

 
It’s not because she likes “The Duke” and 
his folksy two-gun ways, “Pilgrim!” 
 
And it’s not because, in the old Westerns, 
how black and white hats meant good and bad. 
 
Nor was it because two rifle shots 
would bring down six or seven Indians. 
 
And it isn’t because she’s fond of 
saguaros or  prairie dogs  or longhorns.  
 
No, she just loves big mountains, mesas, canyons,  
and rock formations like those in Monument Valley. 
 
To my artist wife, these wide-open landscapes 
are the great works of the Great Artist in the big sky. 
 
 
Teaching Haitians at Boys High 
adouble fifteener after William Heyen’s Vehicles 
 
In the early 60’s, I taught at Boys High in Bedford-Stuyvesant, 
Brooklyn.  I taught English and English as a Second Language. 
The latter was for students from other countries—Korea, Latin 
America, and Haiti.  So the languages ranged from Korean to 
Spanish to French & Patois. I particularly liked my ESL 
classes, as the students in it formed a kind of family.  Since 
they were all new to America, and Brooklyn in particular, I  
served as a teacher supposed to be, in loco parentis, but more 
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so with these students than the other American ones. They 
needed guidance in how to survive in a neighborhood with 
many pitfalls.  Thus, I paired smaller students with bigger ones 
so that the bigger ones would look after the smaller. I also 
counseled them on how to carry their lunch tickets and any 
money (in their shoes).  One time the biggest and best Haitian 
fighter was in a playing way looking to fight the Korean. 
 
Since I knew the Korean was a black belt karate expert, I put a 
stop to this encounter.  The Korean boy, son of a minister,  
said, “Save your life!  Save your life!” He did. This was one 
very memorable incident in my ESL teaching days.  Another 
was when I was invited to visit Haiti by the parents of one of 
the Haitian students.  Alas, I couldn’t go.  But a fellow teacher,  
who was a gifted linguist, who could speak not only French but 
Patois, agreed to go in my place.  My students told me that “I” 
was on the radio in Port-au-Prince, speaking in Patois.  It was 
little wonder then why Haitians coming to America were told 
to “Go to Mr. Barkan’s class.” I found the Haitians to have a 
deep commitment to culture, classical French, and European.  
They loved reading books by famous French authors.  I helped 
a few to receive Regents scholarships.  It’s been 50 years since 
I taught at Boys High, but some Haitians still call me up. 
 
 
 
New York 
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Joan Digby 
 
Day Star 
 
Summer in Alaska— 
sunset comes before dawn. 
At midnight pink clouds 
cover the sky among black trees, 
and soon the day star beds down  
to catch a few hours of sleep 
until she wakes just after three, 
calling out her name—Aurora 
as she rises. 
 
 
Elegy  

for Cindy 
 
Farewell to Cindy, my friend 
who took her life last night 
when she bottomed out alone 
with no one near to rescue her 
from fears of being unloved 
 
I loved Cindy from the time she called 
me to rescue cats at the barn 
and introduced me to Snowball 
the unloved pony she adored and protected 
who then became my beloved boy 
 
We were bonded by that most needy horse 
and by our mutual belief in the desire 
to rescue unloved cast-out animals 
never realizing her parallel history 
of being outcast by an addicted family 
then adopted  by another that sought 
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to embrace and love her as their own. 
 
There were tremors in her hands 
that should have been a clue. 
There was bitterness  in her heart 
that bubbled up like steam 
and yet I never knew the whole truth 
of her life—her body—her dark fear 
that drove her to alcohol and drugs 
then plunged her into eternal  death. 
 
The horses and cats will remember Cindy 
with love as I do and her family in mourning. 
The tragedy of a beloved friend and sister 
who never came to trust in love and self 
as much we and the animals trusted and loved her. 
 
 
Dislocated 
 
Where am I? he used to ask 
sitting on the edge of his bed in the dark 
hoping for directions to find the toilet 
that was twenty steps in front of him 
 
Where am I? more than a trope is now 
an essential question too difficult to answer 
since he has been moved from one hospital 
to another and then to a care home 
where room configurations 
and the location of a toilet 
are just as confusing as other thoughts 
that float and unravel in his mind 
 

 
New York 
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Mohammad Nurul Huda 
 
Metamorphosis 
 
A green valley burnt under a blazing sun. 
A walk sloped down the rocky hills. 
He said, “The path is too strait.” 
She said, “Too strait is the gate.” 
She came prepared for her prayers, 
Heaven beacons from her eyes. 
He said, “I am no angel, 
The holiest sin sprouts in my human cells 
(And my blind motions rise).” 
 
She said, “Surely God’s dearest son will be reborn 
As our radiant rescuer.” 
 
And with no further word 
They followed one behind the other. 
The walk entered into a holy site and stopped, 
She passed through the strait gate and knelt in prayer. 
 
On one side the virgin mother, on the other her son: 
Burning under an atomic sun as old as the century, 
Afflicted by the holiest sin that has sprouted within him, 
The man suddenly turned a poet and said, 
 
“I know no acceptable word for goodbye, 
I want the resurrection 
 of the most incandescent poem 
   in my blazing sky.” 
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by the poet 
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Sleepers Born of the Same Mother 
 
And then  
the two born of the same mother are unperturbed, deep in sleep. 
A little ways off the sea’s lullaby takes in the whole horizon. 
The beach’s sand heaped like the jasmine flowers. 
The earth is an improvised cot on bearers’ shoulders  

galloping to eternity. 
The sky-chador swells up like the wind in a sail. 
And then 
the tow eternal sleepers have no separate beings; 
Man or fish, animal or plant, 
They could be anyone. 
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by Carolyne Wright with the poet 
 
 
Fertility 
 
The beach gets warm  
even under the cool sun. 
At this hour 
in the inner chambers of the blue sea 
there goes on exotic cooking 
while cranes fly over the waves 
  fluttering their huge wings. 
 
They raise a symphony in the wind 
and strike a chord 
  in dreamy purple hearts. 
 
Over the blue flames of the sea 
that looks like a giant stove 
a golden sunny egg slowly gets fried. 
 
In taste and smell intertwined, 
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merged into one inseparable body, 
without any coitus 
or any visible proof, 
the oysters grow alive and pregnant. 
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by Kabir Chowdhury 
 
 
Burning Like a Shadow 
 
I write the shadow with light 
And the light with the shadow. 
This good universe blazes itself 
In her own image, too. 
 
Also, I burn like a shadow 
Within you, 
Owning the body of your light 
I come along and go. 
 
The shadow burns 
Day and night 
In love with light, 
Both are eternal friends, 
Eternally dependent 
and inclined. 
 
Liberty is, indeed, 
Mutually dependence; 
inclining to each other’s bosom 
As liberated essence. 
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by the poet 
 
Bangladesh 
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Alicia Ostriker 
 
Gingkos 
  
Sunlight travels through ginkgos 
alongside Broadway’s traffic 
ecstatic yellow radiance 
attacking the season 
  
It is almost winter and yet 
as I walk to the clinic the gingkos 
are singing a charming air 
as if there were no tomorrow 
 
  
 
Prayer 
  
            For Raya on her bat mitzvah 

  
The force that sends light 
through the cracks 
in everything 
needs eyes     to see 
  
May it find you 
may it find your eyes 
enlighten your mind 
gladden your days 
  
May your eyes see the beauty 
and sorrow of the world 
clearly and keenly    oh 
and may light lead you to love 
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Feeding Breadcrumbs to Birds 
  
Feeding breadcrumbs to birds 
     you laugh at how the sparrows 
surge and dart past the beaks 
     of the slow pigeons 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
Sphere 
  
            for P— 
  
Into the space  
between here where I am  
and there where you are 
  
I am throwing the sphere  
of my affection to you 
it is a long distance 
for a sphere to travel 
on one throw but 
look up 
see it arc 
here it comes— 
catch 
 
New York 
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Bill Wolak 
 
Light Connects Every Dream 
 
Light connects every dream 
cultivating arousal like a willow tree  
gathering swallows at noon. 
 
Though fleeting as a sandbar smoothed 
by the high tide’s quickening waves,  
light nevertheless connects every dream. 
 
But only because of ecstasy  
does the astonished universe 
vanish into your nakedness. 
 
Only because of ecstasy do you encounter 
that incomprehensible luminosity  
of union without addition. 
 
Never 
 
Never attack the wind 
with a stick. 
From behind, it stirs. 
From above, it stirs. 
 
Never attack the fire 
with singing. 
From beside, it stirs. 
From underneath, it stirs. 
 
Never attack the fog 
with nakedness. 
From around, it stirs. 
From beyond, it stirs. 
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The Statue of Dionysos 
 
In Ancient Greece at Patrai, 
the statue of Dionysos was considered 
so dangerous that it was kept 
in a locked chest and only displayed 
once a year during the god’s festival night. 
The mere sight of the statue 
caused a sudden, incurable madness. 
Only those who were terminally ill 
or those who longed for the most  
intimate initiation with the god 
dared to gaze at the statue. 
But that untreatable madness 
on Dionysos’ festival night 
was considered a blessing,  
a libertine state during which  
the celebrant, possessed by the god, 
uttered enigmatic prophecies 
and improvised indecent songs 
to the amazement of the entire gathering. 
 
New Jersey 
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Maria Mistrioti  
 
Here We Sail In... 
 
‘’Here we sail in …’’ –Odyssey I, ver. 142 
 
I tried   
not to depict only the memories 
But every time  
I knew almost from the beginning  
the result  
 
*** 
I am writing to you 
with rather simple words  
and I would like to talk to you 
about those  
who travel through enigmas  
through smokes of very bitter seas 
who respond in the nights  
to the crying of the mermaid  
and search for the other side of things 
 
***                   
I talk to you 
about those  
who have no more return 
about those  
who we can no more hope for  
You know  
even if you ask me why I am crying        
 
*** 
Some day  
they will talk about us 
The cyclamens the ones you picked up 
to decorate my black dress 
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The springs  
that you painted in their mirrors  
our internal pictures 
Some day  
they will talk about us  
all those who make the pain to shine  
while they bleed  
from the weight of snow 
 
 
 
Translated from the Greek by the poet  

 
 
 
 
 
Greece 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Shabdaguchha 
 

 22 

Baitullah Quaderee 
 
Once He Gets the Horse 
 
Whoever I ask to make a stone, makes a white horse, 
as if he would force the horse to gallop in the dust, 
as if he would drag the horse to a mud-splash road 
and make it wade through, despite its reluctance, 
and bring it to the village in a full moon. 
Whatever the hardship and misfortune happen 
on the way—maybe a tragic oasis 
or loneliness pours down on the horse’s life— 
the moonlight wipes it all. Time tickles through 
the whiteness of the horse. There is one more person 
in the village besides me. He is my artisan 
whose job is to build a house. He gradually builds 
it and breaks it near the end, as he approaches the road. 
And now when he gets the horse, 
would he still be the same?  
He becomes a vagabond, a king like me . . .  
 
 
Pursuing 
 
I understood green in the storm. 
In the storm I understood green. 
I understood blood and grandeur,  
the calm river stream, its blackening line, 
and the evening darkness— 
I understood all of them within the scope of green. 
Fire-like crimson blood of human corpses, 
the dead body of a father, the dead body of a brother, 
the dead body of a son, and of another father’s, 
another son’s, another brother’s—pulling 
all these bodies in a cart—the final tug-of-war— 
pushing people away from the road, 
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I understood as if I were the bad character 
of an unjust novel of the other part of the world, 
situated myself under a tattered tent,  
annoyed by the people, birds, and the airy leaves. 
Still, the corpses come forth 
right in front of me, as if I am involved in an arbitration. 
Rows of bearded faces sizzling under white hats, 
in a village court, surrounded me like big polls… 
There, still, remains such a splendor.   
 
 
The Saint 
 
I saw a dead saint. 
I saw his tree, 
silent white-footed tree. 
The saint— 
dead like a tree. 
The saint died under the tree while meditating.  
 
Water’s streaming, streaming the water, 
what a world! Streaming 
water, my immensely 
celebrated man is gone! 
 
One day, I was near the edge of the river Ganga. 
I was near the edge of the river Dhaleshwari. 
I was near Lakshmi-Paimanta. 
Wandering around the world, I have returned to the wonderful 
darkness of the world in destitute. 
 
The intense smoke of my guru. 
The coiling smoke of my guru, 
the burning of his Ira-Pingala’s irritation, 
the aroma of his burning naval, 
and all his unspoken earthly awakening 
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pass through his enigmatic sleep. 
That sleep has taken my saint away. 
Was he then climbing the tree to enjoy the spring? 

 
 
A Feather Tugged into the Ground 
 
A black duck dances  
everyday wearing my train, as if it were a peacock 
and it must dance oscillating my train.  
What kind of a crazy dancing ritual is it, 
that it must travel the world with someone 
else’s attire? Raising its body 
above the water while its head is still under,  
the black duck displays its thumping dance.  
My mate silently watches this provocative selfishness. 
It has been witnessing this craziness since our wedding day, 
it watches this with a different light on its eye. 
People, who gradually pass us by after their world tour, 
who love light or do not even like it, enjoy the dance. 
The beauty of it pierces into their mindsets,  
their thoughts or even their biological behaviors. 
So, the black duck keeps on dancing everyday with my train, 
leaving only one feather behind, tugged into the ground.    

 
 
Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah with the poet 

 
 
Bangladesh 
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Álvaro Mata Guillé 
 
As a Child 
 
As a child 
I asked myself about the fog blending in it, letting myself go in 
the lethargy that 
the dust embraced, 
it was a time without time: 
 
what is alien, the nostalgia,  
me reappearing in the distance, on the hill that would erase the 
caves of the 
witch, in the arms of the trees that pointed toward the hillocks, 
diluted in the haze, 
in the void; 
 
there were a few streets 
perambulated by the sun and the murmur of the ghosts, 
voices of shadows that came out of the houses, 
a before of a before immerse in the twilight, confused in the 
silence, 
which I perceived while I sought for (among the welter of 
things,  
the dust, the rain, the wind) 
which was my face, 
which was my voice 
a shadow; 
 
I was born in a place with no name, 
the country of the absent, Jorge Arturo would say, 
the pueblón, Eunice Odio would call it, 
a place that wasn’t a place, I would say. 
 
 
During the nights, I would imagine distant places, 
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trails, 
alleys, 
sounds that stayed in the sidewalks overnight, 
escaping amid the forests, 
a letting oneself go discerning in the distance, 
a getting lost; 
 
the same nostalgia sensation reappeared when contemplating 
the shinning that  
blinked in the mountains, 
in the houses next to the haze that masked the furrows 
between the trees, 
the exile, 
the distance; 
 
submerged in the drizzle 
I searched for something of the something, 
being there I was here, 
everything was everything: 
 
foreignness, dream, 
minutes transformed in the uncertain, 
the mutism that went to the past in search of answers, 
but the answers are not answers, 
they are opals that get lost without shine in the abyss, 
diluting like the rain on the hills, 
awaiting the coming of the dead, 
what they say in us, 
while the fog arrives. 
 
At almost dawn, 
with some stars still remaining, with the wind at stillness and 
the rain as well, 
I continued to wander through the barrios of my quarter: 
the desert would reappear, 
some sleeping hills, 
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the murmur of singing I barely could hear, 
rites walking toward the void; 
 
the yonder was the here, 
it came and it went it was the other: 
 
the shadow, the fog, 
the absent, 
the past returning at the distance, 
the everything in the everything, 
the shadow, the fog, 
the absent. 
 
The mutism would submerge in the indifference, 
without happening, things happened: 
 
a bird, a cloud, 
the sun again between the streets aging, 
a dog dragging the chains, 
a shout, a bird, 
a cloud, 
 
would chase the first light, 
would look for a ghost, 
the strangeness, 
the origin of the origin in the dust, 
but there was nothing. 
 
 
Translated from the Spanish by Daniela Negrete 
 
 
Maxico 
 
 
 

Shabdaguchha 
 

 28 

Kalina Izabela Zioła 
 
 
The Marathon 
  
The old man is running away from time 
faster and faster 
  
he loves younger and younger women 
to find in their eyes 
the shadows of past emotions 
to see his own youth 
  
he has got fairer and fairer hair 
shorter and shorter breath 
and uncertain step 
he often jousts   
  
I tried to stop him sometime 
in the present time 
to soften the pain of the fall 
but he was too deep in the past 
and too far in the future 
  
the old man is running faster and faster  
along the way   
parallel forever to mine  
 
 
Mosaic 
 
low and high tides  
rhythmic breath of the sea 
uneven breath of life 
 
the waves embrace 
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deserted sandy beach 
and hide the shining tears of the sun  
in amber crumbs 
 
sometimes a lost jellyfish 
is washed on the sand 
to die in pink sorrow 
 
minutes are running 
minutes are washed away 
 
One more day and night 
crumble 
into changeable mosaic of colors 
 
hair like the touch of the moon 
hair like a black verse 
hair like the bitterness of tea 
 
life choked in 
uneven breathing 
 
the sea awaits calmly 
for one more tide 
 
 
When You are with Another  
 
when you are with another  
be kind to her 
say words she is waiting for 
seal your promises with a gold ring 
 
write poems for her that 
you didn't have time to write for me 
on the walls of your house 
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draw fiery butterflies 
 
caress her gently in the evening 
bypassing starfish feet 
fall asleep next to her white shoulders 
and don't think of my body 
immersed in your darkness nor 
kisses 
when I kissed you at night 
 
in the morning with a cheerful face 
bring her coffee to bed 
and plan another day together 
 
be her angel and demon 
the past and the promise of tomorrow 
 
and I will stop visiting 
even in your dreams 
 
 
Translated from the Polish by the poet 
 

 
Poland 
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Bishnupada Ray 
  
Through the Forests 
  
we usually made road trips 
through the forests and jungles 
as much to have adventures 
as relieving the pain of being together 
in a bond of not made for each other 
as if to unwind the seven vows 
we took to weld opposite metals 
our child unknowing of little hates 
thought the world was a place of love 
believed in the outside calm of our face 
and believed in the calmness of jungles 
apparently excited to have sweet memories 
of an undisturbed childhood 
so we thought to have a little bit of giggle 
she called the grazing buffaloes elephants 
and he giggled, and we giggled too 
buffaloes did not deny they were elephants. 
 
 
India 
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Maid Corbic 
 
When a Bud Comes to Life in Flower 
 
When the bud comes to life in early spring 
it really looks like some big bullet to me 
drenched in all dimensions and backs 
not even Fibonacci can understand those petals 
when I count them, I look at an even number 
 
When it's cold outside I first see a bud 
as it continues to develop 
so it feels like it's a shaped bullet 
and the stalk is its stalk that looks 
like some Winchester rifle butt 
 
When everything around me begins to come to life 
I see the symbol of the bullet and the crucifix 
because people give flowers to sickles in vain 
just to get some ethereal scents 
which continue to cause me severe trouble in my soul 
 
because I know that the bud faces like a big bullet 
that grains when awakens from metamorphosis 
I look forward to each day more than ever 
yes, that big bullet will come to life in vain 
 
I know that my existence may be small 
but the flowers are the most beautiful in the world 
beautiful colors, shapes and dimensions 
where every moment of life gives me a new start 
 
with music they say that flowers will bloom again 
so there is nothing unusual in all this 
except that the positions for me are to be happy 
because each flower is shaped separately 
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to give joy and happiness in awakening 
 
I never asked for much of life 
except that everyone respects that bullet  
that is as light as a feather 
but gentle enough to destroy everything around him in anger 
believe everything you hear and see 
because the masterpiece is a great miracle 
let the bullet stop all obstacles! 
 
Bosnia 
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Slava Konoval 
 
Kudos to the Miami Cops 
  
Beyond the blue-eyed seas, 
behind the stormy oceans, 
where Miami cops keep the city on the keys, 
photos from Ukrainian towns brought them emotions. 
  
The Buchanskyi policeman held the girl in his arms, 
a nearby wall collapsed, 
deep gullies, destruction of buildings and farms. 
  
Worn black uniform, number plate covered in blood, 
head cut by shrapnel, but he goes, performs 
the debt to the community, to his nation. 
  
Colleagues handed over weapons from Miami, 
that Ukrainians protect their cities, 
repulsed the Russian army, 
Miami cops, you are my heros! 
 
 
Oleniv Martyrs  
  
Clothes smelling of metallurgical soot, 
a torn strap curls on the shoulder, 
a machine gun near my chest, 
I see the enemy's foot. 
  
The soldier heard the command of the headquarters, 
laid down his arms and surrendered 
scornfully, glancing at the Russian, beastly murders. 
  
The patriots came out of the siege, 
they thought about the exchange 
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but in captivity they are cattle, 
UN? Red Cross? Hey, where are You, Mr., Ms, Liege? 
  
Cut, chopped, tattered soldiers, 
enemies keep you hungry and cold, 
torture chamber in the steppe, 
the Armed Forces are getting closer, 
I am almost 32 years old. 
 
 
When Do You Hear Burevy? 
 
Oh, the tire is trampling the track, 
she is surrounded by greenery, 
large barrel, anti-aircraft gun (flak) 
the falsity has disappeared, 
as well as the scenery. 
  
Slowly raises the back 
sleeping handsome 
yellow eyes blink, 
a green camouflage on the color black. 
  
Start one, start two, fire, 
the captain of the car will shout, 
the first volley, the rocket went ahead 
to polish skills, they acquire. 
 
 
Ukraine  
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Hassanal Abdullah 
 
 
You can Never Understand a River 
 
Even rivers sometimes have to say no;  
after allowing a leaf to 
a sail on its bosom for a long while 
it illogically lets it sink.  
 
I, who have been listening to 
the river’s voice, am sometimes 
rebuffed by the stream’s 
sudden unintelligibility. 
What had I been asking from it, 
why did it say no? 
 
I, however, have never stopped 
talking to my river.  
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by Jyotirmoy Datta 
 
 
The Scattered Display of Limbs 
 
The broken pieces of the whole world, 
scattered around and laying about my feet; 
I sense this horrible scene, 
I sense human bloodshed— 
their scratched bodies lying all around me— 
walking cross human corpses, 
I feel the pain of being alive. 
Ah, the scattered display 
of the cruel fate of my own creations 
makes me impulsive—lamented and aweary. 
The green that I once constructed with 
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both of my hands, 
the road on which I mapped  
everyone's desired destination, 
the river I flowed from the land of my  
birthplace to the pit of the ocean— 
look, what the fate they have got now! 
 
I never dreamt of this 
dilapidated world, 
I earnestly hoped to cross  
the neighborhood and reach 
the rapidly growing skyscrapers, 
I fancied at the speed of an aircraft. 
 
Every scattered piece of ruin 
helplessly laying all over 
is definitely a part of my limb, 
how could I then walk past my own body! 
 
Translated from the Bengali by Ekok Soubir 
 
 
A Solemn Decision 
 
Every house is a house of worship— 
so, stop the violence 
and tell me how many 
of them you have built! 
 
Every book is a holy book— 
so, stop preaching  
and tell me how many 
of them you have read! 
 
 
Translated from the Bengali by the poet 
 

Shabdaguchha 
 

 38 

Poetry in Bengali 
 
c Öex i ` vm  
 
GB m e † Qv‡ Uv † Qv‡ Uv    
 
UzwKUvwK GUv †mUv Aweb¨ —̄ wki`vuov evuKv—  
ZeyI †djvi bq, msmvi, †Kv‡bvw`b BwZnvm 
GLbI b„Z¨iZ, Kwei Kjg, Kz‡ov‡bv A¶i 
†_‡K GK GKwU Av¸b, KviI ev me©bvk| 
 
wfo †V‡j Xy‡K c‡o wbcxob welqK mg —̄ 
w`rmy n‡q IVv weeY© Qwe, †mZz cvivcvi 
`„k¨, ¯úó bq—Mv‡Qi †KvU‡i e‡m †`‡L 
A‡Pbv †mB cvwL|  myL bv †kvK, Kxfv‡e ewj 
Kx bv‡gB ev WvwK! 
 
kvwš—wb‡KZb 
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bv Rbx b m x gb 
 
ÕaŸ —̄ m gq  
 
So D‡V‡Q cÖej †Rv‡i  
†gN K‡i‡Q Kv‡jv 
ü`q Mfxi Lye †f‡O‡Q 
wQbœ ey‡Ki cvj-I| 
 
mj‡Z †cvov Av‡jv GLb 
wgwnb my‡i Kvu‡` 
†envj mgq Nyi‡Q †Kej 
Zvj nviv‡bvi dvu‡`| 
 
Zvbcyiv‡Z myi D‡V‡Q 
†envM iv‡Mi †Nv‡i 
GKjv mgq Kvuc‡Q fxlY 
g„Z iv‡Zi †fv‡i| 
 
mg —̄ w`b A‡c¶v‡Z  
KvU‡Q GKv GKv 
Pvi †`qv‡j e›`x cÖni 
KóZv‡c †muKv| 
 
RgvU eid mwÂZ Rj 
¶xY b`xi aviv 
ÕaŸ —̄ mgq cÖej R¡‡i 
nvuU‡Q w`‡knviv| 
 

Ab f¨v‡ m i  h -d j v 
 
Abf¨v‡mi h-djv‡Z fi K‡i‡Q `vi“Y AmyL 
mvivUv w`b weua‡Z _v‡K gMR Ges ü`q Ry‡o 
Zx‡ii g‡Zv m~¶è djv, 
K‡qK hy‡Mi †iIqvwg‡j msL¨v¸‡jv I‡jvU cv‡jvU| 
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k~b¨¸‡jv nvwi‡q †M‡Q n‡b¨ n‡q giwQ Ny‡i  
Wv‡b evu‡q PZ©ycv‡k, 
Mfxi †Mvcb ¶Z¸‡jv P‡ii g‡Zv DV‡Q †R‡M 
`M`‡M Nv Wy‡gv gvwQ AvMvg `Lj †bqvi Avkvq 
fbfbfb Nyi‡Q A‡bK| 
iwOb Nywoi †Pbv AvKvk AvKw¯§KB G‡jv‡g‡jv 
S‡oi Avfvm KzuP‡K w`‡jv fvm‡Z _vKv †gN¸‡jv‡K, 
†Pbv ¯̂‡i wfbœ Kvnb 
mš—gy‡Li gvbyl¸‡jv ª̀“Z †Kgb cv‡ë †M‡jv 
weeZ©‡bi avi bv †a‡i `vu‡Z b‡L Ges †Pv‡L 
wekvjvKvi `vbe n‡jv GK GK K‡i µgvš̂‡q, 
bMY¨ me wn‡me wb‡Kl KvMR Ry‡o e‡m _v‡K 
wjD‡Kvwg‡K Amf¨Zvi A —̄Mgb Awbevh© hLb ZLb| 
 
Qzwii av‡i G‡dvuo I‡dvuo myeY© me mgq h‡Zv 
eyKcvuR‡i †m bvg GLb Awek¦v‡mi NÈvaŸwb 
evwR‡q P‡j weivgwenxb; KvbœvaŸwb D_‡j I‡V 
wKš‘ Avevi ejK †`qv Pv‡qi g‡Zv wX‡g R¡v‡j 
hvq †muwa‡q cÖKU N„Yvi bvwfg~‡j| 
 
c ~Y© c vZvi  † Q`  
 
c~Y© cvZvq †Q` c‡o‡Q 
nviv‡”Q †LB gb 
Do‡Q mgq cvMjv nvIqvq 
†¯̂”QvPvix ¶Y| 
 
cyo‡Q mgq, cyo‡Q gMR 
fvebv¸‡jv GKv 
ms¶zä ü`q Ry‡o 
mÜz¶‡Yi †jLv| 
 
myig¨ me AÆvwjKv 
cv_i evuav myL 
m‡½vc‡b Rj G‡m‡Q 
fvwm‡q w`‡Z eyK| 
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GK weQvbv `y‡Uv evwjk 
ga¨cvovq Pvù  
nvZ evov‡jB nvRvi iKg 
fv‡jvevmvi dvù | 
 
D‡c¶v Avi Ae‡njvq 
mgvR Kv‡U mvuZvi  
m›`s‡ki †Lvu‡R †Lvu‡R 
cÖni Kv‡U Avgvi|  
 
e× mgq Aeva¨ gb 
mš—i‡Yi †ejv 
mgvNÖvZ mgq †Lj‡Q 
wb`vi“‡Yi †Ljv| 
 
wbDBqK© 
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m ygb m i` v i 
 
† Kej  GKv 
 
GB gRv c‡_ GKw`b †XD Zy‡j wM‡qwQjv 
  evD‡ji GKZviv myi— 
evZv‡m †Mi“qv I‡o, myß _v‡K Aš—‡i msNvZ 
msmvi Z¨v‡Mi gwngvq Av‡iK msmvi i¾y 
  ai‡Z bv cvivi AmyL 
wbqZ wewl‡q †Zv‡j ga¨vý Rvbvjv 
 
cvIqv bv cvIqvi wn‡meUv eoB A`„k¨ _v‡K 
gyw³i R‡b¨ †h hy× Zv wK `„k¨gvb 
`„k¨Z AmsL¨ cÖwZ‡hvwMZvi †`Šo wb‡qB gvbyl e¨ —̄ 
jyßeY© Avuav‡ii MfxiZv †Kv_vI †Kv_vI 
 
hLb cvwLiv GKm‡½ bx‡o †d‡i m‡Ü¨‡ejv 
   A_ev †d‡i bv 
hLb cwð‡g jvjm~h© UvBUvwb‡Ki g‡Zv Wy‡e hvq 
   A_ev †Wv‡e bv 
ZLb Acvccyó GK‡Rvov †PvL ïay w ’̄i nq, †`‡L; 
cÖwZ‡hvMxnxb cÖwZ‡hvwMZvi gv‡V 
  †e‡o I‡V GK e„¶ 
   wbf…‡Z, †Kej GKv! 
 
XvKv 
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A n bv  wek¦v m  
 

b eel ©v 
 
1 
Avwg ey‡S wb‡qwQ me ms‡KZ, AvKv‡ki Kv‡jv nvwm| 
Zzwg eRª‡K gvwbKB e‡jv, Avi g„Zÿ B e‡jv 
Zvi gy‡LvgywL †h‡Z hLb n‡e 
ZLb hvIqvB hvK| 
 
2 
M„n ’̄ Wvjcvjv QvuU‡Qb el©vq| 
hvi QvMj, wZwb gv_vi w`K †_‡K KvU‡eb, 
bvwK cv‡qi w`K †_‡K, SUKv bv wK RevB, 
Zv‡Z KxBev G‡m hvq Avgv‡`i| 
b`©gvi cv‡k i³gvLv Wvjcvjv,  
Kv`vq Wy‡e hvIqv gyÊyKvUv Kiex w ’̄i †Pv‡L ZvwK‡q 
 
†Kv_v †_‡K GKUv †fj‡fU †cvKv D‡o 
g„Z UM‡ii mv`v cvcwoi Ici em‡ZB— 
Kx K‡i †h Zvi †Pv‡L cwi®‹vi AkÖ“ †`Lv w`‡jv| 
 
el©vi mgq, M„n ’̄ Avc−yZ| Zvi D‡Vv‡b GLb  
mUvb Av‡jv Avm‡Q| †Kv_vI †KvbI evav †bB| 
 
3 
bv nq GK `yiš— Ak¦v‡ivnxi g‡Zv Zywg G‡j,  
†m †Zv †Kej Avwg u̧‡ov u̧‡ov n‡ev e‡j| 
 
`vuovI, G‡K bvbv i‡Oi Dcgv w`‡q mvwR‡q Zywj|  
†h‡bv bZzb e‡ii Kcv‡j wUc P›`b civw”Q|  
mevB nvu K‡i †`L‡Q| 
n¨vu, hv ejwQjvg—  
G‡K Abvqv‡m Zywg Kvj‰ekvLx ej‡Z cv‡iv|  
ej‡Z cv‡iv †gNfvOv e„wó,  
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A_ev evuafvOv eb¨v, wkKo Icov‡bv cÖvPxb Ak_,  
A_ev k~b¨ gv‡V nv nv nvwm,  
PivPi Sjmv‡bv we ÿ̀ ‡Zi †Qvej| 
 
Z‡e Kx Rv‡bv, evR hv‡K Lvq 
†m RxweZ bv wK g„Z—wKQyB †evSv hvq bv| 
 
 
 

gv‡ K † j L v wP wV  
 
1 
lvu‡oi wc‡V †P‡c e‡mwQ m‡cÖ‡g|  
Gevi Zywg Qvqv `vI| †ZuZyj cvZvi  
wPi“wbi g‡Zv mv`v Kv‡jv Wy‡i Qvqv|  
†m GLb wekªvg †b‡e| Zvui Kzu‡R gv_v †i‡L  
AvwgI Nygv‡ev `xN©|  
ïay Zzwg †_‡Kv Av‡kcv‡k| 
 
2 
m‡Ü n‡j †Kej Avgv‡K Rwo‡q a‡iv gv|  
AÜKvi‡K GLbI Avwg fq cvB| 
 
 
kvwš—wb‡KZb 
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Z v‡ iK  gv n gỳ  
 
† Uwej  
 
Avgvi N‡i AvR GKwU †Uwej G‡jv 
N‡ii g‡a¨ †Uwej bv n‡j bvwK P‡j bv 
 
†Uwe‡ji kix‡i KvuPv MÜ, iO Kiv nqwb, cÖ‡qvRbI †bB 
hvi hv iO Zvi Zv _vKvB fv‡jv 
 
GB †UwejwU †Kvb Kv‡Vi Rvwb bv 
†Kvb Kv‡Vi †Uwej fv‡jv nq 
†m m¤ú‡K© Avgvi aviYv †bB 
 
hw` Rvbv †h‡Zv †UwejwU †Kvb Kv‡Vi 
†Kvb GjvKvq Zvi Rb¥, †Kvb wf‡Ui gvwU‡Z 
†Kvb d‡ji exR †_‡K †m R‡b¥wQ‡jv 
K‡Zvw`b `vuwo‡qwQ‡jv GKB ’̄v‡b 
K‡Zv gvbyl †mB MvQwUi †e‡o IVv †`‡L‡Q 
nq‡Zv †mB Mv‡Qi Qvqvq Avkªq wb‡q‡Q K‡Zv c_Pvix 
†Kvievwb-C‡` †mB Mv‡Qi bx‡P 
K‡Zv wbixn cï‡K mªóvi `iev‡i DrmM© Kiv n‡q‡Q 
†mB Mv‡Q K‡Zv K‡Zv cvwL K‡Zv K‡Zv Mvb †M‡q‡Q 
 
Avnv, MvQwU nq‡Zv B‡”Q g‡Zv †e‡o DV‡ZI cv‡iwb 
nq‡Zv MvQwU wQ‡jv †Kv‡bv Mixe Pvlxi 
†g‡qi we‡q‡Z G‡Zv Av`‡ii MvQwU‡K 
m —̄v `‡i e¨vcvwii nv‡Z Zy‡j w`‡Z n‡q‡Q 
†mB MvQwU KvU‡Z K‡Zv gvbyl †j‡M‡Q 
MvQwUi †e`bv wK †KD ey‡S‡Q 
MvQwU KvUevi ci †kl n‡q‡Q wKQzw`b 
Af¨vmekZ K‡Zv gvbyl MvQwUi w`‡K ZvwK‡q‡Q 
k~b¨ ’̄vb †`‡L †KD nq‡Zv ¯§„wZKvZi n‡q D‡V‡Q 
 
MvQwU KvV †PivB‡qi Kj †_‡K KvV n‡q G‡m‡Q GB kn‡i 
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KvVwgw ¿̄ K‡Zv kª‡g evwb‡q‡Q GB †Uwej 
 
Avnv, MvQwU hLb KvV nq, KvV hLb †Uwej nq 
ZviI c‡i K‡Zv K‡Zvw`b Abv`‡i c‡owQ‡jv †m 
K‡Zv So K‡Zv e„wó K‡Zv †iv` K‡Zv ayjvevwj 
†m m‡q‡Q bxi‡e 
Avgvi N‡i Avm‡Z 
Zv‡K K‡Zv¸‡jv c_ AwZµg Ki‡Z n‡q‡Q 
 
Avwg †UwejwUi w`‡K ZvwK‡q Avi †Uwej †`wL bv 
 
†UwejwU Zvi mg —̄ ¯Œy †d‡j †h‡bv KvV n‡q hvq 
KvV¸‡jv †h‡bv R‡ov n‡q MvQ n‡q hvq 
MvQwU `vuwo‡q _v‡K, evZv‡m †`vj Lvq 
Zvi Wv‡j cvwLiv Mvb Mvq, cw_K wekªvg †bq 
MvQwU ZLb A‡b‡Ki Avkªq n‡q I‡V 
 
XvKv 
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†m Š if wm K` v i 
 

Rj nxb  givb ` x 
 
Avgiv GLb Avi †KD  
KvD‡K Kwi bv ¯úk©| hw`I GKB 
weQvbv‡Z GKB Qv‡`i wb‡P Avgv‡`i evm| 
gv‡S gv‡S Aek¨ Awb”QvK…Z 
evbvb fy‡ji g‡Zv  
Avgvi nv‡Zi m‡½ Zvi nvZ wK¤v̂ 
Zvi cv‡q Avgvi cv‡qi †Qvuqv jv‡M| 
cuwPk eQi Av‡M Avgiv GKK ¯ú‡k© R¡‡j DVZvg 
wfmywfqv‡mi g‡Zv, Avi GLb †mme 
Abyf~wZ g„Z †Kv‡li gZb gwjb wb_i; 
fv‡jvevmv g‡i †M‡j  
kixi Avm‡j giv MvQ n‡q hvq| 
cÖwZiv‡Z Ny‡gvevi Av‡M `vuZ eªv‡ki g‡ZvB 
GK Af¨ —̄Zvi †kK‡j evuav c‡o AvwQ GLbI| 
weQvbvq cvkvcvwk `yÕwU evwjk wVKB Av‡Q, 
ïay gvSLv‡b Rj-†mªvZnxb GK givb`x 
wUwK‡q †i‡L‡Q Zvi wewkó K¼vj; 
nq‡Zv A`„k¨ GK gvqvi my‡Zvq 
†Kv_vI AvU‡K AvwQ Avgiv `yÕRb! 
 
XvKv 
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A v j B giv b wm wÏK x  
 

Rvb vj v 
 
w`b‡K w`‡b, fo‡K w`‡q Avgvi w`‡K w`‡K 
Zwor-MwZ, G‡KK K‡i †`qvj I‡V ïay 
KvuUvjZvi g‡ZvB I‡V, AvZ¥M−vwb †hb 
†`qvj¸wj—Ggb jv‡M, cÖvsï gi“—ayay|  
 
†Zvgvi wcÖq Kv‡jv weovj m‡½ K‡i wb‡q  
nVvr G‡m †hB `vuov‡j †`qvj †Nu‡l Zywg— 
bvix †Zv bI, bvixi g‡Zv AvKvi ïay Av‡Q— 
Rvbvjv GK—Aci cv‡k †`LvI ebf~wg: 
 
wWwO †bŠKv, c~Y© Rjv, cvbvq †QvU †XD 
†bŠKv P‡j—kvcjv b‡o, ˆeVv nv‡Z †KD 
Dci w`‡K gyL Zy‡j‡Q, e„wó gv‡L gy‡L 
Avbw›`Z, cvwbi w`‡b kªveYx †KŠZy‡K|  
 
Wvbv Svc‡U mvim I‡o, Zi“Y Mv‡Q e‡m— 
cvwLi fv‡i G-MvQ wM‡q I-Mv‡Q gyL N‡l; 
†bnvr g„̀ y kã I‡V—nvIqv‡Z wdmdvm— 
e‡bi cv‡i NU‡Q †h‡bv LvuwU me©bvk|  
 
AvKvk wKQz Av‡jv w`‡”Q Kv‡jv †g‡Ni dvu‡K; 
Avi hv-wKQy †Lvu‡R gvbyl, Zvi Bkviv Avu‡K| 
 
wbDRvwm© 
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dv in v b B kiv K  
 

e —̄ym ‡ •N, m viv‡ ej v 
 
GK ev‡K¨ K_vi †evSv Zyj‡Z GZ wØav! A_©m‡gZ—  
fvmgvb _vKvi wel‡q—cÖPyi im`...gZvgZ 
Ae‡njv cvj−vq Lye fvix—cÖvqk-B Zyjbv wbf©i 
we‡ePbvq—Kvu‡ai kw³ welqK cÖkœcvZ? 
k−vNvi bgybv i‡q‡Q e‡U—AvZ¥wP‡ý—Nv‡g—  
cÖm½µ‡g—wcb cZb cÖMvpZvq hv‡ev,  
`vqmyjf bq—Z‡ZvwaK Abyf~wZ— 
Kjvi †Lvmvq—ZvRv Mv‡Q †ZwR †iv`—Kzqvkvi  
Mvp †dbv—mvev‡bi †hŠb cȪ —v‡e..., wØav—Ges  
gxgvsmvnxb wcw”QjZv—†avuKvevwR, kniM‡Ä— 
cÖvg cUf~wg—R¡jš—cÖvq—Zviv cUv‡bvi Zxi›`vwR 
PZyiZv †M‡Q `vM †i‡L—mij mnR mgZ‡j— 
†fRv NÖv‡Y eªZ fvOv e−vDRmg~n—¶wZMÖ —̄, AvswkK 
GgbI i‡q‡Q Mí—cy‡ivUvB QvBf¯§—aŸsmve‡kl 
evn¨ DòZv—g~j G‡Zv bxPZvi w`‡K avegvb! 
—cv‡qmNwUZ mvgvwRK †jvKvPvi—gjv‡U gjv‡U 
cÖK…Z cvZvj †M‡Q Avš—wiK gMœZvi w`‡K— 
Rvbvjvi wk‡K e„wói Nb Rs-GiI Lye 
e¨Äbv cvIqv hv‡e—wPwV hy‡Mi eû ¯úk©ciZv 
—G c‡_B †M‡Q mveav‡b—RyZvi AvNv‡Z h‡Zv  
cÖwZfvevb ay‡jv—WvK‡hv‡M—avivfvl¨ m‡gZ 
wKQyUv D×v‡i, evwK Ask cvbcvÎMfxi—wb‡PB  
iwOb KvuKov—A_ev Zvi bvRyK A¨v‡›Ubv gvÎ 
ej‡Z cvi‡e bv—Kwe‡Z¡, wKsev †cŠi avÜvq  
†du‡m wM‡q mR‡bMvQ...D”PevP¨ †bB, „̀k¨Z  
nvuUv c‡_ KvuUv`vi gkKiv—dzj—wZi¯‹vi,  
Ges Zvi D‡ëv wcV: †mœn—¯̂v`—kK©ivmg~n— 
my‡ii Uv‡bB Mvb—Aíwkw¶Z †jvnv—eqmx KoB— 
Avm‡j Zvi †cUfwZ© Z³v †`‡LwQ—Kíbvq 
A_ev—mva¨vZxZ e‡ov evwo—Drm jy‡Kv‡bv Avq— 
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Kv‡jv gỳ ªvi Wvjcvjv—LyP‡iv wn‡k‡e SsKvi! 
G-iKg N‡U; Qjbv ev KweZv kv‡ ¿̄—†hmKj  
Ac`ªe¨ †_‡K gyw³ †P‡q‡Q mf¨Zv—†hgb  
gv‡Q—mwâ‡Z—cïi Pwe©‡Z: G‡ZvB Av ’̄v? 
Ni—Avmeve—cÖavb mviw_ KvV— 
gvQ fvZ LvIqv gvby‡liv `y‡aj †R¨vrmœvq 
gnvRM‡Zi MnŸ‡i—†f‡R—Aš—i½Zvq— 
Ges GivB—D‡ovRvnvR Avwe®‹v‡i...Ges GivB  
i‡³ PygyK w`‡q...G‡Ki Abycv‡Z A‡b¨iI 
Pvwn`ve —̄y¸wji cv_©K¨ iPbv K‡i—N‡i N‡i,  
gvwjKvbvq—nvuUv c‡_—Kwem•N Rv‡b— 
MvQ ej‡ZB—†R¨vrmœvdwjZ cvwL—dj— 
wkwki—†iv`—AÜKvi—cvZv— 
Kiv‡Zi wgóvPvi! —cÖwZ`vbkxjZv, †hgb NyY... 
`vu‡Zi NvuU †_‡K wQU‡K covq †fRv Z³vq 
Pvù  G‡m mvgvb¨ Dc‡XŠKb w`‡q hv‡e! 
 
 
† c ‡ iK QÎ vK 
 
GKm‡½B wQjvg—eûgvÎv Kzqvkvi  
NÖv‡Y, Awfbœ Øx‡c, cvZv Siv  
†cqviv evMv‡b—bvwfMÄ †cwi‡q  
mvc,  
†Mj ~̀i MÖv‡g—fqvj b`xi Wv‡K,  
hvi ¯̂‡i c~e©‡gN kv`v—  
AvZvi cvZvq ZLb 
big Avi Awek¦vm¨ †Wvi‡ej †Ucv  
†iv` 
 
. 
GKB kvLv †_‡K ỳBwU jvj KvK 
GKB w`‡K hv‡e—RxeweÁv‡b 
GiKg AvßevK¨ †bB—Z_vwcI  
i“wUi wfbœ cÖv‡š—, †hŠ_ `sk‡b 
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`yB cÖZx‡Ki R¡jš— wcucov....  
Gme wPÎ _v‡K—Mv‡Q Mv‡Q,  
mnR KvKZvj  
 
. 
Q‡›` bv-ejv msjv‡c—Q›`fvOv fq  
_v‡K bvwK—†K‡bv _vK‡e bv!  
wPwbgvLv †c‡i‡Ki Qvu‡Z 
nvZywo c‡o‡Q—Kvi AvnŸv‡b? 
fvlv nviv‡bvi cÖm½mg~n  
Bw½‡Z K_v e‡j—†`wi`vi Uv‡b 
bxieZv‡KB eywj †kLv‡bvi  
MR©b—G‡ejvi GBUzKz ciKxqv! 
 
 
† M v‡ Wv 
 
jZv—R¨vš— giv, cv_i Pvcv wc‡V 
fv‡e—jvf K‡ZvUv †fv‡ii Av‡jv ïi“ 
bvjv—Ry‡Zvi wb‡P evuav‡bv Kswµ‡U 
†Lvqv—XvjvB Kiv, k³ Ges cyi“ 
cv‡qi—Avfvm †c‡j gyn~‡Z© gg©i 
mevB—ewai †h‡bv, †K †kv‡b Kvi ¯̂i! 
bLi—wQU‡K cov, †e−‡Wi KZ©‡b 
nv‡Z—hy³ n‡Z h‡Zœ †iLv †Mv‡b? 
†jvnv—Nl‡j cv‡q Sibv ïi“ n‡e? 
bvwK—A‡c¶v mvi †evKvwg Drm‡e! 
 
 
XvKv 
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P ›` b ` v m  
 

ga¨iv‡ Z  † iv`  
 
m‡egvÎ Nbxf~Z n‡q‡Q wbgœPvc 
MÖvg †_‡K kn‡i 
Pvwiw`‡K aŸs‡mi c~e©vfvm, Zx¶è 
djvi gZb †Ljv K‡i e„wó u̧wo 
g„Zz̈ i Avgš¿Y wb‡q `uvwo‡q 
Av‡Q g„Zz̈ | 
 
†Ljv †kl n‡Z aŸs‡mi ¯Z~c †_‡K 
†ewi‡q G‡jv GK Szwo kvwš—-gy»Zv 
†fRv kixi †_‡K PzuB‡q c‡o Aciƒc 
†mŠ›`h© Avi evZv‡m †f‡m 
Av‡m myiZi½| 
 
Akvš—-Db¥v‡` †Ljv †kl K‡i 
GLbI †R‡M _vwK ga¨iv‡Z †iv` 
†`L‡ev e‡j| 
 
†g`bxc~i 
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jv q jv  dv iRv bv  
 

Rj R 
  
GKwU K‡i eyØỳ  DV‡Q Avi bvg‡Q 
`ªexf~Z Qv`, MwjZ m~h©, Zij cÖvPxi| 
D`MÖxe †KŠZ~nj Wye mvuZvi“i †Pv‡L, 
we¯§q| Avwg ïuo bvowQ 
¯§ỳ  mvi‡c›UvBj Kv‡f©| 
Cl`yò gva¨g, ¶xY †Kvivj wU›U| 
  
Pvicvk kvš—, evRv‡ii _‡j, 
wZbwU wUqv| nv‡Z wZbwU bywo| 
mKv‡j KvR †bB| ¯̂v¶‡ii A‡c¶vq 
GKwU wW‡fvm© †ccvi Avi GKwU 
Kvwebbvgv| †kiIqvvwbi gvc 
†bqv evKx| evKx wKQy evwo fvov| 
  
GKwU wXj eyK wP‡i Av‡m| †Qv‡Uv †_‡K 
e‡ov N~wY©ejq, G‡K Ac‡i cÖweó| 
g‡b nq †h‡bv K‡Zv cyivZb!  
cvw_©e bywo nv‡Z Zy‡j †bB|  
Avuk‡U kix‡i isabyi wSwjK| 
mvB‡ib evwR‡q RvnvR Avm‡e GLb| 
Zj‡`k †dwbj, Kv‡jv †cB‡›UW| 
 
wbDBqK© 
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A v j †bv gv b 
 

` ya  Kzgvi  b ` x‡ Z  
 
19 
gv_vq hLb †cvlv †cvKvUv Kvgo emvq ZLb g‡b nq G¶zwb 
Pvu‡`i mv‡_ †Zvgvi Qwe AvuwK| ZLb B‡”Q K‡i mv`v mywZi 
GKUv kvwo c‡i wZb iv —̄vi †gv‡o `vuwo‡q _v‡Kv| Avgvi is 
ZLb GKUv mi“ Rxeb cÖYvwji g‡a¨ Xy‡K hvq| Abybq webq 
K‡i hLb jvf nq bv, KmvB‡qi evwo‡Z wM‡q e‡j Avwm 
gv_vUv Avwg †K‡U †dj‡ev| KmvB‡qi †Qv‡Uv †g‡qUvi eqm 
m‡Z‡iv QyuB QyuB| e‡ov †g‡qUv cvwj‡q Pvù  †`L‡Z wM‡q wd‡i 
Av‡m bvB| KmvB Avgvi Wvb Avi evg nvZ GKmv‡_ †P‡c 
a‡i †gvUvcvZvi †nvMjvi †fZi †d‡j †`q| m‡Z‡ivi 
†g‡qUv Avgv‡K †Q` K‡i hvq| Avwg A‡bK †Póv K‡iI 
gv_vUv  KvU‡Z cvwi bv| 
 
29 
Bù y‡ii mv‡_ nv‡U wM‡q wewµ n‡q hvIqv †Qvjv gUiïuwU 
wb‡qB M‡Z© wd‡i Avmjvg| GLv‡b GKUv mgq wb‡q Xy‡K 
hvIqv hvq, AÜKvi n‡q _vKv hvq| gvwUi M‡Ü Avgvi Nyg 
nq, Avevi nqI bv| †Kv_vI m¨vuZ‡mu‡Z ciKxqv, cyivZb 
i“¶Zv| Bù y‡ii †jR a‡i Nywg‡q Nywg‡q; AvaywbK Kvj| AmyL 
†bB, Av‡Q Jlwa bxieZv| Avwg hLb wmMv‡iU †L‡Z †Mjvg, 
mevB †R‡M †R‡M nvûZvk Ki‡Z jvM‡jv| ej‡Z jvM‡jv, †h 
me cvc Avwg K‡iwQ Av‡Mievi G‡m| Avgvi Nyg n‡jv bv| 
Iiv Avevi Nygv‡jv| Avwg †`qv‡j gv_v †VwK‡q fvewQ, IB 
†g‡qUv‡K G‡Zv ỳtL w`jvg †K‡bv! ZLb ûo ûo K‡i me Bù yi 
†ewi‡q Avm‡jv, Avwg GKv M‡Z© FZymªv‡ei i‡³i mv‡_  
meyR KzwgiUv †`L‡Z †cjvg!  Avgvi cwiï× nevi †Kv‡bv 
evmbv †Ui cvw”Q bv Ii †Pv‡L| GLv‡b Avgvi †Kej g‡b 
n‡”Q wKQy wPswo gvQ Avgvi Wvb nv‡Zi AvOyj Qyu‡q w`‡”Q 
Avevi nvwi‡q hv‡”Q| Kzwgi Avgv‡K Kvgov‡Z G‡jv bv| 
wd‡i †M‡jv| Ii A‡bK ivM, A‡bK Awfgvb| 
 
XvKv 
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m ¤ú v` ‡K i Rv b©v j/  Editor’s JournalEditor’s JournalEditor’s JournalEditor’s Journal 

 
1. gvby‡li me ¯̂cœ KL‡bv c~iY nq bv| Avevi †Kv‡bv †Kv‡bvUv Kvh©Ki n‡jI bZyb 
¯^cœ Dw`Z nq| evsjv KweZv wb‡q Avgvi `y'wU cÖZ¨vkv BwZg‡a¨ c~iY n‡q‡Q| 
m¤úv`bv K‡iwQ ÒwekkZ‡Ki evsjv KweZvÓ (gvIjv eªv`vm©, 2015), Avi Abyev` 
K‡iwQ ÒKb‡U‡¤úvivwi evsjv‡`kx †cv‡qwU«Ó (wmwmwm I †divj †cÖm, 2019)! G `yÕwU 
msKj‡bi mgch©v‡qi eB Gi Av‡M ev c‡i Avgvi †Pv‡L c‡owb| Z‡e, GB eB `y‡Uv 
wb‡q e¨vcK nv‡i †jLv‡jwL ev nBPB nqwb, GgbwK †`‡ki evB‡i n‡jI evsjv‡`‡k 
AvR ch©š— †Kv‡bv Av‡jvPbvI †e‡ivqwb | Gi bvbvwea Kvi‡Yi GKwU n‡jv Avwg GB 
KvR Ki‡Z wM‡q †Zvlv‡gv` ev eÜyi gyL i¶vi †Póv Kwiwb| Avi Avwg †Zv Av`‡Z 
†Kv‡bv e¨w³-Kwe‡K Avjv`v fv‡e Abyev` Kwiwb, e½eÜzi †mvbvi evsjv‡K `yB gjv‡U 
Zy‡j a‡iwQ, hv we‡k¦i bvbv †`‡ki ¸i“Z¡c~Y© jvB‡eªwi‡Z ¯’vb †c‡q‡Q, wek¦we`¨vj‡qi 
wk¶v_©xiv K¬v‡m co‡Q| hv‡nvK, †m Ab¨ K_v| Avgvi Av‡iKwU ¯̂cœ Av‡Q, Aek¨ 
¯^cœwU †ek cy‡iv‡bv Ges AvBwWqvwU cÖvq wek eQi Av‡M GK gvwK©b cÖKvkK Avgv‡K 
w`‡qwQ‡jb| †mwU n‡jv evsjv fvlvi cÖwZwbwaZ¡kxj Kwe‡`i KweZv w`‡q Bs‡iwR‡Z 
GKwU e„nr msKjb cÖKvk| Gi we¯—vwiZ GLv‡b bv e‡j ïay eÜy‡`i Rvwb‡q ivwL 
KvRwU Avwg A‡bK ~̀i GwM‡q wb‡qwQ| GLb cwð‡gi e‡ov †Kv‡bv cÖKvkK cvIqvi 
A‡c¶vq| 
 
2. GKUv KweZv Abyev‡`i R‡b¨ Avgv‡K 160 gvBj Mvwo Pvjv‡Z n‡jv| Avwk gvBj 
`~‡i †R¨vwZg©q `‡Ëi evmv| wZwb ej‡jb, ÒP‡j G‡mv|Ó AvwgI g‡bi my‡L Mvwo 
†QvUvjvg| m¤cÖwZ Zvui †Pv‡L mgm¨v nIqvq co‡Z ev wjL‡Z cv‡ib bv| wKš‘ wZwbB 
ej‡jb, ÒP‡jv †Zvgvi wKQy KweZv Avwg Abyev` Kwi|Ó AvwgI GB Amvgvb¨ 
Abyev`‡Ki cȪ —ve jy‡d wbjvg| Avwg KweZvwU K‡qKevi c‡o †kvbv‡bvi ci wZwb 
Abyev` ïi“ K‡ib| Avwg j¨vcU‡c jvBb Uy‡K wb‡q evsjvq c‡ii jvBb cwo, Avevi 
wZwb †mUv Abyev` K‡ib| Gfv‡e P‡j Avgv‡`i KvR| wKš‘ IB w`b ÔGes I A_evÕ 
bv‡gi GB KweZvwU Abyev‡`i ci †R¨vwZ`vi fxlY gv_v e¨_v ïi“ nq| d‡j KvR ev` 
w`‡q Avgiv evB‡i wM‡q ewm| iv‡Zi Lvevi †L‡q Avwg evmvq wdwi IB GKwU Abyev` 
wb‡q| Kx Amvgvb¨ †mB Abyev`! Avwg gy» n‡q hvB| g‡b n‡Z _v‡K 160 gvBj Mvwo 
Pvjv‡bv †Kv‡bv e¨vcviB bv|  

†R¨vwZ`v hLb e‡jb wZwb Avgvi KweZv Abyev` Ki‡eb, Avwg ewj wZwb 
†h‡bv eis wZwikRb evOvwj Kwei wZwikwU KweZv Abyev` K‡ib, hv w`‡q GKwU 
fv‡jv eB n‡q hv‡e| wZwb Avgvi K_v‡K ¸i“Z¡ †`b, wKš‘ kZ© †`b †h KweZv¸‡jv 
†h‡bv Avwg †e‡Q †`B| ïay †e‡Q †`Iqv bq, GKB fv‡e Abyev‡`i R‡b¨ evi evi 
Avgv‡K Zvui Kv‡Q †h‡Z n‡e| KvRwU wZwb Ki‡eb, hw`I Avgv‡KB Zvi Abyev` 
j¨vcU‡c Zyj‡Z n‡e| Avevi mgm¨vI Av‡Q| wZwb mvivRxeb bvbv Kv‡R e¨ —̄ 
†_‡K‡Qb, wKš‘ †Kv‡bv Kv‡RB ’̄vqx nbwb| GKevi †Kv‡bv KvR gv_vq XyK‡j wZwb 
w`bivZ †mUv wb‡q eyù  n‡q _vK‡eb, hw`I bZyb aviYv ev bZyb †Kv‡bv welq gv_vq 
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G‡j †mwU AvuK‡o ai‡Z Zvui GK gyn~Z©I mgq jvM‡e bv| †hUv KiwQ‡jb Zv †egvjyg 
fy‡j bZyb GW‡fÂv‡i GKvMÖ n‡q hv‡eb| d‡j, GKwU cÖ‡R± ïi“ K‡i `kwU KweZv 
Abyev‡`i ci wZwb hw` Ab¨ wKQy‡Z g‡bvwb‡ek K‡ib, cy‡iv eB‡qi m¤¢vebvB ïay bq 
Avgvi wb‡Ri KówUI wed‡j hv‡e| ZvB Avwg g‡b Kwi †h wZwb hw` Avgvi gvÎ 
K‡qKwU KweZvI Abyev` K‡ib, Ab¨ Abyev‡`i mv‡_ Avwg †m¸‡jv Ry‡o w`‡q GKwU 
eB K‡i †dj‡Z cvi‡ev| Gi Av‡MI wZwb gnv Drmv‡n Avgvi gnvKve¨ Ôb¶Î I 
gvby‡li cÖ”Q`Õ Abyev‡` nvZ w`‡qwQ‡jb, wKš‘ PviwU Gwc‡mvW Abyev‡`i ci wZwb Ab¨ 
Kv‡R AvU‡K wM‡qwQ‡jb| d‡j Avgvi AwfÁZvi Sywj‡K SvjvB K‡i Avwg †R¨vwZ`vi 
Avw` cȪ —v‡eB hy³ _vwK, Ges ỳÕmßvn ci Avevi Zvui wbDRvwm©i wnj&m‡ev‡ivi evwo‡Z 
nvwRi nB| Gw`b †R¨vwZ`v I gxbv¶xw` Avgv‡K wb‡q hvb Zvu‡`i GK gvwK©b 
cÖwZ‡ewki evwo| ỳcyiUv †mB evwo‡Z e‡m GKUy wfbœ cwi‡e‡k Pv I M‡íi †fZi 
w`‡q Kv‡U| †R¨vwZ`v Ggwb‡Z wb‡R wb‡R Pjv‡div Ki‡Z cvi‡jI Zvui wbKU- „̀wó 
G‡ZvB ¶xY n‡q D‡V‡Q †h cov ev †jLvi KvR Ab¨ KvD‡K w`‡q Pvjv‡Z nq| 
cÖwZ‡ewki evwo †_‡K wd‡i Avgiv Avevi Abyev` wb‡q ewm| 
 
3. eQ‡ii cÖ_‡gB myLeiwU nv‡Z G‡jv; Avgvi cÂvkZg eB| eq‡mi cÂvk 
†cwi‡qwQ K‡qK eQi Av‡MB| Gevi eB‡qi cÂvk| Avgvi KweZvi PZy_© Bs‡iwR 
Abyev` MÖš’, Ô†Ubkb Bb GbU¨v‡½jW KvBUm|Õ cÖKvk Ki‡jv js AvBj¨v‡Ûi wbD 
†divj †cÖm| cÖ”Q`-AvU© fvi‡Zi weL¨vZ wPš—vwe` †R¨vwZg©q `Ë, Avi cÖ”Q` K‡i‡Qb 
evsjv‡`‡ki wkíx Pvi“ wc›Uy| e¨vK Kvfv‡ii Qwe: †cvwjk wkíx Bqv‡mK †fv‡Rvqw¯‹i 
†Zvjv| GB eB‡qi KweZv¸‡jv Abyev` K‡i‡Qb †R¨vwZg©q `Ë, Avgvi mš—vb GKK 
†mŠexi I Avwg wb‡R| eBwU Avwg DrmM© K‡iwQ evsjv‡`‡ki ¯̂bvgab¨ cÖKvkK 
gwbi“j nK fvB‡K| `xN© w`b a‡i wZwb Avgvi eB cÖKvk Ki‡Qb| cÖKvk Ki‡Qb 
evsjv fvlvi †kªô KweZvewj| Zvui g‡Zv GKRb cÖKvkK †c‡q Avwg mwZ¨B Avbw›`Z 
I Mwe©Z| 64 c„ôvi GB MÖ‡š’i g~j¨ ivLv n‡q‡Q 15 Wjvi| AwP‡iB A¨vgvRb WU 
Kg-G cvIqv hvq| 
 
4. mv‡o cvuPkÕ c„ôvi †h †Kv‡bv eB cov ỳiƒn e¨vcvi, mgq mv‡c¶| Avi †m eB‡qi 
hw` cÖ“d †`L‡Z nq Zv n‡j †mB kªg Mfxi g‡bv‡hvM `vex K‡i| Avgvi 'KweZvmgMÖ' 
cÖ_g LÊ Abb¨v †_‡K cÖKvk †c‡qwQ‡jv 2019 mv‡j| gvÎ cvuPwU Kve¨MÖš’ ms‡hvwRZ 
n‡qwQ‡jv| c„ôv msL¨v wQ‡jv 560| wZb eQi ci 2022 mv‡ji eB‡gjvq cÖKvk 
†c‡Z hv‡”Q GKB cÖKvkbx †_‡K 'KweZvmgMÖ' wØZxq LÊ| G eB‡qiI c„ôv msL¨v 
560| ¯’vb cv‡”Q mvZwU Kve¨MÖš’, PviwU QovMÖš’, I GKwU wek¦ KweZvi Abyev`| 
Pj‡Q w`bivZ †L‡q bv-†L‡q cÖ“d †`Lv| K'w`b Av‡M GKRb Zi“Y Kwe Avgv‡K 
wj‡LwQ‡jb 'KweZvmgMÖ' wØZxq L‡Êi R‡b¨ wZwb Zx‡_©i Kv‡Ki g‡Zv A‡c¶vq 
Av‡Qb| Zvi R‡b¨ Aek¨B GUv GKwU myLei| myLei Avgvi R‡b¨ †Zv e‡UB|  
 
5. A‡bK w`b ci KweZv co‡Z wM‡qwQjvg MÖxwbR wf‡j‡R, 23 wW‡m¤î mÜ¨vq 
'wdwb· wiwWs wmwiR'-G wdPvi †cv‡qU ev Avm‡ii Kwe n‡q| GB wmwiRwUi cÖwZôvZv 
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Kwe gvB‡Kj †MÖfm| c‡b‡iv eQi a‡i wZwb GUv Pvwj‡q hv‡”Qb| gRvi e¨vcvi n‡jv, 
GKB w`‡b GB Abyôv‡bi Av‡M nvi‡j‡gi 139Zg ÷«x‡U wQ‡jv wk¶K‡`i wWbvi 
cvwU©| †mLv‡b nVvr K‡iB ¯‹y‡ji wcÖwÝc¨vj Aby‡iva Ki‡jb Avgv‡K GKwU KweZv 
c‡o †kvbv‡Z| wZwb Avgv‡K Avjv`v fv‡e cwiPqI Kwi‡q w`‡jb| Avwg cojvg 
Ô¯Ẑš¿ m‡bU 77Õ! wk¶K‡`i nvwm, Avb›` I gyûg©yû nvZZvwji †fZ‡i Avgv‡K ỳÕevi 
_vg‡Z n‡jv| KweZv †kl n‡j †ek KÕRb Avgvi mv‡_ nvZ †gjv‡jb| †mUv wQ‡jv 
Aek¨B Ab¨iKg AwfÁZv| Avi wf‡j‡R KweZv cv‡Vi Avm‡i Avgv‡K cwiPq Kwi‡q 
w`‡jb g¨vbnvUb kn‡ii Av‡Mi Uv‡g©i †cv‡qU jwi‡qU Kwe wfwfqvbv WvbwKb| G‡K 
G‡K Avwg A‡bK¸‡jv KweZv cojvg| wdPvi †cv‡qU wn‡m‡e KweZv covi GKUv  
ˆewkó¨ n‡jv `xN©¶Y KweZv cov hvq| c‡o GK ai‡bi Z…wß cvIqv hvq| GB kn‡i 
wek eQ‡ii Dc‡i Avwg wdPvi †cv‡qU wn‡m‡e KweZv co‡jI, GKB w`‡b kn‡ii `yB 
cÖv‡š— ỳÕwU Abyôv‡b KweZv covi AwfÁZv GB cÖ_g|  
 
6. AvR nVvr K‡iB †U«‡b 24/25 eQ‡ii GK hyeK mÿ U-†KvU c‡i XyK‡jb| †U«b 
Pj‡Z ïi“ Ki‡j Avgvi Wvb w`‡K K‡qK KvZvi †cwi‡q GK f ª̀gwnjvi mv‡_ K_v 
ej‡Z †`‡L Avwg †KŠZ~nwj n‡q Kvb ivLjvg| eyS‡Z cvijvg f ª̀gwnjv‡K wZwb Pv‡P© 
hvevi K_v ej‡Qb Ges gwnjv evi evi "bv" K‡i hv‡”Qb| Gi ci f`ª‡jvK cv‡ki 
Av‡iK hvÎx‡K wR‡Ám Ki‡jb, "Avcwb wK AvMvgx iweev‡i Pv‡P© hv‡eb?" hvÎxi 
†mvRvmvcUv DËi, "bv|" Avwg j¶¨ Kijvg G‡K G‡K mÿ U-†KvU cwiwnZ GB ag© 
cÖPviK mevB‡K GKB K_v wR‡Ám Ki‡Qb, Ges cÖ‡Z¨‡KB "bv" m~PK DËi w`‡”Qb| 
Avgvi wVK mvg‡b `vuov‡bv hvÎx "bv" ejvi c‡iI Zv‡K cvëv cÖkœ Qyu‡o w`‡jb, 
"Avcwb wK wbwðZ!" hvÎxwU †ek †Rv‡i‡kv‡i ej‡jb, "G‡Z †Kv‡bv m‡›`n †bB|" 
Avgv‡K GB ag© cÖPviK †Kv‡bv cÖkœ Ki‡jb bv| nq‡Zv Avgvi †Pnviv †`‡L Zvi g‡b 
n‡q‡Q †h Avwg †Kv‡bv ag©vjqMvgx †jvK bB| GB fv‡e cÖkœ Ki‡Z Ki‡Z cÖPviK 
Avgvi Wvb w`K †_‡K evu w`‡K AMÖmi n‡Z _vK‡jb| Avgvi Av‡kcv‡k Avwg ¸‡Y 
†`Ljvg wZwb †gvU `kRb‡K cÖkœ K‡i‡Qb| bqRbB "bv" e‡j‡Qb, ïay GKRb 
ej‡jb, "Avwg BwZg‡a¨B Pv‡P© †MwQ|" gv‡b `vuwo‡jv GLb mgv‡Ri beŸB kZvsk 
gvbyl ag© wegyL| AZGe ag© e¨vemvwq‡`i w`b †kl n‡q Avm‡Q| cwimsL¨vb ej‡Q 
GB gyn~‡Z© c„w_exi wek kZvsk gvbyl bvw¯—K Ges cÖwZeQi GB msL¨vwU wZb kZvsk 
K‡i evo‡Q| djZ, wek¦i †`‡k †`‡k hviv a‡g©i bv‡g nZ¨vi ivRbxwZ Ki‡Q Zv‡`i 
mw¤§wjZ fv‡e bZyb K‡i wPš—v Kivi mgq G‡m †M‡Q e‡jB g‡b nq | 
 
7. Avgvi evev wQ‡jb e¨emvqx| Z‡e GKvË‡i Zvui g„Zz̈ i ci gv K…wlKvR K‡i‡Qb 
Avgv‡`i evuPv‡bv I †jLvcov Kiv‡bvi R‡b¨| bv, mivmwi Rwg‡Z wM‡q wZwb KvR 
K‡ibwb| Z‡e gvgv‡`i †¶‡Zi dmj evwo‡Z Avm‡j Gi gvovB Kiv †_‡K ïi“ K‡i 
Avbylw½K me KvRB Avgvi gv‡K Ki‡Z n‡q‡Q| ZLb GgbwK KL‡bv KL‡bv PweŸk 
NÈvB wZwb †L‡U‡Qb| cvov cÖwZ‡ekx‡K ej‡Z ï‡bwQ, "Ii gv GKv `kRb Kvgjvi 
KvR Ki‡Z cv‡i|" mv‡_ mv‡_ evwni evwo‡Z bvbv iKg mwâi Pvl wZwb wb‡R 
Ki‡Zb| wbDBq‡K© Avwg evwo †Kbvi ci †_‡K MZ wek eQi a‡iB evwoi wcQ‡b 
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Ggb †Kv‡bv mwâ †bB †h wZwb Pvl K‡ibwb| Avgvi aviYv wZwb ïay nvZ w`‡q Qyu‡q 
w`‡j ZiZi K‡i mwâ MvQ †e‡o I‡V| GB me MvQB nq U‡e| GLv‡b bvbv Rv‡Zi 
KPy, cvU, gwiP, †e¸b, kkv, jvD, Kzg‡ov, AvbvR, ỳÕcÖKvi wkg, U‡g‡Uv, a‡bcvZv 
mn Av‡iv K‡Zv wK †h wZwb djvb Zvi BqËv †bB| GeQi K'w`b Av‡M wZwb †`‡k 
†eov‡Z †M‡jI Zvui mwâ evMvb dz‡j d‡j f‡i D‡V‡Q| 
 
8. 12 AvM÷ W. ûgvqyb AvRv`‡K g„Z Ae¯’vq cvIqv hvq wgDwbL BDwbfvwm©wU‡Z 
Zvui K‡¶| †mw`b Zvu‡K †mLv‡b †gŠjev`x †Mvôx my‡KŠk‡j nZ¨v K‡iwQ‡jv| Gi 
Av‡M XvKvq Zvu‡K IB †Mvôx gvivZ¥K fv‡e QywiKvnZ K‡i| †ek wKQyw`b †`‡k 
we‡`‡k wPwKrmv Kiv n‡jI Qywii †Kv‡c Zvui †Pvqvj evuKv n‡q wM‡qwQ‡jv| †L‡Z I 
K_v ej‡Z Kó n‡Zv| wVK †mB 12 AvMó wbDBq‡K© NU‡jv Av‡iKwU gg©vwš—K NUbv| 
mvjgvb i“k`x‡K g‡Â e³…Zv Kivi mgq, GKB Dcv‡q, gvivZ¥K fv‡e QywiKvnZ Kiv 
n‡jv| Rvbv hvq Zvui GKwU †PvL bó n‡q hvevi Avk¼v †`Lv w`‡q‡Q| nv‡Zi wUmÿ  
wQbœwfbœ n‡q †M‡Q I cvK ’̄jx‡Z RLg wb‡q wZwb GLb †fw›U‡jU‡i Av‡Qb| cwðgI 
wK Zvn‡j ag©vÜ‡`i Avevm ’̄j n‡q D‡V‡Q? i“k`xi Dci nvgjvi wb›`v KiwQ I Zvui 
mȳ ’Zv Kvgbv KiwQ| ...eQi `‡kK Av‡M i“k`xi GKwU e³…Zv †kvbvi ci Zvui mv‡_ 
Avgvi Avjv‡ci my‡hvM n‡qwQ‡jv| wZwb e‡jwQ‡jb wmwKDwiwUi Kvi‡Y wZwb Lye 
GKUv evB‡i hvb bv Ges Zvui n‡q me †hvMv‡hvM K‡i cvewjwks G‡R›U| fve‡Z 
AevK jvM‡Q e³…Zvi mgq g‡Â GKRb Qywi wb‡q D‡V hvevi my‡hvM wKfv‡e cvq! 
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ShabdanewsShabdanewsShabdanewsShabdanews::::        kã m sev` 
 
KzB Ý  j vB ‡ eªwii  D‡ Øv‡ M  n‡ q  † M‡j v evsj v‡ ` k m Ü¨v 
 
KzBÝ kn‡i GLb K‡ZvRb evsjv‡`kxi emevm? GB cÖ‡kœi DËi †`qv Lye GKUv mnR 
bq| Z‡e wbDBq‡K© emevmiZ evsjv fvlvfvwli msL¨v K‡qK j¶ Qvwo‡q hv‡e e‡j 
†KD †KD aviYv K‡ib| Pviw`‡K evsjv‡`kx cÖwZôvb, mßvnv‡š— GgbwK mßv‡ni 
cÖ‡Z¨Kw`bB †Kv‡bv bv †Kv‡bv Abyôvb nq †hLv‡b bvbv fv‡e D”PvwiZ nq evsjv‡`k, 
evsjv fvlv| Gevi †Lv` KzBÝ jvB‡eªwii c¶ †_‡K n‡q †M‡jv evsjv‡`k mÜ¨v| 
†Lvjv AvKv‡ki wb‡P, R¨vKmb nvBU‡mi 34 GwfwbD Gi cy‡iv GKwU e−K eÜ K‡i 
w`‡q KweZv Mvb I evsjv fvlvi BwZnvm I me †k‡l HwZn¨evnx dzmKv cwi‡ek‡bi 
†fZi w`‡q D`hvwcZ n‡jv GB g‡bvÁ mÜ¨vwU| evsjv‡`k I cwðg evsjvi evOvwjiv 
QvovI `k©K mvwi‡Z D‡j−L‡hvM¨ msL¨K Av‡gwiKvb‡`i GB mÜ¨vwU GKmv‡_ Dc‡fvM 
Ki‡Z †`Lv hvq| GB Abyôv‡bi m~ÎcvZ nq KzBÝ jvB‡eªwii we‡kl cUKv÷ ˆZwii 
gva¨‡g| †`kxq ms¯‹…wZ‡K nvRvi gvBj cvwo †`evi ciI a‡i ivLv I Zv wbqwgZ 
PP©vi Ask wn‡m‡e wk¶vw_©‡`i Af¨v‡m cwiYZ Kivi BwZnvm Zy‡j ai‡Z GB 
cUK÷wU‡Z cwi‡ewkZ nq `yB Rb evsjv‡`kxi RxebcÖevn| Guiv n‡jb Kwe-MíKvi 
I ’̄vbxq ¯‹yj wk¶K bvRbxb mxgb I mvsevw`K-Kjvwgó nvmvb †di‡`Šm| 
cUKv÷wUi cÖwWDmvi wQ‡jb Z…lv gyLvR©x| Abyôv‡bi ïi“‡ZB Zv‡K cwiPq Kwi‡q 
†`b KzBÝ jvB‡eªwii Kvg©KZ©v bvUvwj wgj‡eªvW| Z…lv e‡jb, ÒAvwg evev gv‡qi †_‡K 
evsjv wk‡LwQ| Z‡e Kjw¤q̂v wek¦we`¨vj‡q co‡Z G‡m Av‡gwiKvq evsjv KvjPvi 
m¤ú‡K© Av‡iv †ewk AewnZ nB Ges evOvwji fvlv Av‡›`vjb I evsjv‡`‡ki 
gyw³hy‡×i BwZnvm NvU‡Z wM‡q Av‡gwiKv‡Z emevmiZ evsjv‡`wk‡`i wb‡q wKQy Kivi 
B”Qv †_‡KB cUKv÷ I Zvici AvR‡Ki GB mÜ¨vi Av‡qvRb Kwi|Ó wZwb cÖ_‡gB 
cUKv÷ †_‡K bvRbxb mxg‡bi mv¶vrKv‡ii wKQy Ask `k©K‡`i †kvbvb, †hLv‡b D‡V 
Av‡m GKz‡k †deª“qvwii cÖfvZ †dwii K_v| Abyôv‡b mD` †PŠayix fvlv A‡›`vjb, 
wØRvwZ Z‡Ë¡i wfwË‡Z †`k wefvM I evsjv‡`‡ki gyw³hy‡×i msw¶ß BwZnvm Zy‡j 
a‡ib| bvRbxb mxgb Zvi e³‡e¨ nvB¯‹y‡ji QvÎQvwÎ‡`i evsjv cov‡bv Ges GLvbKvi 
†Q‡j‡g‡q‡`i evsjv †kLv‡bvi Dci †Rvi †`b Ges G e¨vcv‡i wb‡Ri AwfÁZvi K_v 
eY©bv K‡ib| wZwb Dfq fvlvq Zvui KweZv cwi‡ekb K‡ib| bZyb cÖR‡b¥i wkíx gvwU 
evmgwZ jvjb m½xZ I Bs‡iwR evsjvi mswgkª‡Y i¨vc wgDwRK cwi‡ekb K‡ib| Kwe 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Zvi Abyw`Z MÖš’ ÔKb‡U‡¤úvivwi evsjv‡`wk †cv‡qwU«Õi mv‡_ 
`k©K‡`i cwiPq Kwi‡q †`b| wZwb e‡jb, ÒAvwg GB eBwU hLb ey‡K awi, g‡b nq 
GKwU evsjv‡`k‡K ey‡K a‡i AvwQ|Ó wZwb Bs‡iwR evsjvq †ek K‡qKwU KweZv c‡o 
†kvbvb| cÖexY mvsevw`K ˆmq` gyn¤§v` Dj−vn Av‡gwiKvq evOvwj KwgDwbwU M‡o IVvi 
bvbv cÖm½ Zy‡j Av‡qvRK ms ’̄v I cUKv÷ cÖwWDmvi‡K ab¨ev` Rvbvb| me †k‡l 
¯’vbxq wkíx kvn gvneye cwi‡ekb K‡ib gb gvZv‡bv †ek K‡qKwU Rb wcÖq evsjv 
Mvb| Abyôvb cwiPvjbvq wQ‡jb Z…lv gyLvR©x|   —kã ¸”Q
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Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor:  
 
1. 
Dear Hassanal,  
Thank you so much for your magazine and publishing of my 
poems. I was very surprised. It is  great  pleasure for me. I would 
like to buy this issue . How can I send you some money? Write me 
please. I wish  you  all the best.  
 
Teodozia Zarivna, Ukraine, 12/17/21 
 
2. 
A very beautiful publication, Hassanal. Congratulations! You are 
doing a good job publishing poets from all over the world. It is 
very beautiful. I am sending you my poems, maybe some day you 
will want to translate them and publish them. Best regards from 
Poznań. 
 
Kalina Izabela Zioła, Poland, 12/11/21 
    

3 . 
Kwe wn‡k‡e ûgvqyb AvRv‡`i gh©v`v cÖwZôvq Avcbvi †hŠw³K, mỳ „p f~wgKv cvj‡bi 
Rb¨ Avcbv‡K Avwg gb †_‡K mvayev` RvbvB| Avcwb dvBU bv Ki‡j A‡bK 
'wbgœgvSvwi' Kwe I mgv‡jvPK ûgvqyb AvRv`‡K evsjv mvwn‡Z¨i BwZnvm †_‡K 
G‡Zvw`‡b gy‡QB †dj‡Zb| 
 
Gnm vb yj  nvexe, XvKv  12/18/2021  
 
4. 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Ave`yj−vn-i eB c‡o Avwg evsjv Q›` wkL‡Z m¶g n‡qwQ| evsjv 
Q‡›`i Ici †miv eBwU wZwbB wj‡L‡Qb e‡j Avgvi aviYv| GB eB co‡j wb‡R wb‡R 
Q›` †kLv m¤¢e| G Kvi‡Y Zvui cÖwZ Avgvi Aš—‡i we‡kl kª×vi RvqMv i‡q‡Q| 
 

gv‡ R`  gvnZve, XvKv, 07/09/2022 [†dey †_‡K] 
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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 

 

 
Kwe I eûgvwÎK †jLK 

n vm v bAv j A v ãyj−v n 'i 
 

KweZ v mgMÖ   
(1g I 2q LÊ) 

 
 Abb¨v, XvKv 
2019 I 2022 
(cÖ”Q`: aª“e Gl) 

 
 

Avcbvi Kwc msMÖn Ki“b! 

  
KweZvmgMÖ\1 
c„ôv: 560, g~j¨: 700 UvKv 

 

KweZvmgMÖ\2 
c„ôv: 560, g~j¨: 700 UvKv 
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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 
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Surely, this [Contemporary Bangladeshi Poetry] is 
one of [the] best books, most important collections.  
                                                 —Poet William Heyen 
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John Digby 
(1938-2022) 
 
Before Day Appears 
 
Time  your heart-beat 
Palpitates in my hand 
It’s as black as a bat’s dream 
Of a cave deep inside the moon 
 
You whisper to me 
That all roads lead to a solitary star 
So distant that I could reach out 
And touch it 
 
I hear you chanting 
The names of all stars 
And one by one 
They disappear into the darkness 
Leaving swirling holes 
Where the peppery hair of the wind fans 
Its flames down corridors of memory 
Distant grating in the opening fist of space 
 
Time  I hear you singing 
And your song becomes a river 
In which the darkness sparkles 
Like the glittering fingers of fear 
Before the day appears 
With its terrible fins of red 
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