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Shabdaguchha
Editorial:

Anyone who is associated witthabdaguchha or reads the
magazine at least once should know that our main goal is to
present contemporary poetry from different parts of the world
and offer them to readers who love poetry, whatever and
wherever its source. That is to say, we are continuallggrio
build a bridge between poets of the East and the West, which

has never been an easy task, since it needs a tremendous

amount of cooperation between poets of different cultural
backgrounds. Bughabdaguchha is lucky to have such a friend

as Stanley H. Barkan, poet and publisher, who actually makes
our mission much smoother. Therefore, | have to give a lot of
credit to him for connecting us to Peter Thabit Jones, poet and
editor of The Seventh Quarry in Swansea, Wales, who
collected the poems by the Welsh poets we are presenting in
this issue. Both Stanley and Peter must be credited for
gathering the work of these poegabdaguchha is gratefully
indebted to them.

This is the first time, we are publishing a 60-page magazine.
Until now, the magazine size was 32 or 48 pages; but the huge
number of submissions from Bangladesh, India, and many
other parts of the world moved us to increase the number of
pages. We know that we will have to pay additional printing
cost and postage for this, but we will never be obstructed from
publishing the finest poetry. Needless to say§abdaguchha

is growing, so too are the number of poets who are being
published in its pages. It is so thrilling to know that a
significant number of young poets who once were first
published onShabdaguchha are now publishing their first
books in the upcoming annual Dhaka Book Fair on February,
2012. We congratulate the poets and wish them a happy
journey through the thorny field of poetry and want to remind
others thathabdaguchha will always be with the finest group

of poets, no matter how old and young they are.
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Stanley H. Barkan

THE SHOESHINE BEGGAR OF CHONGQING

He wet my left shoe,
| didn't agree but let him continue.

He rubbed it with a cloth,
brushed it once.

Then he pushed the left away
and pointed to the right.

I moved my right shoe
onto the box.

He wet and rubbed, clothed,
and brushed it.

Then held out his hand.
| gave him 5 Yuan.

He shook his head.
| shrugged my shoulders.

He pleaded with his eyes.
Again shook his grizzled head.

Finally, | gave him another Yuan.
But he rubbed his belly.

| patted his right shoulder
and shook my head.

He went on to another
who refused his footwork.

Now, | think of his thin, gray
stubbled face, eyes full of mirth.

But, most of all, his rubbing his belly—
regretting | didn’t give him at least a dollar.



SAILING THE YANGTZE

After listening

to the song of the bells,
struck by thick long sticks,
each larger than a man,

and the echoes of the stones,
the sonorous whistling

of the mouth blowing

the bambodusheng,

and the plucking of the strings
on ancient zithers . . .

After watching

the young girls

in red silk
trimmed with gold,
topped with

hats of Chinese calligraphs . . .

After amazed

at the works

of a distant past,

long before Moses
wandered/wondered
in the desert,

long before

even the pharaohs
dreamed of structures
to contain their
imagined immortality,
signals to the gods
charioteering

in the distance

of ten-thousandi . . .

| feel the pull

of the river’s current,
gliding along the paths
of my yearning . . .

Buried in the belly
of the cruise ship,
half-awake,
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| prepare to rise,

to lift up mine eyes
unto the mountaintops,
there in the mists,
there beyond the Three Gorges . . .

Listen!—
the rush of water
over rocks,

over rocks,
cascading down
into the subterranean
meanderings of the
mind of myth and magic . . .
and pure exhilaration.

NO CATS ON THE YANGTZE

| have seen no cats

on the banks of the Yangtze,
though we’ve cruised

for hundreds of miles.

Two fellow passengers

said they saw one cat each,

but these were only

in one of each of two towns.
Strange, the Yangtze River

is filled with fish,

so the three-boarshmpans

& black-awningwupengs

drop & lift their nets

all along the journey to & from
the Three Great & Lesser Gorges.
Everyone knows cats like fish—
so where are they?

I miss my cat’'s meowing

for breakfast, brushing,

special treat foods—

slices of kosher smoked turkey,
the juice of salmon & tuna fish—
and time to walk on a leash.



Jean Salkilld
THROUGH THE MAGNIFYING GLASS

Like the hunter in a world of melting ice
| see an image that evokes movement,

Two reindeer swim to meet migrating herds,
Autumn antlers indicate the season.

The hunting spear is rested and instead
Fine stone tools in skilled and careful hands

Carve detail on this thread of history.
Is this an offering to a Guardian-Guide

With supplication that the herd may prosper,
Returning to enrich the weak-linked chain

Of human life? | hear the distant voice
That shows without the cluttering of words

An untold story on a small bone fragment.
Looking through the magnifying glass,

| set back my clock thirteen thousand years
And celebrate the sculptor without a name.

SUNFLOWERS AND SHADOWS
(For Peter Thabit Jones)

| remember the time when Vincent became our hero,
When sunflowers grew from posters on our teen-age
Bedroom walls and the sun and moon and stars
Swirled brightly on familiar-changing scenes;

And we painted searching images of self

And crossed the Pont de Langlois every day

And our favourite colour was yellow.

Contagious yellow, contagious sun,
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Distorting awareness of the inner fight,

The search for light through darkness in the mind,
To prove that sunflowers and yellow fields

Can grow from a small, claustrophobic cell.

| see Vincent, even now,

The painter on his way to work, his hat’s

Broad brim a shield in the midday glare,
Dragging a dark, crooked shadow of himself
Along a sun-bright road; from corn-gold ripeness
Catching black crows in bruised, portentous skies
With his fevered, sable net, as if to feel

Alive and not born from the dead.

| stop today at posters set around

The town of Auvers-sur-Oise, each poster set

To mark the last step in Vincent’'s desperate search
For light he could not absorb ~ and there he rests;

Yet darkness is diminished in the yellow house
And on the pleasant café terrace at night;

Refulgent yellow, refulgent sun.



Caroline Gill
ELEGY FOR IDRIS DAVIES

Who hears the bells of Rhymney as they toll?
There are no drams to draw along the tracks:
the empty tarmac waits for laden trucks,

but hollows in the hillside tell their tale.

The winch and winderman have long since gone:
deserted pits are crudely steeped in slag.
Would Shelley’s spirit ring out once again
if flames of silver leaped to greet the lark?

A sloping cemetery will testify

to times when angry voices could be heard.
An echo rises from the Rhymney bard:

it rocks and rolls a piercing lullaby.

The grass is brown: brass bands have lost theanshe
but April's music trickles down the rill.

A shaft of sun makes rainbow-puddles shine

in terraced streets, to light the poet’s trail.

Allotments snake along the mountain road,
with weathered water butts of blue and green.
A raven waits while seeds of hope are sown,
but wigwam-canes stand vacant and betrayed.

A poet plants his footsteps in the mire,
through furnaces and forges razed to soil.
Bare strips of sky and horizontal moor
arouse defiant voices in his soul.

Stonemasons shed their monumental tears
in mounds below the monkey puzzle's arm.
A sombre moon casts shadows on the dawn:
a valley dreams beneath the midnight stars.
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PRESELI BLUE

This is the stone that serenades Wales.
Listen: perhaps you will catch its voice,
billowing out from those rare blue hills;
plucked from the soil of a windward race.

This is the stone with a tale to tell,
weathered and flecked, and bound with rope;
trapped in a web, as the seasons sail

and centuries pass like lines of sheep.

This is the stone that cries to the dawn
when westerlies rage and storms appeatr.
Oceans of hill fog smother its tune:
forests of icicles burn like fire.

Over the Severn, up to the Plain,

moving on from the land of its birth.

Blue for the crags on the windswept carn:
this is the stone that singstafaeth.

SWANSONG

They spied her sylphlike figure through a glass

and turned to pluck mosquitoes from her hair.

She beckoned to a boy who took his place

beside the chequered cloth, beneath the stars.

He played: she sang of home, and plumbed the depths
of exile, with her beggar’s bowl of fire.

Her plangent airs and wistful epithets
sent echoes to the wind. Transmutable
crescendos scaled the poet's Spanish Steps,

and tears of turgid pain began to blow
across the Tiber’s bank. The waiter’s eyes
saw red: he raged and smashed her crucible.

She called her boy; and left, to their surprise,
a cone of cellophane,fading rose.
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Peter Thabit Jones

FRIEND IN FEBRUARY
(for Patricia Holt)

Sleep is a train
That you missed tonight,

And now your mind
Is a junkyard

Of broken feelings.
Lit up like the dawn,

Your thoughts are late creatures
Seeking deep holes.

Your wintered heart beats
For tomorrow’s cold pulse.

And somewhere beyond
Your lonely house,

Quick tongues dig for love
And forests fall for kings.

POETRY READING, THE ROBERT FROST FARM

September grieves in me;
My child, lost, shines
In the New Hampshire afternoon.

Words leave my mouth,
Weighted as apples

On a tree; words farmed
Long ago in a room

In Swansea, damp

With a coffined silence.

| read to people
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I will never reach.
We are all in shadows.

A poem is not a step
In one’s ambition;
The drama of it

Is not an act
To getsomewhere.
‘I am a singer merely,

| sing my song’.
Something there is
In me

That loves a wall,
The separation
From others.

‘No more heroes,
No more dreams,
Life’s what it is,

Not what it seems’
| wrote long ago
When the stars fell down.

And how their child lost,
Robert’'s and Eleanor’s,
Shines in my mind.

Their folding
Of the clothes
No longer needed;

The falling emptiness;

The ‘Why?’ crying

Through the heart’s universe,
The scream of the blood
That the staring eyes shed.
Grief, a visitor,

In the rooms of the head.
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Something there is
In me

That loves a wall,
The separation.
My words,

Their words, fall
Like apples
When there

Is no-one around,
And the air, natural as God,
Consumes the song.

David Gill
STANDING ALONE

Six women stand

facing the maiden’s shrine.
One sister has gone
removed to northern light.
Soon they will be alone
except for cats

snheaking through the stones.

FROM SYRACUSE TO MANHATTAN

Whispered words

“It can't be true”

“All of them?”

They gather below the sacred stones
And weep at the Sicilian news.

Ashen faces
“We can’t go on”
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“What's the point?”
Satellite dishes line the ancient streets
While orange flames lick the screen.

GLOUCESTERSHIRE IN THE NEGEV

Yes, | remember the Negev —
a rock, one morning

of chill and rain | sat,
expectantly. It was New Year.

The stream formed. In the wadi below
an ibex broke the silence.

No one came. What | saw was

the Negev — only the desert

and beetles, and lizards,

and lichens clinging in rocky cracks.
Above, the blackness turned to white,
floods of blue and gold.

And in that moment an eagle soared,
prophetic, silhouetted in the sky.

Far behind, the silent bustle

of a strife-torn city.
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Aeronwy Thomas

DOLLS IN THE ATTIC

They eye me beadily
dolls from another time
perched silent in a row
on a velvet sofa.

What am | doing there
invading their space
looking at

the unreal children.

In a moment
if | stay

past midnight
they’ll move

in unison,

step off their citadel
pat their skirts

no ankle on show

lift pretty hands

with lacquered fingernails
porcelain fingers

to choke the life

from unwanted
night visitors.

I move

towards the exit

the flight of winding
wooden stairs

that got me there

in the attic with care
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STREET LAMP

We look to the past

When the light shone brighter
When days were sun-filled
And after dark

We loitered hand in hand
Under its yellow beam

Your Summer dress picked out
Your face lit

In mysterious tones

As we cuddled together

Afire

Under the street lamp.

We struggle to remember
Its warm glow

Its elegant form

While the sharp lights
Where we take

Our evening stroll

These Winter nights

Are so bright

Fail to flatter

Your hard-won lines
Your worried frown.

Oh, for the street lamps
When life was just begun
And | kissed you, my love,
Under the subtle rays.

THE SHADE

A chubby man

followed me

to the library

along the streets

of Boston

past Dunkin’ Donuts

and Pete’s coffee and teas
into the pharmacy

for Vick’s Vaporub

hence
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to Harvard

and leafy trees.

His shadow

followed me

up the steps

through the doors

of the public halls.

The throng already there
greeted the shadow
and not me

with loud applause

in the dusty halls

until he faded from sight
to his proper shape

a shade

and | stepped forward
flesh and blood

to shout to the wind,

the stars and the rain

to be acclaimed

by the crowd

in my own right

for a while free

of the shame

not to be him again

free

of the shadow

that keeps pace with me
throughout my life

that dogs my steps.
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Lynn Hopkins

BEGINNING OF THE END

Sipping a night-cap, in the evening of life,
she gazes at cardboard boxes.
Wrapped in yesterday’s news,
distant relatives meet at last,
and perfect patches pattern the wallpaper.

Dusty biography is brushed under the carpet.
Skeletons are locked in creepy cupboard:
tittle-tattle prattles no more.

The doorbell sings its sinister song.
The antiquarian cunningly collects
possessions displayed for inspection;
experience rewards his vision.

In transit, her value slides into corners
of cardboard vaults. At journey’s end, it shatters
under the hammer of new beginnings.

RED RIDING HOOD

A frail figure followed

A trail through the woods.
Thin as a prisoner,
Starved of love,

She understood

Her filial function.

She carried a bag as empty
As a loveless marriage.
Whistling wolves

Lay in wait, ready to bite,
Hungry for something

Only she could provide.
Her father had warned her:
“Be a good girl,

Put on your frock,
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Give me a twirl,”

And the whirl of his hand

Fastened her hood.

Her straight hair draped

From a brain as limp as impotence.
Lipstick, as red as wounds, bled on her lips,
Flowing like lava to her fingertips.

She emerged from the forest, lipstick intact,
The patriarch waiting to carry her bag,
Weighted with shame, blaming grandma.

THE WEDDING DRESS

Creaking into action, the dressmaker’s rusty
Consciousness squeaks indelible thoughts;
Floods of forgotten skills rush to perform.
Ivory cobweb threads pattern the lacy
Corners of the attic.

Like an intoxicated bridegroom,

The dummy stands in a funny sort of way.
Creasing with laughter, the duchess satin
Shakes off the dusty designs of ambition.

Curiosity uncoils the measuring tape,
It snakes around gathering statistics.
The seamstress is a silvery statistic,
Stitched to a realistic fate that tears
The fabric of her being.

Watching from their cellophane window,
Tear drop pearls beg an invitation
To embellish: with shiny influence.

Crazy with loneliness, the sewing machine

Longs for an electrical surge;
The switch is pressed.
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Humayun Azad

| LIVED IN OTHER PEOPLE’S TIME

| lived in other people’s time.

Their fingerprints were on my food,
Their germs were in my drinks,
And their pollution was in my faith.

| was born and raised and lived in
Other people’s time.

| learned to stand like them,

| learned to walk like them,

| learned to dress like them,

| learned to fix my hair like them,

| learned to talk like them.

They taught me how to stand like them,
They ordered me to walk like them,

They required me to dress like them,

They made me fix my hair like them,

They put their polluted words in my mouth.
They made me live exactly like them.

| lived in other people’s time.

| wanted to stand in my own way,

| wanted to walk my own way,

| wanted to dress up my own way,

| wanted to pronounce my mother tongue my own way.
| wanted to breathe my own way.

| wanted to eat fresh food,
| wanted to drink from my pure drink.

| was born in the wrong time. My own time did ncamifest.
| bloomed on a wrong plant. My own plant did notag.

| was floating through a wrong river.

My own river did not exist.

| swam through the wrong cloud.

My own cloud was not there in the sky.

| lived in other people’s time.

| wanted to sing in my own tune.
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They wanted me to sing in their shallow modes.

| wanted to dream my own way,
They made me dream the way they did.

| wanted to stand in my own way,
They ordered me to stand like them, keeping my lokach.

| wanted to speak my own way,
They wanted me to speak with their dirty words.

| wanted to go all the way in,
They told me to stand outside as they did.

A piece of leftover meat was their level of success
Kneeling down to someone else’s feet

was their thought of pride,

The hump on their back was their reward for work,
And a chain on the neck was their great ornament.

| was away from the piece of meat. They did natriate that.
Instead of kneeling down like them,

| invited my misfortune.

They did not tolerate that.

Instead of the hump on my back, | accepted knivesp chest.

They did not tolerate that.

| put the chain in my hand and feet, instead ofnymeck.
They did not tolerate that.

| lived in other people’s time.

My time did not come.

Their ponds were full with seasonal fish,
Their gardens were full with seasonal vegetables,
Their yards were full with seasonal flowers.

| made my own lake at their time,

So there was no water in it.

| cultivated my own way at their time,

So there was no harvest in my field.

| wanted to make a garden on my own at their time,
So there were no flowers in my garden.

It was not yet the time for sparkling water in rake.

It was not yet the time for a new harvest in mydfie

It was not yet the season for my new flower.
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| lived in other people’s time.

All of my acts became a failure as the time forfitere

They were successful at their present time.

The flowers they wanted to pick,

They picked them, ripped with their nails.
| only dreamed of beautiful fresh flowers.
The girls they wanted to hug,

They hugged them like a thug.

I only hugged my girl in my dream.

The women they wanted to sleep with,
They killed them with their own hands.
| only slept with my woman in my dream.

They used sharp teeth while drawing kisses.
| only offered my lips in my dream.
| lived in other people’s time.

Whatever my eyes wanted to see,

| could not see it.

My time did not show up yet.
Whatever the way my feet wanted to trail,
| could not go that way.

My time did not show up yet.
Whatever my heart wanted to offer,

| could not offer it.

My time did not show up yet.
Whomever my body wanted to touch,
It could not touch her.

My time did not show up yet.

The world | wanted to have,

| did not get it.

My time did not show up yet.

My time did not show up yet.

| lived in other people’s time.

Trandlated from Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah
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Bishnupada Ray
LOVE

beside my house a dead tree
both creaking under termites
has turned golden with leaves of spring

so a bird appears from nowhere
over the last poster of my muse
whose big soulful eyes were moons

in best of times when we honeymooned
in the crystal valley of the dead
night's ghostly pale dancing wizardry

of enchanting escapades with shadows
my nightly excavations of her body
now turns up piles of dust and dirt

in my dark room | develop old films
after hacking into her secret desires
to graft a face over the new faces

all creaking under termites
but the dead tree has turned golden
with the sprouted leaves of spring.

WHISPER

after my role playing | slide back to my shell
different sounds at the back of my head

my hair becomes forests of reeds

within the skull the whisper reverberates

in different channels of nervous roots

and glands of aquatic self-echoes

| catch them distinct on the eardrum

my iris makes flickering response

to a synthetic feeling of brain clouds
whisper from the antipodes cajoles me

with the sense that there are people

who can not bear the mystery of being human
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the moral order has collapsed
at the end of the journey

only absurdity

the utter purposelessness

in the dark pit of torment
nihilism caresses the mind
where predators lurk

sapping the moral energy
they show a new range of passion
for creativity

where death has a meaning
for a new beginning

amid the collateral emptiness
| do not want to lose you
your love is the innocence
that whispers of my salvation.

REVENGE

with unfailing aim

| set up my target

right between your eyes
that primal urge

to kill you

haunts me like a demon

| can still feel

your butterfly touch

my body gets used to it
some wild boys in the street
grin at me

| remember you set me

on the street naked

at last when | am able

to run my blade

right between your eyes

| know the fulfillment of love

after the funeral
god offers me his service
| want you back from the dead.
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Shabdaguchha
Hassanal Abdullah

EXISTENCE

You say, | am alone; but | am more than one.
| have been so in every universal dawn.

MY GRAVE

Last year,

during the summer vacation,

| dug a grave for myself.

| thought it would have a good use
some time.

Let me tell you more about this . ..

| actually didn't have to dig a new grave,

| just had to occupy an old one

and then fix it.

To be frank, | learned to do this

from other people.

Occupying other homes, land, language,
states and politics is a great human practice.

| also installed a wooden door to the grave.
Who else would install such a door but me!

Within a couple of months,

| got a call to use it.

So | entered, as the darkness

wove its vile tongue all over the wall.
Aloneness crumbled me.

The very first night was so horrible.

There was a freezing cold coming from beneath.
| took off all of my clothes and squeezed them
under me.

The night was long, dim, and wet.

At daybreak,

| went out to make my natural call—
who would ever make a loo in a grave!
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And when | went back in,
| noticed how time kept on spinning..

Roaches, crickets, and worms

scared me.

Thinking of snakes, my blood got cold.
But gradually my days in the grave
revolved around my loneliness.

CANCER ON TV

Today, | saw cancer on TV—

wearing a hat on his bare head.

| saw a lot of people talking about him—
since they were affected

by the poison of his sick breath.

Wherever he laid his hand,

a complete shape of cancer

slowly walked out of it.

Whenever he stepped forward—
though he never stepped forward—
millions of fans followed him,

as if he were the Pied Piper of Hamelin.
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12.
Dear Hassanal:
Thank you for your kind gift of the lateShabdaguchha. Congratulations
on all your good work with the magazine, and thieiable translations.
Have a good summer.

Best wishes.

D. H. Melhem, New York
04 August, 2011

13.

Dear Sir,

The other day | visited your site and found to nglight that you have
created a platform where people who are not so kmellvn may contribute
and get an exposure.

I must thank you for this commendable service.

As regard myself | am working in a private sectdrave some interest
for writing poems and this is what | want to u#iavith the help of your
platform.

| request you to kindly let me know about the sulemust follow for
submission purpose.

Thanking you. Yours Faithfully,

Mahi Chakraborty
18 June, 2011

14.
Dear,
| want to thank all of you for presenting a wondédeminar time. It was
formal and it was casual; it was insightful andigimiening. It was the
meeting of the brains. It was informative and iesting.

Thanks for your time. Sincerely,

Farugue Azam, New Jersey
7 July, 2011
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15.
Dear Mr. Hassanal Abdullah,

I, Surya Kiran Das, son of Mr. Ashis Kumar Das, glad to inform
you that we have received your letter regarding tl@mination of
Mr. Ashish Kuman Das for “Shabdaguchha Poetry Awaai1.”

| am extremely happy and proud of my father’s ggttion. | do not
have any word to express my joy.

| am very happy to see the smile on his face a#teeiving the letter
from you. To be very frank after a long struggtejay what he has got from
Shabdaguchha, it will rejuvenate him and me as well.

| do not know what to say, just waiting for theesding of God and
dreaming that it is on his hand.

Thanks & regards,

Surya Kiran Das, Kokata
11 July, 2011

16.
Hi,
| safely arrived in the wonderful HONGKONG airpdy next trip on way
to Melbourne will start at 10 a.m.; gate number® | had a very good
journey from Dhaka. The Dragon Airlines people teeky good care of me
and gave me very good seat; so | could spread my llegs comfortably.
Eventhough | was a bit overweight, they did notanit all. They admitted
the fact that books carry more weight than all ptherldly materials.
Wish you keep in touch. Stay well.

Yours

Nirmalendu Goon
28 July, 2011
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CONTRIBUTORS:

Aeronwy Thomas (1943-2009), born in London, predominately brougig in
Laugharne, South Wales, she is the daughter ofrDgtad Caitlin Thomas. She is the
author of many books, includinBurning Bridges (Cross-Cultural Communications,
2008). In 2006, with Peter Thabit Jones, she fedtun the first-ever Dylan Thomas
Tribute Tour of America, organized by CCC.

Arbindu Chakroborty* is the editor of the little magpaduli. He lives in Bhanga,
Faridpur.

Bishnupada Rayis an Associate Professor of English at the Usitaeiof North Bengal,
India. His poems have appearedindian Literature, New Quest, Makata, A Hudson
View, Tonight—An Anthology of World Love Poetry, Shabdaguchha and Revival. Three
volumes of his poetry have been published by thigevérWorkshop, Kolkata, India. He
won a Pushcart Prize nomination in 2009.

Caroline Gill* lives with her archaeologist husband, David. Sla the international
Petra Kenney Poetry Competition (General Sectionp007. Her poems have been
published in the UK, Romania, USA, and India. Caest first chapbook, with
America’s John Dotson, is forthcoming from The SehkeQuarry Press and Cross-
Cultural Communicationg.qgill@davidgill.co.uk

Chanchal Mahmud* lives in Cyprus where he studies hotel managentdistfirst book
is scheduled to publish in February jointly withotef his friends.

David Gill* is a Reader in Mediterranean Archaeology at Swansasersity. His
poetry is inspired by his fieldwork. “From SyracuseManhattan” was published by the
American School of Classical Studies at Athehe..j.gill@gmail.com

Ekok Soubir is a 7' grade student at the Scholars’ Academy in New Ydik
previously designed a few book covers and conteitbutis artwork and poetry to
Asbestos andShabdaguchha.

Hasan Sabbir* will publish is first book of poetry in 2012. He & computer specialist
who owns a family business. Mr. Sabbir lives in Mg

Hassanal Abdullah teaches math at Washington Irving High School iMON He
introducedSwatantra Sonnets (1998) and is the author of 21 books in variouzrgg, also
a 314-page epic. He ediBkabdaguchha, a bilingual international poetry journal, which
is available in print and on the Internet.

Izfandior Arion* graduated from Dhaka University (2002) where haswa
Microbiology major. He knows numerous languages iantthe president of the Lekhok
Shongo.

Jean Salkilld* lives in Swansea. Her love of travel has providaith archive of ideas
for her writing. She has regularly contributed psetmThe Seventh Quarry magazine.
Her first chapbook—with New York’s Sultan Catto—wdppear in 2012 from The
Seventh Quarry Press and Cross-Cultural Commuaitajsalkilld@btinternet.com

Lynn Hopkins* was born in the Amman Valley, is bilingual, but ésvto write in
English. Despite many adversities in life, she mwvnenjoying a period of self-
development. Her first book of poeti@reatures of a Dead Community, was published
by The Seventh Quarry Press in 2011. lynn.hopkirsa@li.co.uk

Mahmoud Darwish* (1941 — 2008) was a Palestinian poet and authar whbn
numerous awards for his literary contributions avek regarded as one of the finest
contemporary world poets. Darwish published ovértythsolumes of poetry and eight
books of prose.

Matin Raihan is the author of three collections of poetry. Heviously worked for the
Daily Janakantha and now is a Bangla Academy Fellow.
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Mohammed Ataur Rahman is the founder of the Bangla School in Bronx. islehe
author of four books includingubaiyat, which he translated from English to Bengali.
His first book of poetryf-aguner Kachra, is going to be published in February, 2012. Mr.
Rahman works for the NYC Dept of Education.

Naznin Seamonfinished her BA (2008) and MA (2011) in Englishehature from
Queens College of CUNY and now works as a High BclSL teacher. She is an
author of 3 books including two collections of pgednd a collection of short story, and
the recipient of the Shabdaguchha Poetry Award 20@dstmodern Bengali Poetry.
Nirmal Gope* recently finished his Masters and now works aareeér. His first book is
scheduled to published on February 2012, from Dhakatly with two other friends.
Pallav Bandyopadhaya*is a Bengali poet from West Bengal, India.

Peter Thabit Jonesis the author of ten books of poetry and a pubtisherse drama.
Editor and founder offhe Seventh Quarry, he co-authored (with Aeronwy Thomas,
Dylan Thomas’s daughter) the first-ev@ylan Thomas Walking Tour of Greenwich
Village, New York, 2008, which is now a commercial tour run weekyNew York Fun
Tours.thabitjones@btinternet.com

Prabir Das is the author of 15 books of verse including Bebected Poems(2011)
published in cooperation witthabdaguchha. He edits a Bengali quarterlfjker Kobita,
form Shantinikatan. Mr. Das is ti8habdaguchha correspondent in India.

Rassel Ahmedis a student of Dhaka College. He is the nomirfeth@ Shabdaguchha
Poetry Award 2011. His first book is scheduled tblgsh in February, 2012 jointly with
Nirmal Gopeand Chanchal Mahmud

Rizwanul Islam Rudra, poet and a young film maker, has contributed terdity
supplements and magazines published from Dhaka&laedhere in Bangladesh. He now
lives in Australia.

Sabbyasachi Hazrais a poet from West Bengal, India.

Sonali Begum* graduated from Presidency College, Kolkata. Sheasauthor of eight
collections of poetry.

Stanley H. Barkanwas New York City’s 1991 Poetry Teacher of the Yaad the 1996
winner of the Poor Richard’s Award, “The Best of tBmall Presses.As publisher of
Cross-Cultural Communications, now in its 40th &arsary year, he has produced some
400 titles in 50 different languages. His own wbds been published in 15 collections,
including Crossings, a bilingual (English-Russian) chapbook translatgd Aleksey
Dayen.

Subhas Robidas*is a poet and activist lives in Murshidabad, India

Subir Sarkar is the author of 12 collections of poetry and theipient of theKobita
Pakshik award. After finishing his MA, he also receiveddi@loma in Journalism and
Mass Communication. Mr. Sarkar is a teacher.

Syed Mohammad Masuk*(1939-2011) recently died in New York. In his youte was
befriended with Al Mahmud and Sakti Chattopadhag thajor Bengali Modern poets.
But, he did not publish his own work much. He watier the Ministry of Industry of
Bangladesh as a Labor Inspector. The poem publibkeel in this issue was selected
before his sudden death of cancer.

Uday Shankar Durjay lives in London. He is the editor of a litle m&@pandan. He
published three chap books jointly with his friends

Urmila Chakraborty* , formerly a Professor of English literature in miversity, has
published seven collections of poems in Bengali@m& novel in English.

*First appearance dghabdaguchha
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Aeronwy Thomas Arbindu Chakroborty Bishnupada Ray
Caroline Gill David Gill Ekok Soubir Hasan Sabbir
Hassanal Abdullah Humayun Azad Izfandior Aridn

Jean Salkilld
Lynn Hopkins Mahmoud Darwish Matin Raihan
Mohammed Ataur Rahman Naznin Seamon
Pallav Bandyopadhaya Peter Thabit Jones Prabir Das
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Yes, I'm a fan oBhabdaguchha, and,
especially, its courageous and
talented poet-translator-editor-

publisher.

—Stanley H. Barkan

ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

Shabdaguchha Press:
Woodhaven, New York :
ISSN 1531-2038

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

Shabdaguchha, 85-22 85th Street, Woodhaven, NY 11421, USA. Printed in the United States



