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Editorial:  

It is our pleasure to present a group of Cajun poets in 
this issue, for which we must give a lot of credit to 
Prof. Beverly Matherne for collecting and writing the 
forewording note. Credit also goes to Stanley H. 
Barkan, poet and publisher, who coordinated the 
process.  

We believe Prof. Matherne answered a lot of 
questions about Cajuns people, as well as portrayed 
the significance of their culture and literature along 
with the history of their survival in the Western 
hemisphere. Through these pages, our readers will 
find the richness of these poems for which they 
“deserve to take their place among the diverse voices 
that make up the world’s literature,” as it was 
rightfully stated by Prof. Beverly Matherne. 

This is the third such issue of Shabdaguchha wherein 
we focused on a particular group of poets: first the 
Koreans, then the Welsh, and now the Cajun poets. 
We are happy that our effort has been widely 
appreciated, and we vow to continue with this sort of 
presentation as much as possible since our readers are 
diverse and they are hungry to read poets from 
different parts of the world. Not only in the printed 
versions, these issues are also on our website, 
www.shabdaguchha.com, for the wider audience.  

Shabdaguchha loves and respects good poetry, and it 
will always try to publish the very best from all parts 
of the world.   
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Foreword:         

Who Are the Cajuns? 

The French arrived in Canada as early as 1604. Some of their 
descendants are Acadians, for they settled in today’s Nova Scotia, 
known then as “L’Acadie,” from the Mi’kmaq words “La Cadie,” 
meaning “The Land of Plenty.”  

The Acadians, though largely a fisher people, started farming in 
Nova Scotia, in Beau Bassin and Grand Pré, in 1671.For one 
hundred and fifty years, they were prosperous and lived peacefully. 
Having borrowed from their Mi’kmaq neighbors over the years, 
they no longer considered themselves French. Even their language 
had changed, now containing many Mi’kmaq words.  As a result, 
when the French and Indian War between France and England 
broke out in 1754, the Acadians considered the newly arriving 
French as foreigners, did not take sides in the battle, and were 
caught in the crossfire between the two powers as each struggled to 
dominate the colonization of Canada.  

To the English, however, the Acadians were a military threat. They 
were numerous, and they did, after all, speak a kind of French. The 
English feared their ultimate alliance with France. In addition, one 
hundred and fifty Acadian mercenaries had, in fact, sided with the 
French in the Battle of Fort Beauséjour in 1755. After the French 
won this key conflict, the English required all Acadians, the 
mainstream still neutral, to swear allegiance to the Crown. When 
they refused, they were brutally exiled, in a tragic series of events 
known as Le Grand Dérangement. Most Acadians who tried to 
escape were brutally massacred. 

As Louisiana historian Carl Brasseaux once wrote, the Acadians 
were “scattered to the wind,” exiled to the Eastern Seaboard of the 
American colonies (Georgia, the Carolinas, Virginia, Maryland, 
Pennsylvania, New York, Connecticut, and Massachusetts); to way 
stations such as Martinique and today’s Haiti; to coastal cities in 
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Europe, such as Belle-Île Island in France and Liverpool in 
England; and as far south as the Faulkland Islands. English 
authorities herded them onto inadequate ships, many of which 
sank, and separated men from women and children. In short, 
England hoped to dissolve the Acadians as a people, thus enacting 
an early example of ethnic cleansing in North America.   

From 1764-1785, after many years of wandering, forced labor, and 
near starvation, some 3,000 Acadians, their numbers greatly 
diminished, eventually found their way to Louisiana, a French 
colony. There, they intermarried variously with Native Americans 
and Americans of African, French, German, Spanish, Irish, Scots, 
Lebanese, and English descent. Their descendants are today’s 
Cajuns. 

Musicians, artists, and historians have long celebrated Cajun 
culture, but the world knows less about the region’s poets. This 
number of Shabdaguchha brings together the work of six Cajun 
poets who have won regional, national, and international 
recognition.  They offer a vibrant literature distinguished by folk 
traditions, strong family ties, amorous passion, love of narrative, 
and a solid sense of place.   

These Cajun poets deserve to take their place among the diverse 
voices that make up the world’s literature. 

―Beverly Matherne 
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Darrell Bourque 
 
LE COURIR DE MARDI GRAS 
 
Early in the morning all the men 
of the grand courir line up 
behind our leader, dressed in passion's 
red. In cone and cape, looking like 
a lost marauder of another time, 
he takes us through the countryside 
where we dismount at every house, 
raising clouds of dust. Beating out 
the tune. It is all triangle ring 
and squeeze box strain. Sometimes, 
even early in the day, we take our 
brothers in our arms as we sing and 
dance, forgetting we wear masks. 
We get caught up in the act. We are 
fire and air. We will not remember 
until tomorrow our separateness, 
and that we are also earth. 
 
 
CAUCHEMAR 
 
The children say it is mostly young 
Blacks here who are still caught by 
her. When she rides them, 
they become all victim, without 
voice to call for help, without legs 
to flee. And most, they say, 
still struggle to free the right hand 
to loose her hold with the holy sign 
as she screams and clutches them 
tighter still. Even Aaron, 
who boasts he likes her and waits 
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14. 
The Humayun Azad translation in the new issue [issue 53/54] is wonderful! 
 
Nicholas Birns, January 21, 2012 
 
15. 
Dear Hassanal, 
The new Shabdaguchha is a gem. Delighted to read the “Six Welsh Poets,” 
and your own poetry  in the issue. Very best wishes for your continuing fine 
work. 
 
D. H. Melhem, January 25, 2012 
 
16. 
Dear Editor, Mr. Hassanal Abdullah,  
 
Many congratulations on your 12th anniversary issue—and greetings from a 
snowy UK! Thank you so much for publishing my poetry (via Peter Thabit 
Jones) in your Writers from Wales section. I feel very honoured. 
 
A small matter: I am just wondering whether it might be possible to re-insert 
a missing stanza break in my poem, SWANSONG, on your web edition, 
please - since the poem form consists of 4 x three-line stanzas and a final 
couplet.  
 
Please do not worry if this cannot easily be altered ...  
 
I have much enjoyed reading the poetic contributions in this issue, and 
Google Translate has helped me to get something of a feel for the Bengali 
poems! With thanks and all good wishes, 
 
Caroline Gill , February 6,  2012 
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for her, who says he'd never sleep 
with scissors or sharpened knives 
under his matress, who says he'd 
never ring the floor around his bed 
with newspapers – the poor old girl 
spending the whole night reading 
on the floor like that and wanting 
him so – even Aaron, who boasts 
to the others he joins her 
in the ravishing and in the morning 
licks like homemade ice cream 
the white mark her sex makes 
around his mouth, even Aaron, says 
she leaves him, too, alone, 
in darknesses that never fade 
completely in the light of day. 
 
 
OLD WOMEN FISHING FROM BRIDGES 

There is something about dropping a line into the unseen. 
Fishing we usually call it here. A mother fishes for clues 
to her children’s secretive lives in the piles of clothes 
they relinquish to her for laundering. Another mother 
occupies herself with other thoughts―too risky this 
fishing. She might catch much more than she knows 
what to do with. A boy fishes for the signals that keep 
promising to add up to something. Another takes ends 
of strings, all too willing to be the fish in these scenes. 
He will let an Ariadne pull him out of the maze. Easy 
work. He has only to respond to tug and taut in string. 
Some fishermen don’t know the first thing about waters 
they fish in. Some girls fish with their eyes, use other  
body parts when eyes don’t work. The really bold cast  
into the openness of heart, mind even. Some girls, boys  
learn to fish in the wine market, others in pots on stoves. 
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My father-in-law liked the idea of having me in a boat 
for whole afternoons. On the way out to les Fordoches 
he pointed out the water moccasins sunning themselves  
in the Spanish moss clusters overhead, thick black coils  
in delicate gray nests. He pointed them out on fallen trees 
lying in the coffee-colored shallows at the front of his boat, 
and the small alligators too sleeping in the mud flats near 
the banks on either side. I saw to it that he liked the idea 
only once. My mother sees fishing as the making of things.  
Her table is full. The platters are steaming. Her children  
are happy. My father and I filet our catches of sheephead, 
redfish and speckled trout. We gut foot tubs of sac-a-lait, 
bream. Fishing for my mother is an ichthyophagous dream. 
But old women fishing from bridges fish mostly just for fish.  
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���। �� ����  ���, ��� �� �)���, 

���* ����� ��'�� ���� "(��� ����� ���� ��। ������� ��	� �� 

<
, ����। 
 

.�� ����, " ����� .�& C�%)� �� ��D���। .& ���� .������� ��i 

4���� "(�। . %�’& �� C  �>� .E�# �����* ���# ����> �
�% 

�����#' 
�2�। 
 

���j��� ���W*�* " ���� ���
 ) � �k�%�� ���@� (���(�� ���। . 
"���,  �� ��  ����, " ���� ���� ���� ":�C��:�C .������� ����i 

*��। " ���� l+ �+��, :��� ��� ">��G� "��� ����,  ��� .�' " ���� 

��  ���� ���� ?�#	 �� �����। 
 
"C��� �m�2�c�"C��� �m�2�c�"C��� �m�2�c�"C��� �m�2�c�, KL ����*���, LNKL  
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Charles deGravelles 
 
HUNTING ROCKS AT RIVENDELL 
 
What makes a keeper? Regular shape 
(this smooth oval with its lunar translucence 
will ride home in the dark of my pocket) 
or irregular (the angle of this dark one’s 
bend gives itself generously into hand 
for hours of thoughtless caressing). 
Often it’s the glint that gets 
attention: we bend or squat, turn it slowly 
in the flowing beam 
that’s found its way through trees 
all the way down to this muttering  
meandering rock-bottom stream 
before we throw it clattering back 
as the eye already roves among its brothers. 
Design (tight, parallel waves of agate) 
or texture (pale scars of an old warrior). 
We must come to such a place in judgment 
but how, after all, do we judge? 
Something outside speaks, 
something inside answers and so  
we know (as we are known by) 
what we throw away and what we keep. 
 
 
NAMING IT 
    
In the beginning 
God’s face loomed upon the water 
wearing its discriminating look: 
you be nighttime, you day. 
Out of a confusion of green 
each suddenly appeared at the sound 
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of its name: cypress, sycamore, sweet gum, oak... 
All God’s creatures up and lined 
before the two-legged tongue-wagger 
at his God-appointed task: 
“uhh, bison; uhh, boa…” 
A slide down the vortex of seasons, 
the dial turning till the tumbler falls 
and the heavy door slowly opens: autumn, 
Eneise and I are shrimping Timbalier Bay. 
As the engine idles, we drag the heavy trawl 
across the unseen floor. The boat dips 
with extraordinary weight. 
From under blanket, nightmares netted 
drip and squint in the blinding sun, 
unimaginable monsters spill into the trough, 
whipping, kicking and clicking like castanets. 
Like shooting fish in a barrel, 
we knock them down with their own names 
and wonder how we feel about it. 
Is this pity? Pride? Hunger? Glee? 
In a drugstore, a child at the counter 
licks and considers: so this is fudge walnut! 
   So this is eight years old! 
Could this, it occurred to me once, 
as I strained against my father’s hand 
to have again at my brother, be rage? 
 
 
AFTER THE STORM 
 
There was no other choice 
so it stormed. Rain drove 
its nails into the mulch. 
The wind slapped and beat 
things down. It happened 
as it had to. And what seems 
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This Kolkata Boimela, I got one book of my Bangla poetry published from 
Kabitirtha, Kolkata. I am planning to publish another book late this year or 
Boimela, 2013. Although it is too early, I shall be honoured if you allow me 
to have your name on the dedication page. 
 
Regards, 
Bishnupada Ray, February 16,  2012 
 
8. 
Hi Hassanal, 
 
I wanted to tell you that I very much  liked your poem, "My Grave,"  in the 
Queens Borough Hall exhibit. It is a profound and moving poem. 
 
Norman Stock, May 1, 2012 
 
9. 
I love your poems. Your book, Cafer Kobita, is outstanding. My mother 
presented me the book from the Book Fair. I am a fourth year student of the 
Jahurul Islam Medical College, and am trying to write at the same time. If 
you read some of my poems from the website 
(www.shibleemusic.blogspot.com)  and comment on them, I would be 
greatful to you. Thanks.  
 
Edward Shiblee Shahed, May 2,  2012 
 
10. 
����+* �k�%� �k�%� ��+��, 
�
�#*! 

�o��< �OP ��7�� "����। #��� ���� � "��� ����#  ‘����� 

��� �’ ��o��* ����� ����� "���। ���� �p� ���)<q “?��  �* 

C�” ����� ��o��* ��6�  ������� ���) ����� !� ���@ ��D���। 

��+� ����� (%��) ������ ����>�। "�(��� ����#  ����� 

“?���/ � $�” #+	@� ��� �&� �H��। ���� "�C�>। ���� ��E�। 
 
�+� �* �* 

���+  

���( ����W���( ����W���( ����W���( ����W, KL �W��X�, LNKK 
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����, �+���P 
� , b+, %��;;  �� "��G� ��%h�  ��C�� "����> �B� �� �� "����। 

 �� �����%� ���Q ���, ����� ��* "
��,  +��@� ��� 
�* ��� ��>। 
 

�� �����। 
����)����)����)����) g
���g
���g
���g
���, 5 ��� , LNKL 
 
5. 
Hi, Hassanal, 
 
It was a pleasure to meet you yesterday. I wanted to follow up with sincere 
thanks for giving me a copy of your book. While I am unable to reciprocate 
in print, I would invite you to check out Ragazine and archives going back 
several years. Plenty to read and review.  
I hope we have a chance to meet again in New York, or back in Binghamton 
for another International Fest…  
 
Be well! 
Best regards, 
Mike Foldes, March 26,  2012 
 
6. 
Dear Sir, 
I came across the “Shabdaguchha” website today and desire to submit my 
poetry for the journal. 
I am an engineer by profession and am currently working with Wipro. 
Recently, I have published a bilingual book of poetry in Bengali and 
English. I have been writing since I was a kid, have been publishing in local 
newspapers and journals at my native country. I seek to share my work with 
a larger audience now. Attached four poems of mine. Please let me know 
your feedback. 
Tanaya Choudhury, March 23,  2012 
 
7. 
Dear Sir,  
 
Many many thanks for publishing my poems. I have received the copy you 
sent me. 
This issue of Shabdaguchha is a very good effort to put together many poets. 
The cover is fine. I enjoyed reading the poems. Shabdaguchha continues to 
maintain the quality it had set before it. 
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   disorder now— 
limbs and branches strewn, 
a cypress freshly riven 
and bleeding, sudden pools 
where mosquitoes are already 
breeding—this is really 
   the perfect order. 
Each leaf torn from tree 
found the spot only it 
could inhabit, placed as carefully 
by a maniacal wind 
as by a hand. Mere chance 
is impossible without 
possibilities. Here there are 
none. The egret standing 
in the shallow bog decides 
nothing―not its silent 
whiteness, not its delicate 
neck like the letter “s,” 
not its sudden strike: 
the dark water torn 
with furious quickness, 
a sparkling fish whipping  
in its beak. And the fish  
and fox and bullfrog also, never  
a chance to be what they’re 
not except in death which 
we are all so carefully 
becoming. 
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Clarisse Dugas 
 
LAI  
(à la manière de Marie de France) 
 
When we drank the herbal wine, 
we didn’t realize the danger. 
Haunted by shame and guilt, we fled 
to the woods for a while. 
There you trimmed branches and vines, 
while I wove my hair tendrils into your shirt. 
Birds sang words that only lovers knew. 
Time flew. 
The I returned to the city, to duty, 
and you went to a strange land, 
married the one with white hands 
whose name was the same as mine. 
But dreams interfered, you later told me. 
Dreams of hazel and woodbine. 
 
 
 
 
CHILDREN AND A GREAT AUNT 
 
We called her Tante Amenthe. 
We never knew who he was 
or why she married him 
and by the time I knew her 
she had lost her hair, 
wore a red wig, always askew 
as though she had no time 
for such things. 
He died, leaving her a farm 
with animals in the middle of town. 
She took care of them 
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2��%;�  ����* ��(�� ��P�� "��*� 
�*�> :� ��%�� F�g� ��� ?�C  
��>�। C ���C� � �� ����� �C�*� t�& �������� %�I��
�+ du "%(�>, :�% 
����� ���@� � �
�:��C � ���  �� �v��w���� ���� ��@Y
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L. ���@���  ��	* ���* ���b� ?���� ������/�x�/���) .(��� ?<� ": 
"���� ��� ����y  ?� �� ������, "�G� ���Y��� ������� ��4)��� ����
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��।) 
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�
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Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor:  
 

1.  
��* �����, 

�#� ��� �� ��>�। ����� 2Z��
�)�� ����) ��� (��� ?�����,  
��, 

��
� "��� .�' ����� .�C�* :��*�� ��% "���। �� & W��� ����� ��> 

"��� .�� ��H� ��� ������। :� "
�� ��H� �%�*�>� ��� ��
� "��� ���� ��>�  

���। �)��, ��� LNNN �� "��� ��� � ��( .�' z �>��� K�� �W��X� 

��'��%# "� ��� d���  ��� � ����3 ���।  

�)��, ����� ���� ":�C��:�C 
�*�� �� "��� ���� ��� 
�� ��� ���� 
.��� ":�C) ?������ "��* "C�>। %*� ��� ����� ����# ����� ��। ��F� 
���� �)�� .�& "(�* ��(�>�� “� � ��%� ��  ��� ":� �����  �� 
�* �� 
���# �� ���।” ����� " ��� ���।  �� ����i �o ��o��, �)�C����, �C 

� )�%� ��4)�� ��C �����  
�  ���। �)�� , ��� ��� ������ .�� �)����� 

���� ����� ������ ��
�:) ���  �����,  �� ����� ��
�:) ���� �C���। 

C  K~ "FM*��� “���� "%#”  ��o��* ����#  ����� ��b�Z���G� �H��। 

���� �C��। �)��, LS  ���( "��* ���  ���� । �#� ��� ����� "%(� ���। 

“��� �� >_” .�' “���+ � ��� �� ��>����>” �� %�’& ����।  

�� ������। 
�������������������� ����������������,  K� "FM*��+,   LNKL 
 
2. 
���� �k��%  #� ��o��& 
�W@  ��� ��D��  ����� �� �� b�� ����� ; �FG 
��� ��D���। "��� �C�� �������। ����� “��� �� >_” ��& �H�>, (�� 
�
� ���  � � 4���>� ��	*$��; ��G� ?��4��,, ������ 4�)��%, ���� 
������। 
���g���g���g���g ��������, � "�, LNKL 
 
3. 
O�P* 
����� �����
 ���,  
������ ���_� ���� ������� 
�� ":, ��%�� F�g� ����*� �� �6  ���� 

�* �H� ‘��� �� ���’ t�& �� ���� ��P�� "��*� 
�*�>। .� t�� ������ 
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wearing muddy oversized boots, 
carrying a stick to prod them along. 
There was a parrot in the dining room 
whose one line was, “Where’s Joe?” 
She had no children. 
In her coffin, she wore the red wig 
and we wondered if the boots  
were in there too. 
 
 
CLOISTERED ANNIVERSARY 
 
The chapel, brightly lit with its mosiac 
Christ above the altar, is cheerful. 
Flowers everywhere. 
As Mass begins, voices behind iron 
grillwork sing, Veni, Creator, amori mi, 
reminding me of the not so flawless 
chanting of our childhood, 
when you, ripped seams on a white blouse, 
hunched over notes at the organ, 
while I tapped my foot, pulled tones  
from a stretched throat. 
As the service ends, I follow the group 
to a reception room, where you stand 
behind the squares, thinner, face 
almost transparent in black habit 
to the floor, wearing a garland  
of large roses you have grown: 
yellow, pink, red. 
When it is my turn to say Hi, 
your eyes widen, mouth rounds in an Oh! 
breaks into a smile, and our fingers 
touch briefly the bars. 
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Joe LeCoeur 
 
MARIE’S FOOTSTEP RHYTHM 
 
They say I change men into roosters  
with charms from the bayou  
in exchange for an instant.  
I say change and change alone  
is constant. And I told them,  
told them, told them to hold back. 
They say I walk the quarters  
in search of my victims. 
I say all I want is to wallow  
all night long in rhythm  
forever with each one 
one 
at 
a time. 
 
MORE POTENT THAN ENGLISH IVY 
 
The fiddlers used to bow down to Jolie. 
Now it is her sister who makes the cock crow 
and singers dribble baby talk. 
Eyes dilated with envie,  
Jolie trembles in the mirror at l’œil mauvais. 
The eye leads her to the Vieux Carré,  
to The Shadowway Shop on Bourbon.  
The Shadow is an artist with the needle. 
Jolie’s lips the canvas for what feels  
like fire ants stinging ink. Her mirrored  
mouth eating yellow butterflies.  
Coiling round her pretty chin  
a cobra swallows a thorny stem  
winding greenly up her jawline  
to the black rose on one cheek.  
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wesnvgU‡b AbywôZ n‡jv Avš—R©vwZK mvwnZ¨ m‡¤§jb 
24 gvP©, 2012 kwbevi AvUwU †`‡ki Kwe-mvwnwZ¨K‡`i AskMÖn‡Y wbDBqK© wmwU  
†_‡K ỳÕk gvBj cwð‡g wesnvgUb kn‡ii '`¨v †bv w_‡qUvi'-G n‡q †M‡j GK g‡bvÁ 
mvwnZ¨ m‡¤§jb| Av‡qvRK wesnvgUb wek¦we`¨vj‡qi wµ‡qwUf ivBwUs †cÖvMÖvg I eª“g 
KvDw›U AvU© KvDwÝj| evsjv‡`k, hy³ivó«, Zyi¯‹, Bivb, bvB‡Rwiqv, wKDev, BZvwj, 
†ci“ I eyj‡Mwiqvi Kwe-mvwnwZ¨K‡`i AskMÖn‡Y Abyôvb gÂ n‡q D‡VwQ‡jv c…w_exi 
wewfbœ RvwZ-†Mvôxi †mv”Pvi KÉ| ga¨vý †fv‡Ri ci Nwoi KvUvi mv‡_ wgwj‡q wVK 
`ycyi ỳÕUvq Abyôvb D‡Øvab K‡ib eª“g KvDw›Ui AvU© KvD‡Ýji wgm k¨vib †ej| wZwb 
Dcw ’̄Z mevB‡K Awfb›`b Rvwb‡q e‡jb, ÒwØZxq ev‡ii g‡Zv Ggb GKwU Avš—R©vwZK 
mvwnZ¨ m‡¤§jb Av‡qvRb Ki‡Z †c‡i Avgiv mwZ¨B Mwe©Z|Ó e³e¨ iv‡Lb Ôc¨vUvimb 
wjUvivwi wiwfDÕ m¤úv`K I c¨vUvimb †cv‡qwU« †m›Uv‡ii cÖwZôvZv Kwe gvwiqv 
gvwSIwU wM‡jb| Gici Abyôv‡bi gWv‡iUi m¨vbwZ‡bv wWG‡Ä‡jvi Avgš¿‡b Bs‡iRx 
bv‡gi Av`¨v¶i Abymv‡i G‡K G‡K g‡Â Av‡mb Avgwš¿Z Kwe-mvwnZ¨Kiv| cÖ_‡gB 
WvK c‡o Ôkã¸”QÕ m¤úv`K Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni| wZwb e‡jb, ÒwesnvgU‡bi 
Dci w`‡q wek ev‡ii †ekx Mvwo Pvwj‡q wM‡qwQ Ges cÖwZeviB †f‡ewQ kniwU †`Lv 
`iKvi| AvR hLb †mB my‡hvM n‡jv, Qy‡U G‡m Lyu‡R †cjvg KweZv|Ó wZwb 
Av‡qvRK‡`i ab¨ev` Rvwb‡q G‡K G‡K AvUwU KweZv c‡o †kvbvb| cÖ_g I †kl 
KweZvwU Abyev‡`i cvkvcvwk g~j evsjv fvlvqI Dc ’̄vcb K‡ib| g‡Â Av‡mb ÷¨vbwj 
GBP eviKvb, myjZvb K¨v‡Uv, gvB‡Kj ‡dvj‡Wm, gvngỳ  Kvwiwg-nv°vK, gvwiqv 
gvwRIwU wM‡jb, Bdvwb G g¨vbwKwU, Im‡Wwb givjvm, gvwiI †gvwiwb, wWqv‡Mv †Uª‡jm 
cvR, f¨vbwRwU f¨vwm‡jf I †Rv I‡qj| gvwiI †gvwiwb Zvui iwPZ GKwU bvU‡Ki Ask 
`yBRb mn‡hvMx‡K wb‡q Awfbq K‡i †`Lvb| f¨vbwRwU f¨vwm‡jf I wWqv‡Mv cvR 
cÖeÜ c‡o ‡kvbvb| gvngỳ  Kvwiwg-nv°vK gvwK©b †`k‡K Biv‡b †evgv nvgjv †_‡K 
weiZ _vKvi AvnŸvb Rvbvb| Kwe I wdj¥ †gKvi nv°vK 1999 mv‡j †`k †_‡K 
ewn®‹…Z nb Zvui Qwei gva¨‡g ÔmgvR‡K KjywlZÕ Kivi `v‡q| Kwe I cÖKvkK ÷¨vbwj 
eviKvb, gvwiqv gvwRIwU wM‡jb I cÖ‡dmi †Rv I‡qj-Gi KweZv Abyôv‡b Avjv`v ¯̂v` 
G‡b †`q| Abyôvb †kl nq Kwe ÷¨vbwj wKDwbU‡Ri KweZv Ô`¨v †jqvimÕ wewfbœ 
fvlvq covi ga¨ w`‡q| µmKvjPvivj KwgDwb‡KkÝ-Gi D‡`¨v‡M KweZvwU G ch©š— 
53wU fvlvq Ab~w`Z n‡q‡Q|  
mÜ¨v mv‡o mvZUvq ˆbk †fv‡Ri Avmi e‡m ’̄vbxq MÖvÊ i‡qjm †nv‡U‡j| ivZ 
GMv‡ivUv ch©š— P‡j Kwe-mvwnwZ¨K‡`i AvÇv I †fvRb ce©| †fvRb †k‡l Abyôv‡bi 
Av‡qvRK cÖ‡dmi gvwiI gvwiwb Dcw ’̄Z mevB‡K ab¨ev` Rvbvb| Ôµm‡ivWÕ bv‡gi  
†cv÷vi I `…wó b›`b m ÿwfwb‡i Kwe-mvwnwZ¨K‡`i msw¶ß Rxebx I cÖwZwbwaZ¡kxj 
iPbv cÖKv‡ki gva¨‡g e„nËi cvV‡Ki nv‡Z Zy‡j aivi e¨e ’̄vI mK‡ji cÖksmv Kyov‡Z 
m¶g nq|   

─f~uBqv Avnmvb nvexe 
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D‡j−L‡hvM¨ msL¨K KweZvI Abyev` K‡i‡Qb wZwb| Zvui wb‡Ri KweZv Ab~w`Z n‡q‡Q 
Bs‡iRx, divwm, ¯ú¨vwbk I †Kvwiqvb fvlvq| 
 
MÖxwbR wf‡j‡R evsjv KweZv 
11 gvP© 2012 wbDBq‡K©i MÖxwbR wf‡j‡Ri m¨vwjm K¨v‡d‡Z Ôwdwb· wiwWs wmwiRÕ-Gi 
D‡`¨v‡M GK KweZv mÜ¨vi Av‡qvRb Kiv nq| Abyôv‡b ÔwdPvi †c‡qUÕ wn‡m‡e KweZv 
c‡ob beŸB `k‡Ki Ab¨Zg cÖavb Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| Kwe gvB‡Kj †MÖf‡mi 
cwiPvjbvq G Abyôv‡b wbDBq‡K© `kRb Kwei cÖ‡Z¨‡K wZb wgwbU K‡i KweZv c‡ob| 
Z‡e wdPvi †c‡qU wn‡m‡e nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn I wj K¨vUbvi Df‡qB wZwik wgwbU a‡i 
Zv‡`i KweZv Dc ’̄vcb K‡ib| †MÖfm cwiPq Kwi‡q †`evi ci wecyj KiZvwji †fZi 
w`‡q nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn cÖ_‡gB Av‡qvRK‡`i ab¨ev` Rvwb‡q Zvi m`¨ cÖKvwkZ 
KweZvi eB ÔK¨v‡di KweZvÕ m¤ú‡K© e‡jb ÒGB ai‡bi K¨v‡d †i÷z‡i‡›U KweZv 
covi AwfÁZv wb‡q GB MÖš’| Z‡e Avwg GLv‡b gx_ e¨env‡ii †Póv K‡iwQ|Ó cÖ_‡gB 
wZwb ÒAvwg Lv‡evÓ KweZvwUi Bs‡iRx Abyev` c‡o †kvbvb| Gici Zuvi wØfvwlK MÖš’ 
Ò†eª_ Ae †e½jÓ †_‡K c‡ob ÒDB_ G wjUj K¨vk,Ó ÒMWmÕ †nvg,Ó I ÒG‡fvjykbÓ| 
ÒMWmÕ †nvgÓ KweZvi evsjv ÒCk¦‡ii ivR¨ÓI c‡o †kvbvb| nvmvbAvj G ch©v‡q Zuvi 
cÖewZ©Z Ò¯̂Zš¿ m‡bUÓ-Gi wbg©vY †KŠkj Zz‡j a‡i Bs‡iRx Abyev‡` G‡K G‡K mvZwU 
m‡bU c‡ob| KweZv covi gv‡S gv‡S wZwb †deª“qvixi eB‡gjv I fvlv Av‡›`vj‡bi 
BwZnvm, I Avš—R©vwZwZK gvZ…fvlv w`em cvj‡bi K_v D‡j−‡Li †fZi w`‡q evOvjx 
ms¯‹…wZ I KweZvi HwZn¨ Zz‡j a‡ib| Dcw ’̄Z Kwe I `k©Kiv wcbcZb bxieZvq Zuvi 
KweZv Dc‡fvM K‡ib| AbyôvbwUi wfwWI aviY K‡ib wbDBqK© wek¦we`¨vj‡qi 
wcGBPwWi QvÎx iweb Awjwfqv evij¨vÛ, c‡i wZwb nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn I wj 
K¨vUbv‡ii `xN© mv¶vZKvi †bb| Abyôvb P‡j weKvj PviUv †_‡K mÜ¨v mvZUv ch©š—| 
 
K¨vWg¨vb c−vRv †i÷z‡i‡›U KweZv 
eª“Kwj‡bi K¨vWg¨vb c−vRv †i÷z‡i‡›U 3 gvP©, 2012 kwbevi KweZv co‡jb Kwe 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| Abyôv‡b wdPvi †cv‡qU wn‡m‡e Av‡iv KweZv c‡ob miv wj÷wK| 
Abyev‡`i gva¨‡g Bs‡iRx‡Z nvmvbAvj Zvi KweZv Dc ’̄vcb Ki‡jI ÔwKQz cqmv n‡jÕ 
wk‡ivbv‡gi KweZvwU Dfq fvlvq c‡o †kvbvb| Zuvi MÖš’ Ô†eª_ Ae †e½jÕ I 
cÖKvwkZe¨ MÖš’ ÔAvÛvi `¨v w_b †jqvi Ae jvBUÕ †_‡K †ek wKQz Abyev` c‡ob wZwb| 
XvKvq m`¨ AbywôZ eB‡gjvi K_v Zz‡j aivi mv‡_ mv‡_ wZwb Avš—R©vwZK gvZ…fvlv 
w`em m¤ú‡K© Dcw ’̄Z Kwe mvwnwZ¨K‡`i AewnZ K‡ib| Abyôv‡b I‡cb gvB‡K †ek 
K‡qKRb Kwe KweZv c‡ob| Abyôvb P‡j ỳcyi AvovBUv †_‡K weKvj cvuPUv ch©š—| 
Av‡qvRK wQ‡jb eªvDb‡÷vb †cv‡qUm Gi c‡¶ †cwUªmv K¨vivMb| 
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On the other a fighting cockhead  
flourishes red-orange feathers  
at a lizard crawling up her little nose,  
its tail a delicate curl of blue  
around one swollen nostril. 
Jolie’s eyes smile now sans envie 
even while the needle sparks a nerve— 
she’ll be the one to bind the singer’s tongue  
and spin the fiddler’s head around  
when she steps out  
with her sister. 
 
WAKING UP WITH YOU 
 
You fill up dawn’s first vision  
your naked back a giantsize closeup  
blocking out the room the light the world  
the north and south poles your wings  
shoulders folded back  
in an elbow stretch of feathers  
and I am lost in a beak-spur-wattle smell  
too sharp to be covered up with soap  
or washed away with water from the tap  
while somewhere under the bed the floor the equator  
a big gray hen with bloodshot eyes is calling you. 
I watch fast now to catch your blur— 
it circles the bed filling the room  
barefeet slapping earth to drumbeat  
soundwaves bouncing wall to wall  
your eyes arcing lodestone current  
so tall your comb scrapes the ceiling  
so big you fill up my horizons  
so fast you are gone  
and I wake up alone  
my skin struggling not to feather. 
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Beverly Matherne 
 
PAPER BOAT 
 
As though we’d rehearsed it... 
our hands on the hairline of your forehead,  
the tips of your shoulders, 
your shins, ankles, the tops of your feet... 
With one ceremonial push, 
we launched you out the window, 
through the fog in the swamp, 
under the hidden moon. 
We urged you on, did not oppose 
the drift, as your breaths became 
labored and fewer then stopped. 
We let go of you,  
the way a small boy floats a paper boat 
in his back yard coulee,  
the space between the boat and him widening. 
 
 
MADAME GRANDS-DOIGTS ET LE ‘TIT CHRIST 
 
When I was a child 
in Louisiane, 
   Mémère told me 
              if I was rude, 
le ‘Tit Christ would weep. 
    But if I was really wicked, 
        Madame 
  à grands bras 
          à grandes mains 
                  à grands doigts 
would hold me in her gaunt grasp, 
pin my head on her lap, 
and scratch my eyes out. 
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Shabdanews:Shabdanews:Shabdanews:Shabdanews: 
 

Rvnvbviv cvifx‡bi nv‡Z Zz‡j †`qv n‡jv kã¸”Q cyi¯‹vi 
k~b¨`k‡Ki Ab¨Zg kw³kvjx Kwe Rvnvbviv cvifx‡bi nv‡Z kã¸”Q cyi¯‹vi 2011 
Zz‡j w`‡jb Kwe wbg©‡j› ỳ ¸Y| 22 †deª“qvix cvewjK jvB‡eªwii †`vZjvi †mwgbvi 
K‡¶ cyi¯‹vi cÖ̀ vb Abyôv‡b Av‡iv Dcw ’̄Z wQ‡jb Avwgbyj Bmjvg †e`y, Avjg 
ZvjyK`vi, KvRj PµeZ©x I kã¸”Q m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| Abyôv‡b 
Ab¨vb¨‡`i g‡a¨ e³e¨ iv‡Lb gwZb ivqnvb, †mŠwgÎ †`e I Mvb †M‡q †kvbvb 
wbDBq‡K©i wkíx Zvnwgbv knx`| wbg©‡j›`y ¸Y Zvui e³‡e¨ kã¸”Q cyi¯‹v‡ii ¸i“Z¡ 
Zz‡j a‡ib Ges cyi¯‹vi cÖvß Kwe‡K Awfb›`b Rvbvb| Rvnvbviv cvifxb wcÖq Kwei 
nvZ †_‡K cyi¯‹vi †c‡q Avb›` cÖKvk K‡ib| Abyôv‡b cyi¯‹vi cÖvß Kwei gv-evevi 
Dcw ’̄wZ GKwU wfbœ gvÎv †hvM Ki‡Z m¶g nq| gvQivOv, evsjvwfkb, GwUbevsjv, 
P¨v‡bj Iqvb I ˆekvLx wUwf mn †ek K‡qKwU RvZxq †Uwjwfkb AbyôvbwU aviY K‡i| 
msw¶ß e³‡e¨ nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn mevB‡K ab¨ev` Rvbvb| 
 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn'i 45Zg Rb¥w`b D`hvcb 
c‡njv ˆekvL 1419 wQ‡jv Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni 45Zg Rb¥w`b| G Dcj‡¶ 
KyBÝ-G KweM…‡n Av‡qvwRZ nq GK we‡kl Abyôvb| ’̄vbxq gvwK©b I evOvjx Kwe-
mvwnwZ¨K I nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni QvÎQvÎx‡`i Dcw ’̄wZ‡Z el©eiY I Rb¥w`‡bi G 
Abyôvb cÖvYeš— n‡q I‡V| Abyôv‡b KweZv c‡o †kvbvb wewkó gvwK©b Kwe I cÖKvkK 
÷¨vbwj GBP eviKvb, wmwU BDwbfvwm©wU Ae wbDBq‡K©i cÖ‡dmi I Kwe myjZvb 
K¨v‡Uv, eª¼‡m evsjv ¯‹y‡ji cÖwZôvZv gynv¤§v` AvZvDi ingvb, Kwe Avwbmyi ingvb 
Acy I Kwe bvRbxb mxgb| mye³wMb mvwK Ave…wË K‡ib W. ûgvqyb AvRv` I 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni KweZv| nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn mevB‡K ab¨ev` Rvwb‡q wb‡Ri 
KweZv covi cvkvcvwk Ôc‡njv ˆekvLÕ Dcj‡¶ iwPZ GKwU Mvb †M‡q †kvbvb| 
ZvQvov AvZvDi ingvb I nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Df‡qB evsjv K¨v‡jÛv‡ii DrcwËi 
BwZnvm Zy‡j a‡ib| Abyev` I fvlvi mvhyR¨ wb‡qI gy³ Av‡jvPbvq Ask †bb Dcw ’̄Z 
cÖvq mK‡jB| ï‡f”Qv e³e¨ iv‡Lb wewe eviKvb I †jmwj K¨v‡Uv| c‡i ˆbk †fvR I  
†KK KvUvi gva¨‡g Abyôvb †kl nq|  

D‡j−L¨ nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn beŸB `k‡Ki Ab¨Zg cÖavb Kwe| wZwb wØfvwlK 
KweZv cwÎKv kã¸”Q m¤úv`bv Ki‡Qb 14 eQi a‡i| 12Lvbv Kve¨MÖš’ mn Zvui 
cÖKvwkZ MÖš’ msL¨v 23| BUvwjqvb I Bswjk avivi ci wZwb m‡b‡U bZyb aviv cÖYqb 
QvovI gvbyl I gnvwek¦ wb‡q gnvKve¨ "b¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q`"-Gi iPwqZv| 2008 
mv‡j cÖKvwkZ nq Zvui Ôwbe©vwPZ KweZvÕ| evsjv †_‡K Bs‡iRx I Bs‡iRx †_‡K evsjvq 
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Avwkm `vm 
 
AvZ¥K_b 
 
gv‡S gv‡S g‡b nq 
eo a~mi G cwiµgv, †Kv‡bv DËiY †bB| 
cÖev‡ni Awfgy‡L cv †i‡L Kzwo‡q Avwb 
GKivk welYœZv| 
 
ea©gvb 
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I never put such limits on Madame though, 
for I still see her long nails, 
           like so many pitchforks, grating me 
forehead, breast, to toe, 
ripping my heart out on the way, 
and it looking like a big boulette 
with spaghetti dangling from it. 
           When I had the fear of Madame 
                 in my soul, I always knew 
                     how dreadful it must have been 
                 for le ‘Tit Christ when He became a man, 
with those thorns and spikes 
drawing His blood. 
And it had to be something worse than 
the claw of Madame Grands-Doigts 
          that pierced His side. 
 
 
THE BLUES CRYIN’ 
 
When snow covers the streets,  
             the meadows, 
and the night is still, 
I hear the blues cryin’ 
            all the way to spring. 
Yeah, hear the blues cryin’ 
            all the way to spring. 
 
 
When I might just about 
            dig a hole in the snow 
and bury myself alive, 
            snow pounding over my body, 
 
I imagine the blues on my breast, 
            with the brush of your tongue. 
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Yeah, feel the blues,  
            with the brush of your tongue. 
 
 
You know, it takes me off the freeway, 
            the blues does, 
shoots me high, past the stars, 
            to them planets, 
 
 
circlin’ ever so slow. Oh yeah!  
            You know,  
I’m that Egytian goddess, my naked body 
            stretched across the sky. 
[Stanza break] 
 
[Stanza break] 
And you, you that god flat on your back, 
            callin’, callin’, 
but I don’t come down yet. 
            No, I don’t come down yet. 
 
 
And then one day, like clockwork, 
            our hands touch, 
and we burn through that snow.  We are 
            roots, running water, narcissus, 
black night, stars, planets, in one. 
 
 
Our solo builds up and when it ends, 
            quiets down. 
Um hmm, when it ends, it just quiets down. 
            Yeah, you know it 
                         quiets down. 
                   Um hmm, yeah! 
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AwgZvf `vk¸ß 
 
cybR©b¥ 
 
Kvj †Zvgv‡K †`Ljvg 
Kwd nvD‡m 
GK mỳ k©b hye‡Ki m‡½; 
†Zvgvi nv‡Z Kwdi Kvc 
†n‡m †n‡m K_v ej‡Qv 
hyeKwUi †Vuv‡U R¡jš— wmMv‡iU| 
†mB Av¸‡b Av‡ —̄ Av‡ —̄  
Avgvi mg —̄ mËv 
cy‡o QvB n‡q †M‡jv| 
g„Zz̈ i ci Avi wKQzB _v‡Kbv| 
c‡o _v‡K GKgy‡Vv QvB 
cybR©‡b¥i Avkvq| 
 
†U·vm 
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cj−e e‡›`¨vcva¨vq 
 
evwo wd‡i hvevi Zvov 
 
evwo wd‡i hvevi Zvov 
g¨vUvW‡i GK GK K‡i D‡V co‡jv 
Pvwiw`‡K mÜ¨vi cÖ‡jc ïi“ n‡”Q 
Lye Av‡ —̄ Av‡ —̄ K_v ej‡Q ¯§„wZ 
Uª̈ vwdK wmMb¨v‡j AK¯§vr cÖej SvuKzwb 
k¥kvb †diZ GK`j gvbyl AvKv‡k evZv‡m 
kixi †cvov MÜ wb‡q Rxevk¥ †cÖwgK gy‡LvgywL 
R¡vjv-aiv‡bv A™¢yZ GK wb —̄äZv Ges wbf„Z kvwš— 
ˆkk‡ei gZb wbt½Zv Rwo‡q †M‡jv 
Rxe‡bi †KvYvq †KvYvq; 
f~jywÉZ AnsKvi cy‡o QvB 
Zx¶è we‡Øl ivM wnsmv cy‡o QvB 
welv‡`i AvuZzoNi AvuZv‡Zi ¯̂iwjwc 
cÖwZev‡`i gvbwPÎ cy‡o QvB 
wewbg‡qi †mŠRb¨ UzKzI cy‡o QvB 
n‡q †M‡jv... 
 
evwjMÖvg 
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Sheryl St. Germain 
 
CAJUN 
 
I want to take the word back into my body, back 
from the northern restaurants with their neon signs 
announcing it like a whore.  I want it to be private again, 
I want to sink back into the swamps that are nothing 
like these clean restaurants, the swamps 
with their mud and jaws and eyes that float 
below the surface, the mud and jaws and eyes  
of food or death.  I want to see my father's father's  
hands again, scarred with a life of netting and trapping, 
thick gunk of bayou under his fingernails, 
staining his cuticles, I want to remember the pride he took 
gutting and cleaning what he caught; his were nothing 
like the soft hands and clipped fingernails that serve us 
in these restaurants cemented in land, the restaurants nothing 
like the houses we lived and died in, anchored in water, 
trembling with every wind and flood. 
 
And what my father's mother knew:  
how to make alligator tail sweet, how to cut up 
muscled squirrel or rabbit, or wild duck, 
cook it till it was tender, spice it and mix it all up 
with rice that soaked up the spice and the game so that 
it all filled your mouth, thick and sticky, tasting 
like blood and cayenne.  And when I see the signs 
on the restaurants, Cajun food served here, 
it's like a fish knife ripping my belly, and when I see 
them all eating the white meat of fat chickens 
and market cuts of steak or fish someone else 
has caught cooked cajun style, I feel it 
again, the word's been stolen, like me, 
gutted. 
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SEARCHING FOR THE ANCESTORS 
 
Les parfums, les couleurs et les sons se répondent. 

   —Charles Baudelaire 

 

I walk, almost lost on a tiny Black Mountain trail  

of a French summer, in this land ofOc,  

land of another way to say yes, 

land of Cathars and chestnuts, 

cassoulet and canard, land of grapes 

and wines that could pull me away 

 

from the path at any moment, bloody land  

of many wars, land of many dead, land of  

abandoned graves, land of ancestors, 

some of whom neither wrote nor read nor spoke 

my tongue.  And yet, something stops me here.  

I, who am not religious, I who wish for faith 

but fail in it, I who trust logic above all 

though find no healing there, am struck 

by the whispering of something in the land itself— 

some sound of these cypress trees thousands of years old, 

these ghostly paths and crumbling stone fences,  

 

the perfume of this mountain air calling out,  

almost familiar, a voice of sound and color and smell— 

come, it says, soeur,cousine, filles de l’Amérique,  

bienvenue chez nous, welcome home.  

What else could I say to such a voice?   

I’m coming, I say. Oui, I say, Oc, I say, yes. 

 Shabdaguchha 
 

 45 

 
Avwbmyi ingvb Acy 
 
cÖ_vi cÖZvc †f‡O 
 
b~cy‡ii wb‡e`b †jLv wQ‡jv cÖ_g †`Lvq 
wK‡kvix miY Qzu‡qwQ‡jv Pvu‡`i gy»Zv 
Rsjvcvo kvwoi b·vq XvKv wQ‡jv cv‡qi Av`i| 
†m wQ‡jv D‡b¥vP‡bi DrmgyL, myLKi R‡j 
Dò wbtk¦v‡mi Lye Kv‡Q G‡mI †Qvuqwb 
†Vuv‡Ui jveY¨| wbf„Z bvfxi Pvù  m¤¢ve¨ ïK¬vq 
Qov‡e C‡`i Lywk| GgbwK wknwiZ —̄‡b 
c‡owb `vu‡Zi `vM| a~mi eiY 
†cvbv gv‡Qi mvuZvi evKx i‡q †M‡Q Av‡iv| 
 
A_P Livq fivKUv‡ji †Zóv wb‡q 
w`b ¸bwQ‡jv A‡c¶vi `xwN| ~̀i eyf~¶z ü`q 
Dli a~mi gi“wMwic_ †e‡q 
Qzu‡qwQ‡jv b`xi evmbv| 
 
R‡ji ˆefe wb‡q †m Av‡m, †m Av‡m R‡j 
`~iv‡š—i mgyÏy‡i `ytmn wbR©bZvi MÜ ay‡q| 
 
 
wbDBqK© 
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cwi‡aq e ¿̄ 
 
cwi‡aq mg —̄ e‡ ¿̄i fvuR G‡K G‡K  
Ly‡j †Zvgv‡K †`Lv‡Z n‡e AvR 
 
GB me myD”P g~‡j¨i iOPO 
evnvix †KvZ©vi †fZ‡iI 
 
Avgiv mK‡j mgvb bMœ |  
Avi G bMœZv gvby‡li Awš—g Mš—e¨ e‡j 
 
†h we —̄…Z K_v Zywg wj‡L iv‡Lv †ivR  
wbf©yj evbv‡b; GLv‡b †mLv‡b 
 
KvM‡R †`qv‡j †cv÷v‡i I 
myMfxi fvebvq, 
 
Avgiv Zvi Aj¾ cÖgvY †c‡j 
¯̂c‡¶I wØavnxb †g‡b †b‡ev 
 
GBme `~̈ wZ`vqx †KZvex †cvlvK 
bq Avi †gv‡UI mgvb cwi‡aq | 
 
 
 
bvivqbMÄ 
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From MIDNIGHT OIL 
 

how to speak of it  
this thing that doesn’t rhyme 
or pulse in iambs or move in predictable ways 

like lines  
or sentences 
 

how to find the syntax 
of this thing 

that rides the tides 
and moves with the tides and under the tides  

and through the tides 
and has an underbelly so deep and wide 

even our most powerful lights 
cannot illuminate its full body 

 
 
 

 this is our soul shadow, 
that darkness we cannot own 

the form we cannot name 
 
 

and I can only write about it at night  
when my own shadow wakes me, when I can feel 

night covering every pore and hair follicle, entering eyes 
and ears, entering me like Zeus, a night I don’t want 

on me or in me, and I dream of giving birth 
 to a rusty blob of a child who slithers out of me, 

out and out and won’t stop slithering, growing and 
darkening,  

spreading and pulsing between my legs 
darkening into the world . . . . 
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Stanley H. Barkan 
 
DISCONTINUED AMERICAN 
 
I’m one of those discontinued Americans. 
 
I was born in the 20th century, 
but my mind is in the 19th 
and now it’s the 2lst. 
 
I’m one of those discontinued Americans. 
 
I still believe in the Constitution, 
the Pledge of Allegiance, 
the Statue of Liberty, and 
“The Star Spangled Banner.” 
 
Yes, I’m all for multiculturalism, 
when it means the mix  
of the best of those cultures, 
when it means the crossing over 
of theirs with ours, ours with theirs. 
 
An accommodation of the highest order. 
 
I don’t believe in getting rid of the English language 
to be replaced by the Babel of the many. 
Surely they make a lovely mix, 
adding to our nation of Immigrants. 
 
But let’s keep the best of the bedrock of America 
while accepting the best of the new. 
 
I’m one of those discontinued Americans. 
 
You’ll find me in the antique shops  
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k¨vgj `vl 
 
mgq, ZyB GKUy `vuov 
 
Avwg mgq‡KI eywS‡q ej‡Z cvwi 
ZyB GKUy `vuov, Avwg ˆZwi n‡q wb | 
 
GB n‡q †M‡jv cÖvq Avi mvgvb¨ evKx 
Zvici †Zvi Kv‡QB Ly‡j ej‡ev me | 
 
†mw`b †Zj dywi‡q †M‡j, AZ ~̀‡ii c‡_ 
AvwgI wK m½ †`Bwb †Zv‡K? w`‡qwQ †Zv ! 
 
g‡b †bB? ‡mevi ivwË‡i Lye So n‡qwQ‡jv  
govr govr †f‡O cowQ‡jv cÖvPxb e„‡¶i Wvj 
 
†ZviI †Zv R¡i G‡m wM‡qwQ‡jv wf‡R e…wó‡Z |  
Avwg ew`¨ †W‡K K‡Zv mva¨ mvabvq †k‡l 
 
ZyBB †Zv Avgvi Kuv‡a fi w`‡Z w`‡Z IB 
NyUNy‡U AÜKvi iv‡Zi c_ †cwi‡q 
 
wK Am¤¢e m¤¢vebvq MÖvg ï× ‡jv‡KI  
†bK‡oi g‡Zv KwVb kxZ †_‡K i¶vq 
 
AvgivB †Zv `vD `vD R¡vwj‡qwQjvg Av¸b 
†Zvi g‡b †bB ? `vuov, GeviI †Zv‡K 
 
wkwL‡q †`‡ev †di Kx K‡i ïK‡bv Mv‡QI 
Rb¥ w`‡Z nq Agb D¾¡j my›`i Mvp meyR cÎvwj! 
 
mgq ZyB GKUy `vuov †Zv fvB; A‡Zv Zvov Kwim bv  
Avwg ˆZix n‡q wb |  
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Zzlvi cÖm~b 
 
GKUv †Lqvj GKvwaK hš¿vbyl½ 
 
GKUv †Lqvj GKvwaK hš¿vbyl½ mewKQz wg‡j aŸs‡mi Mvb nq, †mŠigÊ‡ji gZ GKUv 
weinKv‡e¨i Kb‡mÞ, hv wjL‡Z n‡e Avgv‡KB| ZvB, LwÊZ †gavq wkKoe„‡Ë PvBwQ 
†Zvgvi mgvb K‡i bvI| m½g n‡e †Zvgvi mv‡_| bv PvBe c„_K bvix, bv we —̄xY© 
AiY¨, bv mgỳ ª―meB †Zv †Zvgvi fz‡ji QvcwPÎ―A‡nZzK Kuv‡a wb‡q e‡q Pjv 
GKUv Kvj‡P mivB MÖv‡gi w`‡K...cÖwZw`b... 
 
Gevi evuK wb‡qwQ―IB MÖv‡g GLb †evanxb weo¤b̂v, †mLv‡b Abœc~Y©vi cwievi Lvwj 
nv‡Z †eov‡Z Av‡mb, †Svjvq iv‡Lb Amx‡gi `icÎ, gy‡L iv‡Lb Av‡Lix gybvRv‡Zi 
ˆkwíK MfxiZv| eqm bv evo‡Z evo‡Z cÖwZw`b beRvZK n‡q wbqwZi †Kv‡j 
`yacvbiZ, wb®úvc| ¶z̀ ª n‡q hvevi Av‡cw¶K A¶ie„‡Ë NyiwQ...MÖn-b¶‡Îi PZzi 
gvÎvq Avi KZ †Nviv‡bvi B”Qv cy‡l ivL? 
 
 
Dcbqb 
 
Dcbq‡bi my‡Zv a‡i h‡Ái †auvqv wM‡q wg‡k‡Q wkiv Dcwkivi AÜcÖ‡`‡k, D‡Ïk¨ ïay 
GBUzKz Rvbv―†Kvb wkivi bvkKZvq kixi AvR Ggb w`KwPýnxb †gi“Ki‡Y A¼b 
K‡i P‡j‡Q wbwj©ß i³aviv| Avgiv †Zv †mB K‡e †_‡K cvnviv w`‡q P‡jwQ cÖZœZvwË¡K 
wgDwRqvg, Kv‡Qi Rb‡K Kuv‡Pi N‡i †X‡K †i‡LwQ, AvZ¥cÖwZK…wZ Gu‡K †i‡LwQ bZRvby 
cj —̄vivi mxgvbv Ry‡o| GL‡bv jsgv‡P© gMœ gnvKv‡ji wgwQj, Ny‡i Ny‡i GKB N~wY©S‡o 
AvnZ Xz‡K cwo †Kvb bv †Kvb mxgvš—‡Nulv †LjvN‡i| SiYvKjg KLbI civwRZ nq 
bv e‡j hv wjwL Zv-B n‡q hvq †Kvb bv †Kvb e›`xwkwe‡ii gyw³nxb kãe›`bv| 
 
cÖv_©bv Keyj nqbv e‡j KLbI wK †_‡g _v‡K gnvgwng AvZ¥vi `xN© Avqy®‹vgbv? 
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of SoHo, Chinatown, Little Italy,  
in New York, Boston, San Francisco. 
 
I’m still here,  
I’m continuing, 
and I’m not going away. 
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   Michael Graves 
 
   BLATNOY AND THE VICTIM OF CHILD ABUSE 
     
   So, you love glamour of Russia, 
   Great writers― 
   Dostoevsky, Tolstoy, 
   Utopian dream, resistance Hitler, 
   Glasnost, perestroika,      
   Historic moment, 
   People like Phoenix. 
   People Slav, 
   Lengthen vowel 
   Slav become slave 
   People of Rus 
   Born for czar 
   And whip. 
   In exile, my freedom. 
   In homeland, you prison; 
   Slave in parent house, 
   Unemploy, depress, 
   Take medication 
   Depend upon parent 
   Who drunkard and wiolent. 
   Mother who addict and slut 
   And you try fix. 
   Who control marriage 
   Father or whacko? 
   Easy to guess. 
   But in you sick mind 
   No doctor can shrink 
   Struggle for Kremlin 
   Between Boris and Michael 
   Just like you family 
   Rule by force, terror, and guilt. 
   Listen to reason. 
   Nothing can rescue.     
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nvmvb mvweŸi 
 
wbN©yg wbwk‡cvKv 
 
nwiY-ivwÎi c„w_ex‡Z Xy‡K c‡o †KD 
ïwb wbwkiv‡Zi †gvwnbx ¯̂i|  
Avgiv hviv Kíbvi civev —̄e Lywji 
†fZi †i‡L w`‡qwQ ARmª wewb`ª iRbx 
wbZ¨ Zv‡`i Kv‡b ev‡R KuvPfvOv 
wbwkiv‡Zi my‡ijv KÚÑK‡Úi †mvbvjx 
wbgš¿Y| †KD †KD †cÖ‡g c‡o Agb 
ivwÎi myiwf‡Z cvMj nBÑ†nu‡U  
hvB...  
 
AZtci gixwPKvi c_ †nu‡U Kvgbvi 
Av¸b-c„w_ex‡Z g‡i c‡o _vwK ARmª 
wbN©yg wbwk‡cvKv A_©nxbÑAKviY| 
 
 
AmnvqZ¡ 
 
ïb¨Zv‡ev‡ai AvKvk, D‡o hvw”Q cvwLi 
Wvbvq...| †Kv_vq †hb ¯̂cœ Avgvi fvOv 
Kjm! †Kv_vq †hb ü`h‡š¿i wµqv eÜ n‡q 
n‡q g‡i _vKj gb―†Kv_vq †hb wbe©vK 
KÉ| R¡‡j R¡‡j wb‡f hvw”Q―wb‡f wb‡f 
†kl n‡q hvw”Q| 
 

Kx fxlY hš¿Yvi GB †`ncÖK…wZ, c„w_exi 
KvwVb¨ ! 
 
gv¸ov 
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iv‡mj Avn‡g` 
 
K‡b©j‡K Avwg g‡b †i‡LwQjvg 
 
1. 
K‡b©j‡K g‡b †i‡LwQ‡jb wZwb, K‡b©j Zv‡K g‡b iv‡L wb| Avðh© m‡Z¨i gZ Avgiv 
†KDB KvD‡K g‡b ivwL bv| ivRvevRv‡ii evwoUv‡Z AvOyj †`wL‡q †KD e‡j wb, 
ILv‡b mvMi _v‡K, ILv‡b i“wb _v‡K, †KD e‡j wb, ILv‡b †gN _v‡K, me©̄ ^ †Lvqv 
†M‡Q Zvi, †g‡Ni... 
 
Zvnvi g„Zz̈ i ci GLb mevB e‡j, IB †`L, ivRvevRv‡ii evwo, ILv‡b mvMi wQ‡jv, 
i“wbI ILv‡b wQ‡jv, †gN †f‡m †eovq ILv‡b― 
KZw`b †f‡m †eov‡e †gN? 
 
K‡b©j‡K wZwb g‡b †i‡LwQ‡jb, Avgiv Zv‡K g‡b ivL‡Z cvwi wb! 
 
2. 
ay‡jvcov-gjvU‡Quov-a~mi eB; GB eBwU mvMi wj‡LwQ‡jb, GB eBwU †g‡Ni wcZv 
wj‡LwQ‡jb,  hvi kix‡i cuwPkwU AvNvZ, hv‡K RevB Kiv n‡q‡Q, †h hyeK †gN‡K Rb¥ 
w`‡qwQ‡jb, †h hyeK i“wb‡K fv‡jv‡e‡mwQ‡jb, †h hyeK GKw`b K‡b©j‡K g‡b 
†i‡LwQ‡jb| 
 
3. 
nv‡Zi i‡³i `vM †g‡Ni gv‡qi, cv‡qi i‡³i `vM †g‡Ni wcZvi, †h hyeK 
ivRvevRv‡i msmvi †c‡ZwQ‡jb GKRb hyeZxi mv‡_, †h hyeK GKw`b Dcb¨vm 
wj‡LwQ‡jb―K‡b©j‡K Avwg g‡b †i‡LwQ―†h hyeK Av‡iv AmsL¨ eB wjL‡Zb, †h 
hyeK Nywg‡q Av‡Qb kix‡i cuwPkwU `vM wb‡q... 
†m hyeK K‡b©j‡K g‡b †i‡LwQ‡jb| 
 
K‡b©j‡K wZwb g‡b †i‡LwQ‡jb, Avgiv Zv‡K g‡b ivL‡Z cvwi wb! 
 
 
XvKv 
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   When you was drinking, 
   Violence erupt.  
   Now you return 
   Scene of the crime,  
   Gulag of life.     
      
   I was refusenik they never could break. 
   Soon you be broken. 
   True to high law 
   Man must free. 
   I build car secret garage— 
   Drive like Cossack, 
   With phony passport. 
   Go where I want, 
   Even U.S. So what 
   If mafia member? 
   You need  escape. 
   You father soldier 
   And drinking like crazy, 
   Boss of you prison, 
   And soon he destroy. 
 
   New York 
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Sultan Catto 
 
SMELL OF POEMS 
 (for Stanley H. Barkan) 
 
Smell of stone and burned wood exist in poems, 
walk into a bookstore, find a book I like, 
there are a few copies. I began sticking my nose 
into each of them, smelling the poems. 
 
Shelve one then pick up the other, 
trying to get the one I would feel closer to 
unaware the owner is watching me, 
get thrown out for seemingly doing something else. 
 
Innocently I am led out the store 
trying to explain to the bookstore’s owner 
each book smells different, and he asks 
if they also tasted different? I don’t know the answer. 
 
I have been chewing my poems for months now, 
getting to like the taste, putting olive oil 
and some herbs over them, frying them at times 
under the moonlight on my balcony, 
rewriting them over and over until I get the right taste, 
and sending them at the end to Stanley for a taste, 
knowing the old master will tell me if they came out OK. 
 
New Jersey 
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bv‡mi †nv‡mb 
 
Av‡Q 
 
¯̂‡cœ wVK mvg‡bB A‡c¶v K‡i Av‡Q 
GKwU Kv‡jv c ©̀v 
c ©̀v miv‡jB †`wL †KD †bB 
A_P †m Av‡Q, Av‡QB 
Avwg Rvwb †m ïay Avgvi m‡½ K_v ejvi R‡b¨ 
mnmªKvj a‡i A‡c¶v K‡i Av‡Q| 
 
KjKvZv 
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gbmyi AvwRR  
 
RvwZms‡Ni ü`wcÊ 
 
RvwZms‡Ni ü`wcÊ e`j K‡i  
†cm‡gKv‡ii g‡Zv ewm‡q w`‡Z PvB  
GKwU Avš—R©vwZK we‡eK 
 
gi‡YvËi †PvL ỳ‡Uv‡Z Avgvi ˆkk‡ei g‡Zv  
wbg©j cÖK…wZ †`L‡e c„w_exi gvbyl 
Awnsm `„wó‡Z RvwZmsN †g‡j †`‡e 
eûewY©j cÖRvcwZ cvLv 
weaŸ —̄ †`‡ki wkkyiv bvP‡e Zvi mv‡_ 
Av‡gwiKvi †cU †_‡K †ei n‡e K…òP~ov MvQ 
cvigvYweK AwMœwkLvi cwie‡Z© 
†`‡k †`‡k Qwo‡q co‡e jvj cvcwo 
Kv‡jv †auvqvi cwie‡Z© c„w_exi AvKv‡k  
†`L‡ev mv`v †g‡Ni †Mvj−vQyU 
iwOb Nywo Iov‡e Bûw` wkkyiv 
gw`` Q‡›`i Mvb MvB‡e wdwjw —̄‡bi c‡_ c‡_ 
 
RvwZms‡Ni †PvL ỳ‡Uv‡Z ewm‡q w`‡Z PvB  
GK‡Rvov d¬̈ vkjvBU 
cÖvwš—K MÖvgMy‡jv Av‡jvwKZ n‡e bZzb GK m~‡h©i AvMg‡b 
 
XvKv 
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Bill Wolak 
 
FOR A SAFE JOURNEY 
 
For a safe journey, 
cast the shadow of black ant 
across the sleeper’s eyelid 
and whisper, “Be as careful 
as the dark and endure like light.” 
 
 
 
 
CLINGING LIKE DAYLIGHT 
 
Soon after your lover has gazed into a hand mirror, 
prick your right breast with a rose bush thorn. 
Draw your lover’s body on the mirror with that thorn  
using three drops of your blood, and wait until it dries. 
Then shatter the mirror against a bridge  
that crosses over water. 
Bury all its pieces under a young oak tree. 
For as long as the bridge and tree remain standing, 
your lover will cling to you like daylight. 
 
 
New Jersey 
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Yoshira Marbel 
 
PATHWAY TO MY HEART  
 
i walk the burning path  
paved with thorns of rejection  
rotten fruits of abuse  
and lies as deadly as the  
cherries in the dolls eyes that flourish  
   
the end sealed with miserable love  
key entrusted to one  
nonchalantly he crosses  
each day  
roses bloom  
rough sand turns to soft grass  
sweet apple trees  
scattered for miles  
and as his silhouette fades  
everything goes back to the way it was  
nothing  
   
   
 South Africa 
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†Zvi ¯ú‡k© n‡e Avi³| 
 
†Zvi Rb¨ †Lvjv we —̄xY© mey‡R †gvov‡bv gvV  
hZ ~̀i `„wó hvq| ZzB †`Š‡o cvjvwe?  
Avwg jvUvB-Nywo wb‡q QyU‡ev †Zvi wc‡Q,  
GB coš— we‡Kj¸‡jv avi †b‡ev cÖK…wZi KvQ †_‡K  
hv ïayB †Zvi Rb¨|  
 
†Zvi Rb¨ wekvj AvKvk-b¶‡Îi emevm|  
em‡š—i †i‡L hvIqv ¯úk©, bZzb cvZv  
msMÖ‡n †i‡LwQ―wcÖq KweZv K_vgvjv GBme 
†i‡LwQ †Zvi R‡b¨|  
 
jÛb 
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†Zvi Rb¨ 
 
†Zvi Rb¨ †Lvjv †i‡LwQ m`i `iRv  
mvivUv ivZ AÜKvi cvnviv w`‡qwQ  
†gv‡gi Av‡jv hLb †kl? ZLb †Pv‡Li Av‡jv †R¡‡jwQ  
  †Uwej †Pqv‡i gb †i‡LwQ †eu‡a|  
 
ZzB Avmwe e‡j Hw›`ªjv‡K w`‡q gvjv †Mu‡_wQ,  
eKzj †Zvi fxlY wcÖq; Rvwb|  
DËi cv‡ki KvgivUv †Zvi Rb¨  
  †S‡o gy‡Q m‡d` cwi®‹vi―  
mv‡_ Rvbvjvi c ©̀v¸‡jv‡Z bZzb is  
wKQy iRbxMÜv dzj`vwb‡Z, gvÕi nv‡Z dzj †Zvjv weQvbvi Pv`i,  
big †ZvlK Avi cv‡ki evwjk―hv GKvš— wcÖq| 
wek¦vm Ki&, K„wÎg wKQy ivwLwb|  
 
†Zvi Rb¨ Hw› ª̀jv‡K w`‡q  
Kvwj wRivi cv‡qm Avi `B †c‡ZwQ  
RjcvB AvPvi, AvgmË¡  
¯̂v`Uv―ZzB Avm‡j GKmv‡_ †b‡ev| †Zvi  
wcÖq wcVv¸‡jvi K_v †Xi g‡b Av‡Q―  
me n‡e|  
 
†Zvi Rb¨ D‡cvm †i‡LwQ  
A‡c¶vi mv‡_ Dcev‡mi `vi“Y †gj eÜb|  
 
†Zvi Rb¨ D‡Vv‡bi DuPzbxPz hv wQj?  
Avgvi ey‡Ki gZ mgZj †i‡LwQ|  
iv —̄vi `yÕcv‡k i³ Muv`vi mvwi  
Wvwjqv, m~h©gywL―†i‡LwQ D‡Vv‡bi GK cv‡k|  
wmuwo‡Z UvBg dz‡ji jy‡KvPzwi  
U‡e Sz‡jv‡bv †Zvi wcÖq j¾veZx  
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John Smelcer 

 
SONG OF THE RAIN 
 
A soft rain begins to fall. 
 
A ground squirrel comes out from the rocks, 
his small head cocked— 
 
both of us listening to the raindrops singing. 
 
 
 
C’ELIIS CAAN 
 
Caan teztl’iit’. 
 
K’agi niyaa ts’es tah, 
nekey’nez’aan— 
 
nadaeggi nae dziteł’aa ts’en can laa. 
 
 
 
Translated from the Ahtna Athabaskan language of Alaska 
 
 
 
 
 
Alaska 
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Sukumar Choudhuri 

RELATIONAL  

We can talk about the relationship on another day. 

We will talk about each and every soul lives in here. 

For today, simply check out the void of the free home. 

Let the selfishness and the grief remain with you.  

Check out the collapsing world. 

 

We can talk about the relationship on another day. 
 
 

 
Translated from the Bengali by SUSHMITA PAUL 
 
 
 
 
 
India 
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D`q ksKi ỳR©q  
 
GKRb kvš— my‡eva m½x PvB  
 
K¬vwš—‡Z †njvb †`evi Rb¨  
GKRb kvš— my‡eva m½x PvB|  
ey‡Ki GB AvKvk k~b¨Zv, Aweivg weinx Rjaviv  
GKUz fvMvfvwM Kivi Rb¨  
 GKRb m½x PvB|  
 
†h Avgvi meKÕUv fyj‡K kZ`j †f‡e †b‡e  
ïa‡i †`‡e A¶i eY©gvjv c„ôvi ci c„ôv― 
Avevi nv‡Z Lwo †`‡ev, cwiï× n‡ev,  
†kLv‡e aŸwbcyÄ Abš— mZ¨ Avi gnvevYx gnvKv‡ji|  
 
Ggb GKRb m½x PvB―†h Avgvi  
Aciv‡ai evoš— w`Mš—‡K †QvU K‡i †`‡e  
†`Lv‡e dzj Siv c_, †mvbv gvLv †Q‡j‡ejv|  
Avwg me Aciv‡ai wnmve †d‡j Zz‡j †b‡ev  
dzj cvZv AÄwj Avi ¯̂Y©Øx‡ci AvnŸvb|  
 
Ggb GKRb m½x PvB  
†h Avgvi hš¿Yvi cvwLwU‡K ¸wjwe× K‡i  
cÖkvwš—i GKckjv e„wó‡Z wfwR‡q †`‡e,  
nvZ a‡i wb‡q hv‡e K…òP~ovi Kv‡Q―  
†Kvb eKzj Siv c‡_, †Kvb iƒ‡cvjx †R¨vrøvi Kv‡Q|  
 
K¬vwš—‡Z GKUz †njvb †`evi Rb¨ GKRb m½x cÖ‡qvRb  
†h Avgv‡K `yt¯̂‡cœi cÖwZwU ivZ †_‡K euvPv‡e  
Aw·‡Rb †`‡e we‡b cqmvq|  
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me †f‡O †M‡j 
 
evN, wmsn, †bK‡o, Kywgi, nvOi wK mv‡ci Kvgo  
†_‡K evuPv Am¤¢e bq, ni`g gvbyl we¶Z n‡qI Avm‡Q  
wd‡i; wKš‘ gvby‡li mymf¨ gy‡Lvk civ  
Rv‡bvqv‡ii fqvj AvuPo i³v³, wQbœwfbœ K‡i me 
b~̈ bZg wPš—v Qvov †Lvu‡o †L‡`i Kei 
Aw ’̄ gvsk UyK‡iv UyK‡iv Qovq GLv‡b ‡mLv‡b 
hÎZÎ; Avi dyu‡m †Z‡o Av‡m †P‡Ucy‡U †L‡q wb‡Z 
hveZxq me Avn¬v` Ges Sy‡j _vKv Avkvi wKbvi 
Z_vwc Avgiv dy‡j dy‡j mvRvB G‡`i evmi 
nq‡Zv Awb”Qv‡ZB, A_ev ¯̂‡cœi `vqe×Zvq| 
me †f‡O †M‡j `ª“Z G‡Mvq gy‡Lvkx gvbyl bZyb wkKv‡i 
`yt‡Li mvbvB evRvq Awba©vwiZ fwel¨Z Avgv‡`i 
weKvinxb nvZ‡o Pjv mg‡qi mvqvb ... 
 
 
wbDBqK© 
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Tanaya Choudhury 
 
IF AT ALL MY WORDS LIVE BEYOND ME 
 
If at all my words live beyond me . . .  
You too will live in them . . . vibrant, radiant as ever 
In all my minute joys . . . which left me and never came back 
In all my pains . . . which I proudly won over 
Yes you were there . . . very much there 
Igniting my thoughts . . . helping me dream! 
 
You lived in all my stories untold 
In all those secrets . . . which my heart dared not share 
In all my truth and lies . . . you were there 
Hiding behind the dying sparkle of my eyes . . . 
In all those elusive blissful moments . . . under the October sky 
You stood there . . . still . . . unmoved . . . Inspiring . . . 
Inspiring the rhythm of my heart 
Creating music . . . unabated, unknown, unheard . . . 
 
And my music played on . . . with your notes entwined 
Instilling life to my loneliness . . . 
Bringing back all those paper boats . . . which I set on sail once 
Ah! The demons of complacence 
I have overpowered them al l. . . have learnt to dream bigger 
Than the dreams that kept me small 
 
So I dream and pray . . . 
 
If at all my music defies death . . . 
And lives beyond me . . . pristine in its innocence 
You too will live my dear . . . in all my words . . . in all my music 
Radiant and vibrant as ever . . . 
 
Dhaka 
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bvRbxb mxgb 
 
e¨_©Zv 
 
e¨_©Zv 
A_P ej‡Z cvwiwb wKQyB 
G‡Zvw`b― 
Aejxjvµ‡g jy‡U wb‡q †M‡jv Avgvi D‡Vvb  
†_‡K iRbxMÜvi myMÜ, m‡d` Avb›` 
cyKy‡ii UjU‡j Rj, LjLj Kiv gv‡Q‡`i 
i“cvjx wSwjK, Mv‡Qi kvLvq eveyB‡qi  
Ni, †gŠgvwQi PvK, wcuc‡oi evmv 
 
mi‡li †¶‡Z Rgv‡bv njỳ  
AvwObvq †R¨vrmœvi MovMwo 
Agvem¨vi wbKl Nb AÜKvi  
DËß wbtk¦vm, a‡i _vKv nvZ 
¯ú‡k©i e¨vKyj AvnŸvb 
ˆb‡e`¨i Wvjv―me wKQy jyU n‡q †M‡Q| 
c‡o Av‡Q †Kej wbtm½ cwiåg‡Yi mỳ xN© Kvnb; 
Zey  
ej‡Z cvwiwb wKQyB KvD‡K KL‡bv... 
 
GKdvwj ¯̂vaxbZv 
 
ˆ_ ˆ_ Avb›`, †KvjvnjgyLi mgq,  
wbR©bZvi Pv`i, Hk¦‡h©i Sjg‡j Av‡jvi †dvqviv, 
fv‡jvevmvi wgwnb Pv`i―wKQyB PvBbv| 
 
cÖ‡qvRb †bB †cÖ‡gi wbweó eÜb,  
DòZvi KygKyg ¯úk©, wejvwmZvi wewea Av‡qvRb, 
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mywbwðZ fwel¨r, exgvi wbwk&Q`ª kZ©vejx| 
 
Avwj½b PvBbv, wjwLZ †Kvb wbivcËv bq, 
PvBbv L¨vwZi kxl©ve ’̄v‡bi wbfvuR Avb›`; 
cÖksmvi So, mb`, c`K―wKQyB PvBbv| 
 
m~‡h©i iwk¥i gZ,  
cÖRvcwZi Wvbvi gZ, 
SgSg e…wó, we`ÿ r PgK, 
Sibvi †a‡q bvgv, †gŠgvwQ wK  
wcuc‡oi cÖZ¨qx cwikªg,  
Nv‡mi Dci R‡g _vKv iv‡Zi wkwki, 
av‡bi kx‡li †mvbv iO, 
gv‡Qi i“cvjx wSwjK, †j‡Ri `vcU, A_ev 
MÖx‡®§i cÖLi `ve`v‡n KvUv Zigy‡Ri gZb 
GK dvwj ¯̂vaxbZv PvB ïay ...  
 
 
AvnŸvb 
 
GBfv‡e AMÖmi nB Mš—‡e¨i w`‡K| 
hw`I w`bv‡š— wbtm½Zvi aviv‡jv Qywi †fvuZv  
nqbv G‡ZvUyKyI, †f‡O c‡o mybmvb mg‡qi aviv 
bw›`Z wkK‡j evuav Avgv‡`i hZ  
ïf Avi Aïf AveZ©| 
weivb f~wg‡Z c«vqkB GKv,   
K`vwPr wcÖqgyL mv_x nq myMg iv —̄vq― 
 
Z_vwc evovB nvZ: Òhv‡e Zywg?Ó 
 
 
 


