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Editorial:  

Creative writing is always like an adventure for the ones who 
create and for the ones who read. And there is no concrete standard 
for creation. For example, when Petrarch wrote sonnets, initially 
called the Italian Sonnet and later named as Petrarchan Sonnet, I 
assume no one ever thought that the pattern would be restructured 
and new sonnets of different types would be written, like the 
English or Shakespearan Sonnet. In fact, Shakespeare actually 
wrote sonnets in a different rhyming style and gave the structure a 
new dimension. The same thing is true for novels, short stories, 
songs, and plays. When a new standard has been set by a giant of 
literature, another giant comes and opens some avenue of light that 
had never been thought about before. Therefore, the creators find 
their own adventurous path, through which the reader ventures and 
startles on each new twist and turn. It is rather a mystery for  those 
who are curious enough to explore. 
  
Shabdaguchha loves to welcome the adventurers and has been 
doing so for the last 15 years. Not only by printing the originals, 
but also with the translations, the magazine wants to fulfill the 
desire of the readers of many languages. Along the way, we 
received the help of many. Some came to wonder and stayed with 
us and still cruising through the rough turf. Some came to dance 
with us for a while and left for other adventures. We thank both 
groups and welcome the new pirates who will come along with us 
for future sagas, since the journey of creation will never end. 
  
2. 
We are celebrating the 15th anniversary of the magazine in a three-
day event from August 23 to August 25 at three different locations: 
Poets House, Manhattan, Queens Central Library, Jamaica, and 
Casa Barkan, Long Island. I thank in advance the ones involved in 
organizing these events, the invited poets and writers for 
participating and the Committee for celebrating the anniversary. 
Also, I want to express thanks to our friends, readers, and well 
wishers from different parts of the world.  
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Stanley H. Barkan 

 
With A Little Cash II 
 
“If I have a little cash, I will open an artshop 
. . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
I will spend my time listening to the bees. 
. .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
Bangladesh, take note of it.” 
                               —From Breath of Bengal 
 
 
“With just a little cash,” HassanalAbdullah  wrote  in Breath of 
Bengal,  what  he could/would do. 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
I wrote of this on the 10th anniversary of Shabdaguchha, but it is 
no less true now at its 15th anniversary, an extended miracle.  So I 
think it’s worth reprinting, with some corrections and a bit of 
updating. 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
And what this new immigrant from Bangladesh has done with the 
“little cash” from his salary as math teacher in the New York City 
school system for his poet-wife, NazninSeamon, and son, Ekok 
(now grown with an acknowledgment of his studiousness by being 
accepted at the prestigious Brooklyn Tech High School), and his 
and her families in Bangladesh, as well as for the Bengali poets 
(his extended family)  from the home country, other parts of the 
world, and, especially, in America, is some kind of miracle. 
 
I first met Hassanal 15 years ago, when another Bengali 
poet/translator, Nazrul Islam Naz, came with a  friend and a couple 
of his children to meet me at my house, Casa Barkan, in Merrick, 
Long Island.  Naz called me up about having a manuscript of 
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poems by Bengali poet (Hassanal), which Naz, had translated into 
English, with the hope of my publishing it. 
 
I was taken with Naz and the manuscript.  And, since it fit in with 
the central focus of my small non-commercial bilingual poetry-
focused publishing house, Cross-Cultural Communications, it was 
of definite interest.  But I first wanted to meet the author.  Shortly, 
that was arranged.  I was immediately quite taken with Hassanal 
Abdullah, this then-young, handsome poet, with his shock of black 
hair and his warm and excited and serious manner, betokening that 
he was an authentic poet, one who was truly committed to the 
value of the word and its connection with Humanity.  
 
It was then that I also became aware of his magazine, 
Shabdaguchha, a poetry journal, in its second issue, focusing on 
poets of and from Bangladesh, as well as having the possibility of 
a wider international component. Upon learning this, I warned 
Hassanal of the many pitfalls inherent in being an editor and 
publisher, about how much it would detract from his own poetry, 
in fact admonishing him that he “would make more enemies than 
friends.”  (Indeed, in one later issue, “Shabdaguchha Under 
Threat” [#31, 2006], this was brought home to him in quite 
disturbing sharpness.) 
 
And so, I committed to publishing Breath of Bengal in bilingual 
format, and brought it out simultaneously in paperback and 
hardcover editions in 2000.  And I also invited Hassanal to be 
Cross-Cultural’s representative for Bangla culture. 
 
From that time till the present, we have been supportive of each 
other’s reciprocal aims. 
 
I’ve introduced Hassanal to a number of American and other 
international poets, like Stanley Kunitz, twice  Poet Laureate of 
America, whose poetry Hassaanal translated into Bengali and 
published in a special issue of Shabdaguchha, “A Tribute to 
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Stanley Kunitz” (#32/33, 2006).   Later, Hassanal also translated 
one of Dylan Thomas’s most famous poems, “And Death Shall 
Have No Dominion,” which he read at a special multilingual event 
at the Mid-Manhattan Library, in April, as part of the Spring 2008 
Dylan Thomas Tribute Tour of America, featuring Aeronwy 
Thomas (daughter of Dylan) and another Welsh poet, Peter Thabit 
Jones, editor of the Swansea-based poetry magazine, The Seventh 
Quarry (both of whom Hassanal published in Shabdaguchha). 
Similarly, Hassanal participated in “The Prism Effect” program (a 
multilingual reading of “The Layers” in 55 different languages), 
which I organized and directed, at the ALTA Conference in 
Rochester, New York, in 2011, and, afterwards, at the AWP 
Conference in Boston, Massachusetts. Currently, he has translated 
Dylan Thomas’s “The Hunchback in the Park” into Bengali to be 
part of “The Colour of Saying” 100th anniversary international 
celebration of Dylan Thomas’s birth in 2014. 
 
In addition, I introduced Hassanal to other poet/editors like Laura 
Boss of Lips magazine, Maria Mazziotti Gillan of Paterson 
Literary Review, Robert Dunn of Medicinal Purposes and 
Asbestos, Nat Scammacca of the Sicilian Antigruppo, Yoon-Ho 
Cho of Korean Expatriate Literature, Lidia Chiarelli Actis of the 
Torino, Italy-based international ekphrastic online magazine, 
Immagine & Poesia, and Peter Thabit Jones of the Swansea, 
Wales-based international poetry magazine, The Seventh Quarry, 
with the object of there being a sharing of their pages for Bengali 
poets in translation.  Thus far, this has worked out very well. 
 
Many CCC authors of various fame—Pablo Neruda (Nobel Prize-
winning poet), Gregory Rabassa (foremost translator of Spanish 
and Portuguese literature), Aeronwy Thomas (daughter of Dylan 
Thomas),  and Leo Vroman (foremost Dutch poet)—and ethno-
linguist origin range have been published in Shabdaguchha, in 
English and as well as in bilingual format.  The latter include, 
individually and in special issues—Cajun (Darrell Borque, Charles 
deGravelles, Clarisse Dugas, Joe LeCoeur, Beverly Matherne, 
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Sheryl St. Germain), Latin American (Luis Alberto Ambroggio 
[Argentine], Franciso Arriví [Puerto Rican], Juan Cameron  
[Chile]. Carlos Ernesto García [El Salvador], Isaac Goldemberg 
[Peruvian], Carilda Oliver Labra [Cuba], Vincíius de Moraes 
[Brazil], Julio Ortega [Peru]), Welsh (David Gill, Lynn Hopkins, 
Jean Salkilld, Peter Thabit Jones, Aeronwy Thomas)—FuadAttal, 
(Palestinian), August Bover (Catalan), Sultan Catto (Turkish), 
Vince Clemente (Italian), Aleksey Dayen (Russian), D. H. 
Melhem(Lebanese), Biljana D. Obradović (Serbian), OrnaRav-Hon 
(Israeli), Georgine Sanders (Indonesian), Adam Szyper (Polish), 
Tino Villanueva (Chicano),  Maria Bennett, John Dotson, Charles 
Fishman, John Gery, Carolyn Mary Kleefeld, A. D. Winans, and 
Bill Wolak (American).  Thus, this relationship resulted in the 
magazine’s international component being greatly extended and 
enhanced, beyond the borders of Bangladesh and the USA. 
 
Similarly, the poems of Hassanal and Naz and other Bengali poets 
were introduced to poet-editors from many different parts of the 
world, where many have found an outlet for publication in English 
translation. 
 
I also engaged in co-translating with Hassanal some Bengali poets 
whose poetry Hassanal Introduced me to.  These include Joy 
Goswami (“Ashes”) and Shamsur Rahman (1929-2006, “The 
Eternal Sunlight”). 
 
 

The scrape of their hooves will spark 
Diamonds every where . . .  
 
(From: “Ashes” by Joy Goswami) 
 
 
A lone man sits quietly penning poems 

 With the ink of sunlight. 
 But the gamblers gather around him 
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Suddenly excited, shouting, 
Thinking the poems are banknotes. 
Then, amazed, realizing the fact of poetry, 
They tear the manuscript from the man 
And toss it in the air. 
In the end those outraged gambles 
Snatch away the sunlight. 
But the poet remains calm as they depart 
Fading away in the air. 
 
(From: “The Eternal Sunlight” by Shamsur Rahman) 

 
It is this “fact of poetry” in contrast with what the “gamblers” (who 
symbolize the Philistines) value that is emblematic of the purpose 
of Shabdaguchha, if not Bengali people in general,  these new 
immigrants who demonstrate a passion for things non-material, 
and whose language, is the language of poetry as Italian is the 
language of music. 
 
In addition to producing a magazine that has reached out across the 
world to all manner of ethno-linguistic diversity, as well 
introducing contemporary Bengali poets to the world at large, the 
magazine has been in the forefront of serious human rights causes.  
 
Shabdaguchha has also been published quite regularly, several 
times a year, something extraordinary for a little magazine with 
typically limited resources. 
 
In addition, Hassanal,  as editor/publisher, has hosted numerous 
poetry festivals, as well as initiating the Shabdaguchha biennial 
award: a certificate a significant monetary prize.  Thrice, I’ve been 
honored to present the award at a special celebration at the home 
office of the magazine now in Woodhaven, Queens. 
 
Hassanal has also invited poet and writer-critic activists, who have 
been the object of attacks by fundamentalists in Bangladesh to 



 Shabdaguchha 
 

 9 

come to America and try to seek some assistance in this deadly war 
that threatens not only the well-being and security of the people of 
Bangladesh but of all democratic nations. 
 
One of these, Dr. Humayan Azad, was several times injured by 
attempts on his life.  And though at great risk, he persisted in his 
critical writing. Forced to leave his home country under further 
deadly threat, he was found dead shortly afterwards under 
“suspicious circumstances” in Germany. 
 
In addition to its literary activities, Shabdaguchha has been in the 
forefront of protesting the terror that holds sway in Bangladesh.  In 
May 2003, a demonstration which was organized by 
Shabdaguchha was held in front of the UN. 
 
So “with just a little cash,” Hassanal Abdullah, 
poet/translator/editor/publisher and activist has managed to create 
a vehicle and a repository, not only for Bengali and international 
poetry, but a place from which poets can speak out and, against 
terrific odds, try to bring about some kind of peaceful resolution 
and harmony. 
 
This fifteenth anniversary issue of Shabdaguchha is truly another 
milestone in the history of poetry.  Shabdaguchha is a bridge 
across the wide waters, from Barisal to Briarwood and beyond, 
from Woodhaven to the world, as well as across the large divide 
between man’s basest instincts and his higher civilizing vision. 
 
 
 
Merrick, NY 
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Nicholas Birns  
 
This Torn Flag of Mine: Modern Bengali Poetry 
 
For terms like ‘modern’ to be meaningful, they must make sense 
worldwide. This is true, for instance with ‘medieval;’ for all the 
contested nature of that term, one speaks not only of medieval 
France but medieval Nubia, medieval Persia, medieval Japan—
those terms makes sense at least across the Old World. Similarly 
for the term ‘modern’ to be probative it must be as applicable, say, 
to poetry in Bengali as to peotry in English and French. 
         What does ‘modern’ mean in literature? It does not just mean 
recent, or up-to-date. It has to do firstly with a certain severity, a 
stripping-down of language, and an abstention from rhetoric and 
verbal luxury. This mentality is indicated by Hemingway’s (aptly 
brief) Nobel Prize speech, where the American writer said, "How 
simple the writing of literature would be if it were only necessary 
to write in another way what has been well written." It is because 
we have had such great writers in the past that a writer is driven far 
out past where he can go, out to where no one can help him.” In 
other words, merely being learned and eloquent and cultured 
would not help; one has to take imaginative risks impelled by the 
awareness, later articulated by Harold Bloom as ‘the anxiety of 
influence” that so much has been done by previous writers. Added 
to this, though, in literary modernism was what William Butler 
Yeats called the fascination of what’s difficult.” Stripped-down did 
not just mean easy, but was combined with a sense of constitutive 
challenge posed by both questions of technique and by the 
convulsive and often traumatic material provided by the twentieth 
century. 
      Yeats, who respected and promoted the poetry of Rabindranath 
Tagore, is a good starting-point to approach Tagore and modern 
Bengali peotry but just because of the role in postcolonial theory 
and criticism given Yeats by such critics as Edward W. Said but 
because Yeats, like Tagore, did not see his modernism as fully 
cutting himself off from the Romantic tradition. Both were lyric, 
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even oral, poets, was well as tremendously learned ones; both 
cared for the folk and song traditions of their colonially suppressed 
cultures and tried to forge a link between these and more purely 
written ideas of literature, This made Yeats and Tagore different 
from poets such as T. S. Eliot, and contributed to Tagore, after his 
great moment of fame in the West in the first decades of the 
twentieth century, being, after a time, stereotyped. Yet some of 
Tagore’s major interests—science, drama, and linguistic 
revitalization—were acutely those of such Western Modernist 
poets as Yeats, Valery, and MacDiarmid. Tagore also spoke to the 
“international’ (as compared to today’s buzzword, ‘global’) 
aspirations of modernism, By this I just do not mean his embrace 
in the West, signified most importantly by his receiving the Nobel 
Prize in 1912, before, for instance, anybody from the United States 
had received it. In the short run, this 'made’ Tagore in the West; in 
the long run, it ‘made’ the Prize by de-provincializing it, by 
asserting—and at least sometimes doing this with truth—that the 
subsequent European writers picked for the prize had been 
scrutinized by world standards. Tagore, indeed, was the 
fulfillment, after nearly a hundred years, of Goethe’s idea of 
Weltliteratur (world literature), of a writer who was truly 
international. And one sees this most, paradoxically, at almost the 
opposite end of the world from Bengal—in Latin America. Tagore 
visited the region in 1924, and made contact with Victoria 
Ocampo, editor of the crucial Argentine journal Sur. He provided 
an important example for Latin American authors who wished at 
once to write at the highest levels available worldwide yet not to 
reject the immediate life around them in favor of staid European 
novels. When one looks at the acclaimed writers from the Indian 
subcontinent, whether in English or in other languages, one can 
clearly see the debt they owe to Tagore; the less obvious debt of 
Latin American writers, and eventually African and other writers 
of non-Western origin, is also immeasurable. 
         After this colossus, it is inevitable that other twentieth-
century Bengali writers would loom smaller on the world scene. 
But to acquiesce in this easy assumption is to miss much 
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significant work, written within the cauldron of decolonization, 
partition, and, a generation later, the emergence of Bangladesh as 
an independent nation. Bengalis have always been a nation of 
readers, and one whose intellectual curiosity has been expressed in 
a public literary culture that for many decades has continue to 
endure and even flourish even amid what have often been highly 
adverse material conditions. A poet such as Kazi Nazrul Islam was 
Tagore’s contemporary and had many of the same interests, yet his 
public image unlike Tagore’s, had a sharply political tinge. 
Nazrul's dedication to the anti-colonial struggle gave the role of the 
poet in modern Bengali culture a public torque analogous to that 
shaped in Turkey by Nazim Hikmat in Pakistan by Faiz Ahmed 
Faiz, and later on in Palestine by Mahmoud Darwish. From the 
perspective of the 1940s, it might seem that the efforts of Nazrul 
had been rewarded. Bengal was free from colonial domination, 
with the western portion a powerful state within India and the 
eastern portion constituting East Pakistan, separate from the 
western portion of this first modern state (other than Israel) 
constituted deliberately as a home for members of a given religion. 
The failure of the original Pakistani project was helped along by 
the dictatorial and insensitive nature of the regimes in Pakistan, but 
also was evidence that religion was not enough to unify a people, 
that cultural and linguistic identity mattered more. The generation 
of Bangladeshi poets coming to maturity after partition continued 
in Nazrul’s public vein, but this vein became decidedly secular and 
civil in purport. Realizing, though, that part of civil society is the 
presence of a vital and autonomous role for the imagination, the 
independence of art, these poets had their own version of the 
lyricism and personal yearning so prominent in Tagore. Thus 
Shamsur Rahman was a consummately public poet, writing not 
only about political events but also about daily life lived amid the 
hustle and bustle of the ordinary. Yet he is also a poet with a 
private and lyric core, as seen in this translation by Hassanal 
Abdullah:  
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I become happy 
 
When you come from a distant place 
And rest your feet on my yard, 
I become happy. 
 
When you sail our remembrance on the  
Edge of your body, and set a pair of pigeons free, 
I become happy. 
 
When you tern yourself into a glass of water 
In a moment to quench my thirst and stair at me with hope, 
I become happy. 
 
When you spread the red carpet on the your face 
And bring the dawn in my sight, 
I become happy. 
 
In this stormy garden, you are the last flower,  
Who helps the leaves to sprout in joy, 
I become happy. 
 
When you take the afternoon nap, keeping a butterfly 
On your breast, the misfortune gets afraid of itself, 
I become happy. 
 
When you set a rose on my lips 
And call me with passion, 
I become happy. 
 
When you come to me condemning the obstacle 
And raise the torn flag of mine into the wind, 
I become happy. 
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The poet’s flag is torn, but it can still be raised into the wind by 
love and recognition, by private passion and public hope. For 
Rahman, small moments of respite are also potential vehicles of 
personal and collective liberation, as in “The Eternal Sunlight” 
where the distractions that besiege the writer’s life ultimately 
cannot withstand the convinced, inner sense of calm maintained by 
the true poet. Writing amid his people’s liberation struggle in the 
early 1970s, in which the independent nation of Bangladesh was 
born amid suffering and atrocity and heroism, and living through 
the subsequent decades of disillusionment and perseverance, 
Rahman insists on a double role for the poet: as public conscience 
and private reserve. His diction, combining a fundamental lyricism 
with striking and sometimes surreal imagery, correspondingly 
models both availability and the touch of nuance that the poet 
needs. The meaningful writer must both reveal and hide himself or 
herself: and Rahman’s honest and coruscating oeuvre bears this out 
well.  
Fundamentalists in search of a false purity if there ever was one, 
murdered Humayun Azad, a secular martyr. But he should not just 
be remembered as a political poet or a controversialist, as can be 
seen in the first two stanzas of perhaps his greatest poem (again 
translated by Hassanal Abdullah). 
 
Probably for a Little Thing 
 
I probably will die for a little thing,  
For a little leaf of grass,  
And for a little drop of dew. 
I probably will die for a petal of flower  
Suddenly fly away in summer’s breeze. 
I will die for a bit of rain. 
 
I probably will die for a little thing, 
For a short coo of a cuckoo, 
And for a little wave from a toddler’s face. 
I probably will die for a few drops of tears  
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Hanging from someone’s eye. 
I will die for a bit of sunshine. 
 
     Azad obviously did not know how he would die when he wrote 
the poem; yet the juxtaposition of dying for a little thing and dying 
for a very big thing like freedom of thought is both ironic and 
clairvoyant. Dying for a big thing—freedom of conscience—is 
also, paradoxically, dying for a little thing, for the right to the 
smallest moment of dignity and privacy, for the love of nature and 
art that can only truly be lived in an individual and idiosyncratic, 
not a mass or conformist, level. If Azad had the prescience to know 
that the thugs were coming for him, that thuggery would doom and 
corrupt and infest everything we once thought ideal, he also knew 
that the last failsafe in the face of all this is the poet’s doing the 
work with integrity and forthrightness. Azad was a gritty poet who 
faced the realities of life; yet in this very starkness there is 
considerable potential for hope and redemption. 
      With these last poets, we are on the verge of the postmodern 
era. Though, as worldwide Bengali poets have shown increasing 
awareness of verbal textures, popular culture, and such 
sociological variables as gender and class, this does not mean that 
the achievements of the modern period—a refraining from flowery 
language as a cure-all and am embrace of the poet’s ambiguous 
public role—have been lost. These four poets, of different 
generations, religious backgrounds, and worldviews, reflect the 
modern heritage that poets of the twenty-first century can learn 
from and disagree with as they wish. They mark out recent Bengali 
literature as one of the world’s greatest and one that has brilliantly 
registered the worldwide changes in modern and postmodern 
literary culture.  
 
 
Manhattan, NY 
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Caroline Gill 
 

An International Celebration of Literary Adventure 
Shabdaguchha marks its 15th Anniversary 

 
“Adventure is worthwhile,” wrote Amelia Earheart, the first 
woman to cross the Atlantic in an aeroplane. Earheart’s Fokker F7 
seaplane, the ‘Friendship’, touched down near the harbour in Burry 
Port, between Swansea and Laugharne, two places in Wales 
inextricably linked with the life and works of Dylan Thomas. 
Earheart, who kept the log, made the 1928 crossing from 
Newfoundland in the company of a pilot and navigator-cum-co-
pilot. The ‘Friendship’, bound for Southampton, was forced to 
curtail its flight after more than twenty hours in the sky. The 
seaplane came to rest on its pontoons in the Burry estuary, where it 
was initially tied to a buoy for safety. Earheart was hailed as 
something of a celebrity. 
 
I was reflecting on this important Shabdaguchha anniversary when 
Earheart’s story came to mind. I occasionally visited her memorial 
at Burry Port during my twenty years in Swansea, home town of 
Dylan Thomas. Transcontinental journeys by air are commonplace 
occurrences these days, and many poets ‘catch a plane’ to 
international destinations to attend festivals, give readings and take 
up residencies. This can be an enriching cultural experience, 
particularly since the poet’s life has often been compared to that of 
the hermit in a hut or to the academic in an ivory tower.  
 
These spells when a poet leaves home, in order to collaborate with 
other poets and to interact with fellow human beings, are often 
complemented by times of relative silence and solitude. The poet’s 
life, however, is rarely a simple see-saw between what might 
broadly be called ‘travel’ and ‘writing’, and this is where an 
international publication comes into its own. Copies of 
Shabdaguchha wing their way across the globe at regular intervals, 
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uniting far-flung poets and readers in a tangible and life-affirming 
literary bond.  
 I first encountered this unique bilingual Bengali-American 
magazine via Peter Thabit Jones, editor of The Seventh Quarry 
Press (Swansea), in association with Stanley H. Barkan of Cross-
Cultural Communications (New York). Through Peter, I was 
invited to submit poems for a feature in Shabdaguchha (Issue 
53/54, Volume 14, No. 1/2, July-Dec 2011) on ‘Six Poets from 
Wales’. Aeronwy (1943-2009), daughter of Dylan Thomas, was 
one of the six. I had enrolled on Aeronwy’s poetry workshop at the 
Laugharne Festival some years before, and have fond memories of 
participating in a stimulating writing exercise, based on the game 
of Consequences.  
 
Like Amelia Earheart and Dylan Thomas, Aeronwy also crossed 
the Atlantic Ocean. Her last literary tour in the USA took place in 
2008. I, too, have had the experience of flying to America. I recall 
vast tracts of pristine snow unfolding beneath me, shortly before 
my aircraft touched down in Philadelphia. It may have been a 
routine flight, but it was also part of a thrilling expedition. Earheart 
possessed a natural spirit of courage. She went on to fly solo over 
the Atlantic in 1932. Most writers will not have such dangerous 
feats in mind; but as fellow travellers in the realms of poetry, 
Shabdaguchha has much to offer us by way of exciting cross-
cultural exchange and ‘worthwhile’ literary adventure.   

Peter Thabit Jones co-authored a chapbook in 2008 with 
USA poet, Vince Clemente, Consulting Editor for The Seventh 
Quarry. The volume, the first in the Poet to Poet series, had the 
topical title of Bridging the Waters - Swansea to Sag Harbor. We 
can stretch out across the world around us, a world that is both 
expanding and contracting as our knowledge broadens in response 
to the ever-increasing arms of the internet. We can also look up 
and marvel at the stars, the moon and Dylan’s ‘lark full cloud’, in a 
shared spirit of celebration.  
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Poetry magazine publication, however, is rarely an easy option 
these days. The production of a vibrant international journal that 
embraces the finest work of new and established poets from east 
and west is no mean feat. Shabdaguchha has had many highlights 
thus far, including the editor’s innovative Swatantra Sonnet form. 
A recent personal choice would be the feature on Cajun poets by 
Professor Beverly Matherne. On this auspicious occasion, 
Hassanal, we offer our thanks and hearty congratulations. �� 

�����, Shabdaguchha.  
 
 
UK 
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SELECTED COMMENTS 
 

It is a pleasure to congratulate Shabdaguchha and its editor, 
Hassanal Abdullah, on this milestone 15th anniversary.   
Shabdaguchha  is a major addition to the roster of literary 
journals.  Its editor, Hassanal Abdullah, has shown daring and 
vision with both its content and international flavor. This 
international poetry magazine is always exciting and thought-
provoking that one will want  to read again and again. 
                                                      —Laura Boss, Poet/Editor LIPS 
 
Please allow me to borrow your ear.  I have become quite thrilled 
and familiar with the discovery of one of your poets, Hassanal 
Abdullah.  I first came across the wonderful find of Shabdaguchha 
at Poet’s House, then found a url online, and then of learning that 
he is one of your Cross-Cultural Communications poets—and I can 
well understand why.  I have always been impressed by the lyrical 
rhythm of the Bengali language itself when I’ve heard it spoken—
my work has a few native Bengali speakers, and the beauty of the 
language lulls me into the better part of a dream-like state to which 
I must surrender, though I cannot understand a word it is to me one 
of the most beautiful of spoken languages.  Second, I have read a 
number of Hassanal’s translations as well as his own poetry, and I 
am even more impressed by the versatility and the gravity of the 
material he covers so easily and proficiently.  Each poem presents 
both a vignette and a world, and much happens between the lines.  
These worlds are compact and at the same time immense and 
difficult to grasp, having dream-like qualities that impress upon the 
reader their beauty, as well as their pathos, for they speak of life 
imagined and lived;  the depths from whence these poems come I 
can only imagine.  Thus the heart of each is larger than the 
individual, and the purpose of this poetry is expansive.  The poems 
remind we are all involved in the complicated process of living.  
They throw light on the shadows so that we may see the lines that 
divide and surround us.  Some of the poems are like songs, refined, 
immense ballads of what religion should be though all too often 
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unfortunately is not, and the doors are opened to us to glimpse the 
metaphysics of living with a keen eye. The epigraph from 
Swatantra Sonnet-123, is a prime example of this expansive view, 
covering both the defined as well as what cannot be easily defined: 

       
       We are the witness of our own hazardous time,  
      And whatever else is scattered around us,  
      With or without reason; with or without  
      Considering the non-phased consistency.  
                                              —Hassanal Abdullah  
                                            Swatantra Sonnet-123 

  
And so we stare at the sun, and wonder if we will ever live in 
peace?  Here the implication is that we must implicitly surrender to 
the beautiful language of poetry and understanding, not war. 
 
  
Kindest regards, 

—Stephen Cipot, Poet 
 

In this world of electronic minimalism, the publication of print text 
poetry and  the gathering of authors for readings is a powerful gift 
that Shabdaguchha has given to all. This 15th anniversary is a 
blessing we celebrate with reverence.  

—Joan and John Digby, Professor, LIU 
 
Some of the world's greatest poetry has been in Bangladesh but has 
been hidden from the American audience. Thanks to 
Shabdaguchha, the contemporary voices from Bengal and 
Bangladesh can now be read here. Thanks to a great effort to bring 
great poetry to a wider audience. 

—Arthur Dobrin, Poet, Professor Emeritus 
 
It takes a great deal of vision and courage to publish poetry, even 
more so if it is poetry in languages other than English. 
 Shabdaguchha is a vibrant, dynamic venue for so many voices 
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that might not otherwise be heard, yet voices that deserve to be 
heard and recognized.  Hassanal has brought us voices in Bengali, 
in Cajun,  in Korean, in Spanish, in Welsh, in English . . .  Voices 
of shared experience and lives.  Hassanal's dedication to poetry and 
culture is incomparable and a true inspiration to all of us. 

—Kristine Doll, Poet / Translator 
 
Shabdaguchha is an impressive and eclectic journal. It includes 
work by poets from around the world and has become a great 
venue for exploring what is happening in poetry  in other countries, 
as well as in the USA. The editor has done an amazing job of 
selecting beautiful and powerful work. He is to be congratulated.  

—Maria Mazziotti Gillan 
American Book Award winner  

Editor of Paterson Literary Review 
http://www.mariagillan.com 

 
 
Hassanal Abdullah, through his marvelous journal of international 
poetry, Shabdaguchha,  has done a superb job of bringing the work 
of Indian, Bengali, Welsh, South American, and even Cajun poets, 
to name a few,  to an American audience.  New Yorkers proud of 
their melting pot heritage need look no further than Shabdaguchha 
to find voices both similar to and wonderfully different from their 
own.  His dedication to the art of poetry has enriched the form, and 
his support—editorial, philanthropic, and artistic—has given many 
poets sustenance and enabled them to create. Jackson Pollock 
defined the artist as "one who is building things . . .  some with a 
brush—some with a shovel—some choose a pen."  Hassanal 
Abdullah has chosen Shabdaguchha.   
 —Adel (photoartist) & Mary Gogy(novelist)  

and Marsha Solomon (artist) 
 
 
I feel honored to have placed two poems in Shabdaguchha  . . .  
 

—Mike Graves, Poet / Presenter of the Phoenix Poetry Series 
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I first met Hassanal Abdullah when he was a featured guest at a 
poetry event.  His presentation was genial, emotional, and literate.  
I liked him the minute I met him, and over the years, came to visit 
him at his home, and to co-read with him at numerous events.  In 
the intervening decade, he submitted wonderful pieces to the 
magazine I worked for, Medicinal Purposes Literary Review, and 
he added to the joyousness and flow of ideas that we encouraged.  
And Hassanal has always been a powerful advocate for cross-
cultural events, such as ones where he invited my musical duo, 
“BlueBird,” to perform at Bangladeshi parties at the high school 
where he teaches. His magazine, Shabdagucha, is part of 
that wonderful, necessary tradition of work in dual-languages.  
George Steiner said "of the tight-rope acts of language, that of the 
translation of poetry is the most defiant.  There is no safety net"—
and yet, Hassanal continues bravely on the path to connect people 
and cultures.  I bless him for his work.  I'm very proud to be a 
Consulting Editor to his magazine, and—more importantly—
happy to be his friend. 

—Leigh Harrison, poet, teacher, songwriter 
 

 
With great admiration for your bravery and your contribution to 
cross-cultural understanding through poetry. Congratulations on 15 
years of publishing an innovative bilingual magazine. 

—Yvette Neisser Moreno, Poet, Translator 
Coordinator of the DC-Area Literary Translators Network 

  
  
In the world of small journals dedicated to poetry, Shabdaguchha 
ranks as one of the most exciting publications, as much for the 
steady quality of work appearing in it, as for the diversity of the 
(international) authors thus far published.  Behind it is an energetic 
editor, Hassanal Abdullah, who makes sure each issue is crisply 
printed, and therefore readable.  When he is not tending to his 
magazine he is organizing poetry festivals—a noble attempt at 
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taking the spoken poetic word to the community.  Congratulations, 
then, to the editor, on the 15th anniversary of Shabdaguchha.  May 
both thrive for many decades to come. 
—Tino Villanueva, Chicano poet / Professor at Boston University 

  
 

It has been a great pleasure to be associated with Hassanal 
Abdullah's  wonderful publication, Shabdaguchha. It has been 
even more of a pleasure  to witness his involvement with the pure 
art of literature and its  intersection with the pragmatics of its role 
in political and cultural struggle throughout the world. Our best 
wishes for continued success  with Shabdaguchha!  

—Bill Wolak and Maria Bennett, Poet and Professor, CUNY   
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†R¨vwZg©q `Ë 
 
gnvKve¨, m‡bU I nvmvbAvj 
 
evsjv‡`k, evsjv KweZv, c„w_ex, b¶Î, `kK, kZK—G‡Ki ci GK mxgv whwb 
AwZµg K‡i hvb †mB nvmvbAvj‡K Avgvi †mjvg| gv_vq GK cvnvo Pzj, 
g‡UviMvwoi †nWjvB‡Ui g‡Zv †PvL, Avi igbvi ˆekvLx D”PviY wb‡q nvmvbAvj 
Avãyj−vn wbDBq‡K© †cŠu‡PwQ‡jb 1990 mv‡j| †mB †_‡K wZwb †KejB e`‡j‡Qb, 
GwM‡q †M‡Qb, NwU‡q‡Qb G‡Ki ci GK wb‡Ri Rb¥vš—i| Bs‡iRx cÖev‡` e‡j †h 
†eov‡ji bqwU Rxeb, †mB Abymv‡i ejv hvq †h KweKz‡ji g‡a¨ nvmvbAvj GK 
gvR©vi, huvi b‡Li e`‡j Av‡Q m`v MwZgvb Kjg| 23 eQ‡i hvi cÖKvwkZ n‡q‡Q 
23wU MÖš’| ZvQvov 15 eQi a‡i wZwb Pvwj‡q hv‡”Qb GK wØfvwlK KweZvcÎ 
Òkã¸”QÓ| wZwb wj‡L‡Qb hv m¤¢eZ G hy‡Mi `xN©Zg Kve¨; Zvui Òb¶Î I gvby‡li 
cÖ”Q`Ó gnvKv‡e¨i c„ôv msL¨v 304| Zvui J¾¡‡j¨, Zvui ¶gZvq, Zvui Drcv`b 
kw³‡Z Avwg Awff~Z| gnvKwe n‡evB—Ggb cÖwZÁv wb‡q evsjv mvwn‡Z¨ gaym~̀ ‡bi 
mva©kZvãx c‡i nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni AeZiY| gnvKwe `v‡š—, gnvKwe wgë‡bi 
m‡PZb AbyMvgx †hgb wQ‡jb gvB‡Kj, †ZgbB Avgv‡`i Kv‡j nvmvbAvj|  
 
KweZvi weï× Kve¨¸Y gvcv hvq bv| Zv hv`y| Kv‡e¨i Avw½‡Ki gvc‡RvK nq| 
Gw`‡K nvmvbAvj w`‡q‡Qb we‡kl g‡bv‡hvM| evsjv Q‡›`i wel‡q Zvui Av —̄ GKUv eB 
Av‡Q| e½ mi¯̂Zx‡K wZwb Rq Ki‡eb, e½ fviZxi A‡½-A‡½ wZwb †i‡L hv‡eb 
A¶q Pz¤̂b, GgbB Zvui msKí| GKB m‡½ Ôm‡bUÕ Ges ÔGwcKÕ iPbv—GB Am¤¢e 
Kg© Rb KxUm wK Rxebvb›` K‡ibwb| K‡i‡Qb ïay c~‡e©v³ gnvKweÎq: `v‡š—, wgëb, 
gaym~̀ b| Gu‡`i ci BwZnvm wK PZz_© bvg †hvM Ki‡e? Avgv‡`i Kv‡j wK ÔgnvKve¨Õ 
mZ¨B iPbv m¤¢e? wgëb wK gaym~̀ ‡bi Kv‡jB wK gnvKve¨ iPbvi cÖKí Aev¯—e wQ‡jv 
bv? wKš‘ Kwe gv‡ÎB †Zv Am¤¢‡ei mvaK|  
 
ˆØi‡_i Av‡M Ø›Ø‡hv×viv †hgb Zv‡`i ` —̄vbv Qzu‡o †`b, †ZgbB cÖKv‡k¨, gnvKwe‡`i 
m‡½ GKvm‡b emvi giYcY msKí, nvmvbAvj †NvlYv K‡i‡Qb Zvui Ô¯̂Zš¿ m‡bUÕ 
bvgK MÖ‡š’i †dmeyK-†cR cÖ”Q‡`—cvkvcvwk Qwe, evu †_‡K d«vb‡m‡¯‹v †cÎvK©v, 
DBwjqvg †k·wcqvi, nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| ¯úa©v e‡U! Zvui Kve¨kw³‡K ïay bq, 
`ytmvn‡mi cÖwZI mš¿̄ — †mjvg! Ges cÖv_©bv Kwi, BwZnvm Gu‡`i KvQvKvwQ †Kv_vI Zvui 
’̄vb †`‡e| 

 
KjKvZv 
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†R¨vwZcÖKvk `Ë 
 
c‡b‡iv eQ‡i Ôkã¸”QÕ 
 
GK 
wbDBqK© †_‡K cÖKvwkZ KweZvi KvMR Ôkã¸”QÕi cÂ`kel© c~Y© n‡jv| GB mvgvb¨ 
evK¨wUi ga¨ w`‡q cÖevmx, g~jZ evsjv fvlvfvlx, KweZv-†cÖwg‡Ki †h cÖxwZ I we¯§q 
¯úó nIqv DwPr wQj, †mwU nqwb| †m R‡b¨ Av‡iv ỳÕGKwU evK¨ wjL‡ZB nq| c‡b‡iv 
eQi a‡i wbqwgZ GKwU KweZvcÎ cÖKvwkZ n‡”Q wbDBqK© †_‡K, †nvK †m †h 
fvlvqB, GUvB GK we¯§q| Avi hLb Rvbv hvq †h, GK KweZv‡cÖgx ev½vjx `¤úwZ 
GB Awek¦vm¨ KvRwU K‡i P‡j‡Qb Pvicv‡ki †Kv‡bv wKQzi w`‡K bv-ZvwK‡q, webv 
cyi¯‹v‡ii Avkvq, ZLb H we¯§q Av‡iv ev‡o| we‡klZ hLb †evSv hvq †h, Ôkã¸”QÕ 
GKwU Avš—R©vwZK wØfvwlK (evsjv I Bs‡iRx) KweZvcÎ n‡jI g~jZ evsjv fvlvfvlx 
cvVKB Zvi DwÏó ZLb H we¯§‡qi m‡½ Acvi cÖxwZ hy³ nq| Ôkã¸”QÕ m¤úv`K 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn, mn‡hvMx m¤úv`K bvRbxb mxgb, Awfb›`b MÖnY Ki“b| 
 `xN©Rxwe KweZvcwÎKv evsjv wK Bs‡iRx fvlvq KL‡bv wQj bv Ggb bq| 
ÔKweZvÕ wK ÔK…wËevmÕ wK ÔPoetry’-i K_v g‡b †Zv c‡oB| ïay Rvbv hvq bv wbR 
evmf~wgi evB‡i ev½vjx KL‡bv ïay KweZvi D‡Ï‡k¨ wb‡ew`Z GKwU cwÎKv G‡Zv 
`xN©w`b a‡i cÖKvk K‡i‡Q wK bv| Ôkã¸”QÕi K…wZZ¡, m¤§vb, †MŠie GLv‡bB cÖ_g| 
Ab¨ we‡ePbv c‡i| 
 
`yB 
Ôkã¸”QÕ cÖ_g cÖKvwkZ nq EwbkkÕ AvUvbeŸB-Gi RyjvB gv‡m| EwbkkÕ wbivbeŸB-
Gi Ryb ch©š— cici PviwU msL¨v cÖKvwkZ n‡q‡Q| m¤úv`KI Ôkã¸”QÕ 1g el© 1g 
msL¨vq GUv‡K ˆÎgvwmK KweZvcÎ e‡j D‡j−L K‡i‡Qb| †mB wn‡m‡e A`¨vewa 
Ôkã¸”QÕi lvUwU msL¨v cÖKvwkZ nIqv DwPZ| n‡q‡QI ZvB, hw`I GKB gjv‡U `yÕwU 
msL¨v cÖKvwkZ nIqvi NUbvI weij bq| ZvB gjv‡Ui msL¨v lvUwU bq| Av‡iv Kg| 
GB wbeÜKvi †gvU EwbkwU gjv‡U MÖwš’Z Ôkã¸”QÕi †ZwÎkwU msL¨v msMÖn Ki‡Z 
†c‡i‡Qb| a‡i †bqv hvq †gvU gjv‡Ui msL¨v Av‡iv †ewk| welqwUi D‡j−L Kiv GB 
R‡b¨ †h MZ K‡qK eQ‡i Ôkã¸”QÕi †ek K‡qKwU‡Z GKB gjv‡U `yÕwU msL¨v 
cÖKvwkZ n‡q‡Q| Av‡M gv‡S gv‡S NU‡Zv—B`vbxs wbqwgZ| Zvn‡j wK Ôkã¸”QÕ 
lvb¥vwmK KweZvcÎ n‡Z P‡j‡Q? hw` Zv-I nq, ZeyI KweZv‡cÖgx cvVK †gv‡U ewÂZ 
n‡eb bv, wKQz Kg gjvU nv‡Z †c‡jI| ïay m¤úv`K †hb ˆÎgvwmK wn‡m‡e cwÎKvwU 
cÖKvk Kivi fvi gv_vq enb bv-K‡i †eovb| hw`I mv¤cÖwZK K‡qKwU msL¨vq GwU‡K 
ïay wØfvwlK KweZv cwÎKv—Bilingual (English-Bengali) Poetry 
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Journal—wn‡m‡e D‡j−L Kiv n‡q‡Q| Rvwb, GB Av‡jvPbv AwZ wbim ZeyI cÖvmw½K 
GB Kvi‡Y †h Ôkã¸”QÕ cÖKv‡k cÖKvkK-m¤úv`K wK cwigvY kªg, †gav, Aa¨emvq 
LiP K‡ib Zv †evSv hv‡e, AviI †evSv hv‡e G‡Zv wKQzi c‡iI wbqwgZ cÖKvkbv 
eRvq ivL‡Z wK cwigvY D‡Ø‡Mi g‡a¨ w`bivwÎ Kv‡U Zvui| A_© ms ’̄v‡bi e¨vcviwU 
†gv‡U D‡j−LB KiwQ bv—Ôkã¸”QÕi cÖ_g w`‡K ỳÕGKwU weÁvcb †`Lv †M‡jI †ek 
K‡qK eQi a‡i A_©Kix †Kvb weÁvcb †mLv‡b Avi †`Lv hvq bv| wK K‡i A‡_©i 
ms ’̄vb nq Avgiv Rvwbbv, nvmvbAvj `¤úwZi e¨w³MZ ZnwejB Drm, †ZgbB g‡b 
Kwi| KweZvi R‡b¨ Av‡iv K‡Zv `~i hv‡eb Guiv †K Rv‡b| hw`I Avgiv Rvwb KweZv 
cÖKvkbv †bkvq Av‡iv A‡b‡KiB Rxeb †K‡U‡Q Ges G-I Rvwb Zv‡Z Zvu‡`i wKQz 
cÖvwßI N‡U‡Q| nvmvbAvj-bvRbxb-Gi †ejvqI Ggb wKQz NUzK GB Avgv‡`i GKvš— 
Kvgbv| 
 
wZb 
Ôkã¸”QÕ Zvi cÖ_g Pvi eQ‡i †KejgvÎ evsjv KweZvi ˆÎgvwmK cÎ wn‡m‡eB wb‡Ri 
cwiPq w`Z (A Bengali Poetry Quarterly), cvuP eQ‡ii ïi“ †_‡KB cwiPq 
mvgvb¨ cvëvq| wØfvwlK KweZvcÎ—A Bilingual (English-Bengali) Poetry 
Quarterly—wn‡m‡e cwiwPZ nq, Ges `xN©Kvj H cwiPqB eRvq wQj| MZ ỳÕeQi 
a‡i ÔˆÎgvwmKÕ kãwU D‡V †M‡Q| GLb Ôkã¸”QÕ ïayB wØfvwlK KweZvi mvgwqKx—A 
Bilingual Poetry Journal—Rvb©vj kãwUi mv‡_ mg‡qi †hvMm~Î Av‡Q e‡jB 
ÔmvgwqKxÕ ejv| ÔˆÎgvwmKÕ †_‡K ÔmvgwqKxÕ†Z iƒcvš—‡ii e¨vcviwU Lye mn‡RB †evSv 
hvq—†Kej g‡b wKQz K_v Av‡m Ôevsjv KweZvcÎÕ †_‡K wØfvwlK KweZvc‡Î     
iƒcvš—‡ii e¨vcviwU fve‡jB| mn‡RB ejv hvq ïay evsjv KweZv wb‡q Ôkã¸”QÕi cvVK 
ev m¤úv`K h‡_ó Z…ß wQ‡jb bv, A_ev ejv hvq cvV‡Ki m‡½ KweZvi e„nËi fye‡bi 
cwiPq Kiv‡bvB D‡Ïk¨ wQj| A_ev GB-wK †h ev½vjx cvV‡Ki R‡b¨ †Kej evOjv 
KweZvB h‡_ó bq, cwiPq nIqv cÖ‡qvRb Zvi Bs‡iwR fvlvi KweZvPP©vi m‡½I?   
Bs‡iwR fvlvi KweZvi m‡½ cwiPq bv-n‡j, Aš—Z Abyev‡`i gva¨‡gI, ev½vjx Kwei 
iPbvi nvZ †Zgb †LvjZvB n‡e bv, GB eywS fvebv| nq‡Zv wVK| hw`I Abygvb Kwi, 
¯̂‡`kx be¨ Kwe‡`i PvB‡Z cÖevmx be¨ Kwe‡`i Bs‡iwR Ávb wKwÂr AwaK| A_ev bv-
I n‡Z cv‡i| †m K_v _vK|   
 D‡ëv w`K †_‡KI e¨vcviwU †`Lv hvq| nq‡Zv e¨vcviwU Ggb †h Bs‡iwR 
fvlvi Kwe ev Kve¨cvVK‡`i m‡½ evsjv fvlvi Kwe ev KweZvi cwiPq Kwi‡q †`qvB 
Ôkã¸”QÕi Awš̂ó| wbtm‡›`‡n AwZ cÖksmv‡hvM¨ D`¨g| hw`I Avgiv Rvwb AwZ 
¸Yvwš̂Z Bs‡iwR Abyev` e¨ZxZ evsjv KweZvi ˆefe wK ¯̂v` wfbœfvlxi Kv‡Q †cŠuQv‡bv 
eoB KwVb| A`¨vewa GB e¨vcv‡i †Kv‡bv D‡j−L‡hvM¨ Kg©Kv‡Êi K_v Avgiv Rvwb bv| 
me‡P‡q eo K_v Bs‡iwR fvlvfvlx KweZvcvVK †h‡nZz evsjv fvlvq gyw`ªZ KweZv cv‡V 
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A¶g Zvn‡j Ab~w`Z evsjv KweZvwUi g~j cvVwU wK gỳ ªY Kievi †Kv‡bv cÖ‡qvRb 
Av‡Q? Ab~w`Z Bs‡iwR g~j cvV cÖKvk Kivi Aek¨ hyw³ Lyu‡R cvIqv hvq| †Kbbv 
cÖevmx ev½vjx KweZvcvVK A_ev ev½vjx KweZv cvV‡Ki e„n`vskB Bs‡iRx fvlvi 
KweZv cv‡V m¶g| ZviI †P‡q Av‡iv A‡bK e‡ov GKwU cÖkœ GLv‡b DÌvcb Kiv 
hvq—†Kej Bs‡iwR fvlvfvlx Ôkã¸”QÕi cvVKmsL¨v wK cwigvY? Avwg wVK Rvwb bv, 
Z‡e Abygvb Kwi AwZ mvgvb¨| 
 m¤cÖwZ Ôkã¸”QÕi c„ôvq Bs‡iwR QvovI Ab¨fvlvi KweZvI cÖKvwkZ nq 
wbqwgZ| GwUI AwZcÖksmv‡hvM¨| BZvwjqvb wK ¯ú¨vwbk KweZvi evsjv Abyev`, hw`I 
Bs‡iRx Abyev` †_‡K evsjvq Ab~w`Z, evsjv KweZv cvV‡Ki mvg‡b KweZvi RM‡Zi 
mxgv A‡bK evwo‡q †`q, ejvB evûj¨| mgm¨v †Kej GB †h ¯ú¨vwbk wK †cvwjk, wK 
BZvwjqvb KweZvi ü`‡qi h_v_© myiwU Bs‡iwR Abyev‡`i gva¨‡g evsjvq Ab~w`Z cv‡V 
wK Av‡`Š aiv c‡o? G-m¤ú‡K© A‡bK K_v Av‡Q Rvwb| ZeyI Avgiv ewj †h, g~j fvlv 
†_‡K evsjvq Ab~w`Z KweZv cv‡V †h ¯̂vZš¿̈  Av‡m Bs‡iwR Abyev` †_‡K Ab~w`Z cv‡V 
Av‡`Š †Zgb Av‡m bv| G-iKg wPš—vbymvix mgv‡jvPK mn‡RB ej‡eb †h, evsjvq 
Ab~w`Z Bs‡iwR KweZvi cvVwU gỳ ª‡Yi hyw³ hw`I-ev Lyu‡R cvIqv hvq, Bs‡iwR‡Z 
Ab~w`Z evsjv KweZvwUi g~j cvV gỳ ª‡Yi †Kv‡bv cÖ‡qvRb Av‡Q e‡j a‡i †bqv hvq bv| 
hw`-bv Avgiv †g‡b †bB †h, cÖKvwkZ Bs‡iwR Abyev‡`i me cvVKB †Zv evsjvfvlx—
Zvuiv PvB‡j Bs‡iwRi cv‡Vi m‡½ evsjv Abyev`wU wgwj‡q †`L‡eb Ges Z…ß n‡eb 
A_ev Abyev` h_v_© bq we‡ePbvq Abyev`‡Ki wb›`v Ki‡eb| †h-†Kv‡bv wePv‡iB 
Ôkã¸”QÕi mg —̄ cvVK‡K ZvB evsjv fvlvfvlx n‡Z n‡e, Aš—Z Zviv evsjv fvlv cv‡V 
I ü`q½‡g m¶g n‡eb| GB we‡ePbvq wØfvwlK cwÎKv cÖKv‡ki cÖ‡qvRbxqZvi 
mxgvbv LyeB msKxY© n‡q Av‡m|  
 ZeyI nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn evsjv †_‡K Bs‡iwR Ges c‡i Av‡iv bvbv fvlvi 
KweZv Ôkã¸”QÕ-G mwbœ‡ewkZ K‡ib †mwU Zvui cvVK‡K wfbœ fvlvi KweZvi RM‡Z 
wb‡q hvIqvi R‡b¨B| nq‡Zv †mwU cwic~Y© ¸Yvwš̂Z bq, Z…wßKi bq, ZeyI wfbœ 
KweZvi RM‡Z †Zv cvVK cÖ‡ek Ki‡ebB| 
 Ôkã¸”QÕ-G cÖKvwkZ evsjv KweZvi Bs‡iwR Abyev` cÖKvk Kievi e¨vcv‡iI 
Dc‡iv³ hyw³ (A_ev Kzhyw³) cÖ‡qvM Kiv P‡j| me cvVKB hw` evsjv fvlvfvlx Zvn‡j 
Avi evsjv KweZvi Bs‡iwR Abyev` cÖKvk Kivi cÖ‡qvRb wK? GR‡b¨ PvB Bs‡iwR 
fvlvfvlx cvVK hvuiv Ôkã¸”QÕi c„ôv Dëv‡eb Aš—Z|  
 
Pvi 
Ôkã¸”QÕi cÖ_g msL¨v cwic~Y©fv‡e evsjv KweZvi cÖwZB wb‡ew`Z wQj| H msL¨vq 
cÖKvwkZ bvwZ`xN© m¤úv`KxqwU we‡kl D‡j−L‡hvM¨| hvu‡`i H iPbvwU cvV Kievi 
my‡hvM nqwb, A_ev hvuiv HwUi K_v fy‡j †M‡Qb Zv‡`i R‡b¨ wb‡P m¤úv`KxqwU c~Y© 
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D×„Z KiwQ| GB mvgvb¨ wKQz K_vi g‡a¨B nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn cwÎKv cÖKv‡ki D‡Ïk¨ 
I Zvui Kve¨`k©b ¯úófv‡e Dc ’̄vcb K‡i‡Qb| 
 

XvKv, KjKvZv I we‡`‡ki gvwU‡Z evsjv mvwnZ¨PP©v n‡”Q Lye †Rv‡i‡kv‡iB| †ei n‡”Q 
wjUj g¨vMvwRb I e‡ov e‡ov cwÎKvq mvwnZ¨ cvZv| bexb, cÖexY Dfq `‡ji KweZvB Qvcv 
n‡”Q| AwaKvsk †¶‡ÎB DËxY© ev AbyËxY© hvPvB bv K‡i gyL wP‡b ev `j fvwi Kivi R‡b¨ 
Qvwc‡q †`qv n‡”Q fywi fywi KweZv| GKw`‡K ZvB wKQz cwÎKvq bexb‡`i AeÁv Ab¨w`‡K 
nv‡ji †KD †KD Gi DËi w`‡Z ¯^ej‡qi Zi“Y‡`i KweZv Qvcv‡bvi gva¨‡g wb‡R‡`i 
cwiwPwZi eni evwo‡q P‡j‡Qb| ÔAvgiv mevB ivRvÕi †`‡k Avgiv mevB Kwe n‡q †MwQ 
G‡`i DÌv‡b| d‡j †hgb wKQz fvwi bv‡gi wb‡P Kv‡ji Pwe©ZPe©Y ’̄vb cv‡”Q, †Zgwb A‡bK 
Avb‡Kviv bv‡gi wb‡PI †`Lv hv‡”Q bvevjK kã Pq‡b D‡V Avmv KvuPv KweZvi Avùvjb| 
†KD †KD D‡V Avm‡jI `Lj`vwiZ¡ ’̄vc‡b e¨ —̄ i‡q‡Qb A‡b‡KB| m„wó n‡”Q bZzb bZzb 
m¤úv`K wKš‘ ¸YwePv‡ii gvcKvwV _vK‡Q bv Ges ey×‡`e emy ev wkebvivqY iv‡qi Afve 
cÖKU n‡q DV‡Q| ¶wZ n‡”Q evsjv KweZvi| wcV Pvcov‡bv mgv‡jvPbv cÂvk cieZ©x 
KweZv‡K jZvi g‡Zv †e‡o †h‡Z mvnvh¨ Ki‡Q wVKB, kw³kvjx gnxi“‡ni g‡Zv `vuo Kiv‡Z 
cvi‡Q bv| Z‡e G wb‡q nZvkvi w`M‡š—I fvmvi wKQz †bB| hyM mÂvj‡b mwZ¨Kvi Kwe 
†ewi‡q Avm‡ebB| 

mevi R‡b¨ `yqvi Ly‡j w`‡q Avgiv GwM‡q AvmwQ| AvR‡Ki Zi“YZg KweI hw` 
GKwU fv‡jv KweZv iPbv K‡ib Zvi ’̄vb Ôkã¸”QÕi cvZvq; e‡ov e‡ov Aw½Kvi bv †i‡L G 
cÖZ¨vkv wb‡q Avgv‡`i hvÎv ïi“ †nvK| 

 
iPbvi †kl AskwU coevi ci Acwi‡gq cÖZ¨vkv I Avb‡›` evsjv KweZvi cvVK †h 
†ev‡a Avc−yZ nb †mwU cÖvq AeY©bxq| Òmevi R‡b¨ `yqvi Ly‡j w`‡q Avgiv GwM‡q 
AvmwQ| AvR‡Ki Zi“YZg KweI hw` GKwU fv‡jv KweZv iPbv K‡ib Zvi ’̄vb 
Ôkã¸”QÕi cvZvq; e‡ov e‡ov Aw½Kvi bv †i‡L G cÖZ¨vkv wb‡q Avgv‡`i hvÎv ïi“ 
†nvK|Ó 
 c‡b‡iv eQi Av‡M †mB hvÎv ïi“ n‡qwQj| Ôkã¸”QÕ Zvi `iRv Ly‡j 
w`‡qwQj me Kwe‡`i cÖ‡e‡ki R‡b¨—†Kej bZzb Kwe‡`i Rb¨ bq| Zvi Awš̂ó wQ‡jv 
fv‡jv KweZv cÖKvk Kiv| we‡klZ bZzb‡`i| GB c‡b‡iv eQ‡i lvUwU msL¨vq (†h 
KÕwU gjv‡UB †nvK bv †Kb) ÔARmªÕ KweZv cÖKvwkZ n‡q‡Q—†hgb cÖexY‡`i †Zgwb 
bZzb‡`iI| hw`I H m¤úv`Kxq cv‡V g‡b nq Ôkã¸”QÕi `iRv eywS †Lvjv n‡jv 
bexb‡`i R‡b¨B| g~jZ bZzb‡`i R‡b¨ n‡jI Ôkã¸”QÕi c„ôvq cÖKvwkZ nq A‡bK 
cÖexY wK cÖwZwôZ wK cwiwPZ wK L¨vZ Kwe‡`i iPbvI| †hgb cÖ_g msL¨vq knx` 
Kv`ix I †R¨vwZg©q `Ë e¨ZxZ cÖvq Avi †KDB evsjv KweZv cvV‡Ki Kv‡Q h‡_ó 
cwiwPZ wQ‡jb bv| Ôkã¸”QÕi me©‡kl msL¨vwUI (Volume 15, No. 1/2) cÖvq 
†Zgwb—we‡`kx Kwe‡`i Ab~w`Z iPbv mg~n ev` w`‡j c‡b‡iv eQi Av‡Mi AwZ 
cÖwZwôZ †Kv‡bv Kwei iPbvB †Pv‡L c‡o bv| Aek¨ cÖKvwkZ iPbvmg~‡ni gvÎ GK 
PZz_©vskB evOvjx| c‡b‡iv eQ‡i Ôkã¸”QÕi Pwi‡Îi me‡P‡q eo cwieZ©b eywS GwUB| 
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cwic~Y©fv‡e evsjv KweZvq wb‡ew`Z Ôkã¸”QÕ GLb eûjvs‡k m‡i G‡m‡Q we‡`kx 
KweZvi Avw½bvq| hw`I ga¨eZ©xKv‡j Ôkã¸”QÕq cÖKvwkZ Kwe ZvwjKvq evsjv fvlvi 
cwiwPZ wK L¨vZ A‡bK Kwei iPbvB gyw`ªZ n‡q‡Q| ¯úóZB Ôkã¸”QÕ Zvi cÖviw¤¢K 
†NvwlZ PwiÎ Ôevsjv KweZvi ˆÎgvwmK cwÎKvÕ †_‡K wØfvwlK KweZv mvgwqKxi eZ©gvb 
Pwi‡Î ¯̂”Q‡›` cwiewZ©Z n‡q‡Q| Bs‡iwR fvlvq iwPZ KweZvi AvwaK¨I †Pv‡L coevi 
g‡ZvB, hw`I cÖKv‡ki eQi `y‡q‡Ki g‡a¨B Ôkã¸”QÕ Zvi †kl gjv‡U IB msL¨vq 
cÖKvwkZ me iPwqZvi bvgB Bs‡iwR ni‡d gyw ª̀Z Ki‡Z _v‡K| A`¨vewa †ZgbB 
Av‡Q| ¯̂”Q‡›`B g‡b Kiv hvq †h, Ôkã¸”QÕi DwÏó cvVK A‡bK †ewk Bs‡iwRbwek 
n‡q D‡V‡Q Kv‡j Kv‡j A_ev G-I ejv hvq †h, Bs‡iwR fvlvfvlx KweKzj wK 
Kv‡e¨vrmvnxiv †hb H msL¨vq cÖKvwkZ KweKz‡ji bvg ¯̂”Q‡›` co‡Z cv‡ib| A‡bK 
Bs‡iRx fvlvfvlx cvV‡Ki nv‡Z nv‡Z Ôkã¸”QÕ Nyi‡Zv hw` Zvn‡j m¤úv`‡Ki bxwZ wK 
†KŠkj m¤ú~Y© mdj ev cÖksmbxq e‡j g‡b Kiv hvq| wfbœ fvlvfvlx cvV‡Ki nv‡Z 
nv‡Z Ôkã¸”QÕ Ny‡i †eovq wKbv A_ev ˆe`ÿ wZK Av‡jvKwbP‡q cwi‡ewkZ Ôkã¸”QÕ wK 
cwigv‡Y Ab¨ fvlvfvlx Øviv cwVZ, Rvbv †bB; G m¤ú‡K© †Kv‡bv gš—e¨ Kiv mgxwPb 
bq| 
 
cvuP 
Ôkã¸”QÕ m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn †Kej Kwe bb—wZwb MíKvi, Jcb¨vwmK, 
cÖvewÜK Ges Zvui GK eo cwiPq wZwb Qv›`wmK| evsjv KweZvi fye‡b wZwb cwiwPZ 
wbðqB, wKš‘ hy³iv‡óªi we‡klZ wbDBq‡K©i wfbœ fvlvfvlx Kwe mgv‡RI Zvui cwiwPwZ 
Cl©Yxq| ¯̂fveZB Ôkã¸”QÕ m¤úv`bv Kv‡j Zvui Kve¨‡eva, i“wP, Kve¨`k©b I PvB wK 
Rxeb‡eva wK Rxeb`k©bI cwic~Y© fv‡e wµqvkxj _v‡K| gvbnxb †Kv‡bv iPbvB 
Ôkã¸”QÕi c„ôvq ’̄vb cvq e‡j g‡b nq bv| ZeyI bexb Kwe‡`i iPbv wbe©vP‡b me©̀ v 
KwVb m¤úv`Kxq wePviKvwV cÖ‡qvM Kiv P‡j bv, GwU †evaMg¨| G-Kvi‡Y cÖKvwkZ 
KweZvmg~‡ni ¸Yv¸Y wePvi Abvek¨K| KweZvq e¨eüZ wPÎKí, iƒcKí, Dcgv, 
Dr‡cÖ¶v wK Q›` cÖ‡qv‡Mi bvbv we‡ePbvq KweZvi ¸Yv¸Y wePvi cÖK…ZB A_©nxb| 
†mwUB fv‡jv KweZv †hwU cvV‡Ki Kv‡Q fv‡jv jv‡M, Zvi ü`‡q ’̄vb cvq| ZvB 
cÖKvwkZ KweZvi ¸Yv¸Y wePvi Ôkã¸”QÕi cvV‡Ki nv‡ZB _vKzK| m¤úv`K †Zv 
me©̀ vB Zvi mvnv‡h¨ Db¥yL n‡q Av‡Qb| 
 
 
Kjvi‡Wv 

 
 

 



Shabdaguchha, Issue 59/60 
 

 30 

bvRbxb mxgb 
 
Ôkã¸”QÕi mv‡_ c‡b‡iv eQi 
 
Rxebvb›` `vk e‡jwQ‡jb, ÒmK‡jB Kwe bq, †KD †KD Kwe|Ó GB Dw³wU †h 
K‡ZvLvwb mZ¨, Zv ejvi A‡c¶v iv‡L bv| GKB fv‡e ejv hvq, KweZv ev mvwn‡Z¨i 
†h †Kv‡bv kvLvq wbqwgZ KvR Ki‡jB †h †KD m¤úv`K nevi †hvM¨Zv AR©b Ki‡Z 
cv‡ib bv| djZt wZwi‡ki `k‡K cvuPRb kw³kvjx Kwe _vKv m‡Ë¡I GKRb ey×‡`e 
emyi cÖ‡qvRb  n‡qwQ‡jv ÔKweZvÕ bvgK KweZvi cvUvZb ˆZix Ki‡Z †hLv‡b wZwb 
NwU‡qwQ‡jb b¶Î‡gjv Ges GKvš— wbR©bZvi jvRyK KweI AvKwl©Z n‡qwQ‡jb, 
j¾vebZ gy‡L KweZv wb‡q nvwRi n‡qwQ‡jb †Kbbv m¤úv`‡Ki Rûix †PvL LvuwU †mvbv 
wP‡b wb‡Z fyj bv K‡i wVK Lyu‡R wb‡qwQ‡jb Kwe I KweZv Ges ÔKweZvÕ‡K ¯̂v¶x 
K‡iwQ‡jb GK De©i mg‡qi hvi †_‡K Av‡Rv F× n‡”Qb cvVK| 

m¤úv`bv kãwU Lye GKUv fvix bv n‡jI KvRwU †ek RwUj, Avi Zv hw` nq 
wbLv` KweZv cwÎKvi, Z‡e †Zv K_vB †bB| mvwnZ¨ mvgwqKx¸‡jv hLb †Pbv gy‡Li 
evisevi AhvwPZ Dc ’̄vc‡b by‡q c‡o, KweZv hLb †Lvjv evRv‡ii bó d‡ji g‡Zv 
gvwQ †U‡b Av‡b, ZLb cÖ‡qvRb nq mỳ „p nv‡Zi k³ jvMvg| A‡b‡KB wjUj g¨vM 
Av‡›`vj‡bi gva¨‡g m¤úv`bvi GKwU bZyb w`Mš— D‡b¥vP‡b cÖqvmx n‡q‡Qb wewfbœ 
mg‡q; †KD †KD mdjZvi Øvi Qzu‡q‡Qb, †KD ev gvS c‡_ _g‡K †M‡Qb| AKweZvq 
cvZv fiv‡bv †_‡K KweZv w`‡q cwÎKv mvRv‡bv †Xi KwVb| 15 eQi a‡i GB `yiƒn 
KvRwUB K‡i Avm‡Q Ôkã¸”QÕ| 
 
Ôkã¸”QÕ-i Rb¥ e„Ëvš— †KD †KD nq‡Zv fvmv fvmv Rv‡bb| `xN© w`‡bi ¯̂cœ, ˆ`wb‡Ki 
mvwnZ¨ mvgwqKx Ly‡j nZvkvi `xN©k¦v‡m cÖZ¨‡qi cÖjw¤Ẑ Qvqv, mgv‡jvPbvi bv‡g 
cwiwPZ gy‡Li AKweZvi Sywo‡Z dy‡jj ï‡f”Qvi eg‡bv‡ ª̀KKvix wPÎ †`‡L DËi‡Yi 
`„p cÖwZÁv, mv‡o wZb nvRvi Wjv‡i wcÖ›Uvimn GKwU g¨vwKbUk Kw¤úDUvi wK‡b ivZ 
†R‡M †jLv, ZviI Av‡M GKRb mvwnwZ¨K eÜyi KvQ †_‡K cÖvq †d‡j †`qv cy‡iv‡bv 
Kw¤úDUvi ¯̂íg~‡j¨ wb‡q evsjv UvB‡c nvZ emv‡bvi †Póv, AvuwZcvwZ Lyu‡R GKwU 
¯̂íLi‡Pi gỳ ªY ’̄vb †ei Kiv, A_© mvkª‡qi Rb¨ †Kej Qvwc‡q G‡b ivZ †R‡M cwÎKv 
fvuR K‡i wcb jvMv‡bv, Lv‡g fiv, Kwe‡`i—†ekxi fvM †¶‡Î GgbwK cÖvwß ¯̂xKv‡ii 
†mŠRb¨‡evanxb—wVKvbvq cwÎKv cvVv‡bv, †`vKv‡b †`vKv‡b cwÎKv ivLvi ¯̂ím¶g 
cÖ‡Póv, cwÎKvi A½ †mŠô‡ei bvbvwea mgv‡jvPbv, †`k we‡`‡ki bvbv RvqMv †_‡K 
WvK‡hv‡M KweZv cÖvwß, bvbv X‡Oi nv‡Zi †jLv, GKwU k‡ãi ev kãe‡Üi Avwe®‹v‡ii 
Rb¨ †Kv‡bv †Kv‡bv †jLv `xN©mgq a‡i cov, A`„k¨ KvuwP w`‡q KweZvi kixi †_‡K 
evûj¨ miv‡bv, KL‡bv KL‡bv cuwPk wÎk jvBb †jLvi Dci bxP †_‡K †g` mwi‡q 



 Shabdaguchha 
 

 31 

nq‡Zv gvÎ K‡qK jvB‡bi †mŠ›`‡h© cwiYZ Kiv, AvU `kwU KweZv †_‡K GKwU 
KweZvi Ask we‡kl Qvcv, KweZv Qvcv bv nIqvq Kwei Kwe‡Z¡ AvNvZ, †jLv bv 
PvIqvq Awfgvb, KweZv cÖ_g Qvcv nIqvi D”Q¡vm, ab¨ev` Ávc‡bi wPwV, cÖwZevi 
wPwVi ev· †Lvjv, h‡_ó fv‡jv KweZv bv cvIqvq ỳwðš—v, gỳ ªY cÖgv‡`i Kvi‡Y gb 
KlvKwl—Ggwb nvRv‡iv Mí mevi bv RvbviB K_v| †h mg‡q Kw¤úDUviwU †Kbv nq, 
A‡Zv¸‡jv UvKv ZLb wQ‡jv wekvj e¨vcvi| Qvcv LiP, WvK‡hv‡M MÖvn‡Ki Øv‡i cwÎKv 
cvVv‡bvi LiP enb KivI H mg‡q h‡_ó Kómva¨B wQ‡jv e‡U| Zey Rb¥ wb‡jv 
Ôkã¸”QÕ, wb› ỳ‡Ki wb›`v cvk KvwU‡q GK ỳB wZb K‡i c‡b‡iv eQ‡i cv w`‡jv| Lye 
GKUv gm„Y wQ‡jv bv GB c_ Pjv, wKš‘ _v‡gwb KL‡bvB| 
 
 ˆÎgvwmK wn‡m‡e AvZ¥cÖKvk Ges `xN©  ev‡iv eQi ci lvb¥vwl‡K iƒcš—wiZ 
Ôkã¸”QÕ evsjv KweZvq GKwU bZyb w`Mš— D‡b¥vPb K‡i‡Q A‡bK¸‡jv mywbw ©̀ó Kvi‡Y 
hvi cÖ_gwU n‡”Q, evsjv fvlvq GwUB GKgvÎ wØfvwlK KweZv cwÎKv †hLv‡b †Kej 
Bs‡iRx †_‡K evsjvq bq, eis Abyiƒc evsjv †_‡K Bs‡iRx‡Z Abyev‡`i gva¨‡g 
KweZvi RM‡Z †mZyeÜb ˆZix Kiv n‡q‡Q| cwimi ¶ỳ ª G K_v mZ¨, Z‡e wKQyKvj 
Av‡MI Avš—R©vwZK KweZv½b iex›`ªbv_ Qvov wØZxq †Kv‡bv evOvjx Kwei †jLv ev 
bv‡gi mv‡_ cwiwPZ wQ‡jv bv| wKš‘ Ôkã¸”QÕ-i cvVK AvR Rxebvb›`, bRi“j, 
ivngvb, Kv‡`ix, AvRv`mn evOvjx A‡bK Kwei †jLvi mv‡_B cwiwPZ n‡Z cvi‡Qb, 
`yÕGKRb cÖeÜI wjL‡Qb Dc‡iv³ Kwe‡`i KweZv wb‡q—wbtm‡›`‡n GwU GB 
cwÎKvi GKwU e„nr AR©b|  

Ôkã¸”QÕ-i Av‡iv GKwU Abb¨ mvaviY ˆewkó¨ n‡jv GwUB m¤¢eZ 
evsjv‡`‡ki GKgvÎ cwÎKv †hLv‡b RxweZ Kwe‡`i wb‡q ỳÕwU Abyev` msL¨v cÖKvk 
Kiv n‡q‡Q, hv jvB‡eªix Ae Ks‡MÖm mn bvbv fvlvi cvV‡Ki nv‡Z †cuŠ‡P‡Q| cÖKvk 
Kiv n‡q‡Q †ek K‡qKwU ¸i“Z¡c~Y© fvlv †_‡KI Abyev` msL¨vI, e‡ov Kwe‡`i KweZv 
fvebv wb‡q we‡kl mv¶vrKvi| me wgwj‡q evsjv fvlvq †Zv e‡UB, Ab¨vb¨ A‡bK 
fvlvfvlx Kwe, Abyev`K I KweZv‡cÖgxi ïfKvgbv, fv‡jvevmv I mgv‡jvPbvi      
A¤−-gayi ePbI Kzwo‡q‡Q| 
 
†Kej †jLv cÖKvk KivB bq, ỳB eQi Aš—i Ôkã¸”Q KweZv cyi¯‹viÕ †NvlYv, Zv‡Z 
wewfbœ fvlvfvlx Kwe‡`i GKwÎZ Kiv, Kve¨ wewbg‡qi †¶Î cȪ —yZ Kiv, cvV‡Ki 
g‡bvbq‡bi gva¨‡g cyi¯‹v‡ii Rb¨ GKRb Kwe‡K wbe©vPb Kiv, m¤§vb cÖ̀ k©‡bi Rb¨ 
cyi¯‹vicÖvß Kwe‡K c`K I A_© cÖ̀ vb QvovI Zvui GKwU KweZvi eB cÖKv‡ki `vwqZ¡ 
BZ¨vw` m‡›`nvZxZ fv‡e evsjv KweZvq bZyb ms‡hvRb |  

K‡ZvLvwb GKwbô n‡j GKKfv‡e A_©vr wKbv †KejgvÎ gỳ ªY Qvov mg¯— 
Kv‡Ri `vwqZ¡ wb‡qI eQ‡ii ci eQi GKwU myLcvV¨ cwÎKv evsjv‡`k I fvi‡Zi 
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Kve¨‡cÖgx‡`i nv‡Z kZKiv 99 fvM mg‡q webvg~‡j¨ †cŠuQv‡bv m¤¢e, Zv ejvi A‡c¶v 
iv‡L bv| ZviI †P‡q e‡ov K_v, m¤ú~Y© AcwiwPZ Kv‡iv KweZvI †KejgvÎ fv‡jv 
KweZv ev KweZv nevi Kvi‡Y GKwU cwÎKvq Qvcv n‡Z cv‡i, evsjv‡`‡k Aš—Z G 
mg‡q hLb Ggb  `…óvš— †bB, ZLb cÖkœvZxZ fv‡e ejv P‡j, Ôkã¸”QÕ GKwU BwZevPK 
e¨wZµgx aviv ’̄vcb Ki‡Z m¶g n‡q‡Q|  
 cwÎKvwU †`L‡Z Lye GKUv ¯̂v ’̈̄ evb bv n‡jI KweZvcÎ wn‡m‡e †bnv‡qZ 
K…kKvq bq| RxweKvR©b, msmv‡ii hveZxq `vwqZ¡ †k‡l GKwU cwÎKv‡K gỳ ªYcÖgv`gy³ 
Kivi D‡Ï‡k¨ cvÊywjwci GKvwaK cVb Lye GKUv mnRmva¨ bq, eis h‡_ó mgq 
mv‡c¶| K‡Zv K‡Zv evi †h wVK mg‡q P~ovš— cvÊywjwc ˆZix bv nIqvq wZ³Zv 
n‡q‡Q, BqËv †bB| KL‡bv KL‡bv GKwU evbvb fy‡ji Rb¨I weiw³i ewntcÖKvk 
N‡U‡Q| Aek¨ cÖwZeviB cÖ“d ms‡kvab Kivi `vwqZ¡cÖvß webv ˆeZwbK GB wbeÜKv‡ii 
cÖPÊ LvivcI †j‡M‡Q AviI m‡PZb bv nevi Kvi‡Y; Ôkã¸”QÕ †Zv †jL‡Ki gw —̄®‹ I 
ü`q cÖm~Z †jLvi aviK, ZvB Gi cÖKvk wbLyuZ nIqv cÖ‡qvRb| Avevi KL‡bv bZyb 
cwÎKv Iëv‡bvi mv‡_ mv‡_ gvivZœK †Kv‡bv fyj †Pv‡L weu‡a‡Q nvicy‡bi g‡Zv| †¶Î 
we‡k‡l †nvqvBU AvDU w`‡q gy‡Q Kjg w`‡q me¸‡jv Kwc D‡ë evbvb ï× Kiv n‡q‡Q 
AmveavbZvi wbKywP Ki‡Z Ki‡Z|  
 
Ôkã¸”QÕ cÖKv‡ki me‡PÕ Avb‡›`i ¯§…wZ n‡jv ivZ †R‡M ¯̂qs m¤úv`K, Kwe i“Kmvbv 
i“cv I GB wbeÜKv‡ii †g‡S‡Z e‡m cwÎKv fvuR K‡i wcb AvuUv, cv‡k wZb Kvc jvj 
Pv, gywo ev we¯‹yU, KL‡bv wm½vov, cv‡bi miÄvg; Avi nvwm VvÆv †Zv wQ‡jvB| mv‡_ 
mv‡_ Kwe I KweZv wb‡q cÖvY‡Lvjv M‡íi cvnvo, ¯§„wZK_vq cÖK…wZi Nwo‡Z Mfxi 
ivZ, A_P g‡b †Kv‡bv K¬vwš— wQ‡jv bv| KL‡bv KL‡bv Avevi †MvQv‡bv cwÎKvi ev‡·i 
†fZi m¤úv`K cyÎ, ZLbKvi †QvÆ GKK-Gi e‡m cov, gy‡L jvjv Siv‡Z Siv‡Z 
†Qv‡Uv `yB nv‡Z cwÎKv fvu‡Ri cÖvYvš— †Póvq mK‡ji nvwmi `gK Zz‡j †`qv—K‡Zv 
K‡Zv Mí Rgv n‡q †M‡Q Ôkã¸”QÕ-i Pjvi c‡_, BqËv ‡bB| Z‡e GKwU ¯̂xKv‡ivw³ 
bv Ki‡jB bq: Kw_Z Av‡Q †h evsjv‡`‡k bvwK Aí eq‡m KweZv †j‡Lbwb Ggb †KD 
†bB| nq‡Zv Aí eq‡m †Zgwb GB wbeÜKviI wjL‡Zb; ejvB evûj¨ bRi“j, 
iex›`ªbv‡_i g‡Zv wgj ivLvi cÖvYvš— †Póv _vK‡Zv †mBme †jLvq| Ab¨w`‡K AvaywbK 
KweZv cov ïi“ Kivi Av‡MB †eva nq ïi“ n‡qwQ‡jv Ave„wË †kvbv| `ytLRbKfv‡e 
†h‡nZy KweZv ev Mv‡bi K¨v‡m‡U KÉwkíxiB Rq RqvKvi nq; djZt †KvbwU Kvi 
KweZv bv-†R‡bB, A‡bK¸‡jv KweZvi †cÖ‡gI wZwb c‡owQ‡jb| Zvici GKmgq 
wcZ…‡e¨i nvZ a‡i AvaywbK KweZvq Aí Aí K‡i cÖ‡ek K‡iwQ‡jb, †hLv‡b m¤̂j 
wQ‡jv eB Ges cwÎKvi mvwnZ¨ mvgwqKx| KweZvi Zxeª †Rvqv‡i †Kgb K‡i †h‡bv 
wb‡Ri †jLvi mvnm nvwi‡q wM‡qwQ‡jv, Zvjve× †Uwej W«qv‡ii GK †Kv‡Y ’̄vb 
†c‡qwQ‡jv KweZvi Wv‡qix, †Kbbv evoxi mevi nv‡Z covi j¾v †_‡K evuPvi IwUB 
wQ‡jv m‡e©vËg cš’v| Gici eûw`b †jLvB wQ‡jv †_‡g| Ôkã¸”QÕi cÖ_g msL¨v 
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†e‡iv‡bvi cÖv°v‡j, VvÆv”Q‡j m¤úv`‡Ki eive‡i wb‡Ri KweZv cÖKv‡ki B”Qv cÖKvk 
Ki‡j wZwb ZLb Z‡ZvwaK VvÆvq wKsev mwZ¨ mwZ¨ e‡jwQ‡jb, cÖKvk †hvM¨ KweZv 
wj‡L w`‡j wbðqB Qvcv n‡e| Zvici †Kgb K‡i †h‡bv g‡bi Zvjve× jy‡Kv‡bv Wªqvi 
Ly‡j †h‡Z _vK‡jv| Z‡Zvw`‡b Aek¨ m¤úv`‡Ki mn‡hvwMZvq A‡bK A‡bK Kwe I 
KweZvi mv‡_ cwiPqI N‡U wM‡qwQ‡jv| GB `xN© c_cwiµgvq hw` GKwU KweZvI 
†jLv n‡q _v‡K Z‡e Ôkã¸”QÕ‡K wØavnxb K…ZÁZv|  
 
KweZv cwÎKvi c‡b‡iv eQi c~wZ© Lye GKUv mnR K_v bq| †mB KwVb KvRwU m¤úbœ 
K‡i‡Q Ôkã¸”QÕ mwZ¨Kvi Kwe Avi KweZv‡cÖgx‡`i fv‡jvevmvq Av`ª© n‡q; wbwðZ 
fv‡e ejv hvq, Av‡iv cÖk —̄ n‡e Gi c_ Pjv| †lvok GB cwÎKv‡K Rb¥w`‡bi 
ï‡f”Qv; cÖZ¨vkv †h‡bv †Kej evwn¨K iƒc bq, eis GKwU k³ cvUvZb n‡q GwU aviY 
Ki‡Z cv‡i cÖK…Z Kwe I KweZvi mg„× fvÊvi, n‡q DV‡Z cv‡i Kwe‡`i wbwðš— 
wVKvbv, ˆZix Ki‡Z cv‡i mwZ¨Kv‡ii mgv‡jvPbvi aviv|  

 

wbDBqK© 
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nvmvb mvweŸi 

kã¸”Q: †PZbvi AvZ¥K_b 

ÔAvcwb Kx Avgv‡K wPb‡Z cvi‡Qb?Õ Zvici hLb wb‡Ri bvg ej‡jb Ges ej‡jb 
Avwg Avcbvi mv‡_ K_v ejwQ wbDBqK© †_‡K—Avcbvi KweZv Ôkã¸”QÕ-G cÖKv‡ki 
R‡b¨ g‡bvbxZ n‡q‡Q—ZLb KZUv †h Avc−yZ wQjvg †mB gyn~Z©Uv GLb ejv KwVb| 
Ôkã¸”QÕ m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn cÖm‡½ Avwg Kx-B-ev ej‡Z cvwi, Avwg Zvui 
†mœnab¨ n‡Z †c‡iwQ e‡jB g‡b nq Ges wek¦vmI Kwi| ÔZvivÕ nq‡Zv ej‡eb —̄veKZv 
ev —̄ywZevK¨ wKš‘ †hUzKz Zuvi cvIbv Zvi mvgvb¨ GK KYv cwigvY ej‡Z cvi‡ev wKbv 
m‡›`n| bgm¨ Kwe knx` Kv`ix Zvui m¤ú‡K© e‡jb, ÔG-K_v ¯̂xKvi Ki‡ZB nq †h 
mv¤cÖwZK Kv‡j KweZv‡K huviv Hk¦h©evb K‡i Zz‡j‡Qb, nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Zuv‡`i 
Ab¨Zg|Õ mwZ¨B ZvB| e¨w³ Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÕi mv‡_ Avgvi cÖ_g †`Lv evsjv 
GKv‡WgxÕi gnvb GKz‡ki eB‡gjvq 2012 Lªxóv‡ã| †mB cÖ_g gy‡LvgywL K_v ejv, 
†mŠRb¨Zv  †ev‡a ZLbB Avwg Zvu‡K g‡b g‡b kª×vi Avm‡b ewm‡qwQjvg hv GLbI 
Av‡Q; Rvwb, fwel¨‡ZI Ae¨vnZ _vK‡e| MZ eB‡gjvq hLb wZwb Zvi ÔkxZ ïKv‡bv 
†iv`Õ Kve¨MÖš’wU Avgvi nv‡Z Zz‡j w`w”Q‡jb IB gyn~Z©wU Avgvi Kv‡Q wPi ¯§iYxq n‡q 
_vK‡e| Ôkã¸”QÕi GB we‡kl msL¨vq Avwg Abyfe Kivi †Póv Kwi hLb cÖ_g msL¨vwU 
AvZ¥cÖKvk K‡i ZLb Zi“Y nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÕi Abyf~wZ †Kgb wQj| Rvwb, G 
m¤ú‡K© Avgvi Rb¨ ejv fxlY KwVb KviY Avgvi mv‡_ Ôkã¸”QÕi cÖ_g †`Lv g‡b nq, 
GB‡Zv †mw`b| hw`I Avgvi KLbI g‡b nq bv †mw`‡bi m¤úK© †h‡nZz Ôkã¸”QÕ 
we‡klfv‡e KweZvi Rvb©vj Avi KweZvi mv‡_ Avgvi Av‰kke †cÖg myZivs g‡b Kwi 
Ôkã¸”QÕi ïi“ †_‡KB Avwg Gi cÖwZ AbyMZ, Aybi³, m‡e©vcwi ¸Ygy»| GB mg‡q 
G‡mI Ôkã¸”QÕ ïay cÖwZwôZ Kwe‡`i bq cÖwZkÖ“wZkxj Zi“Y‡`i †jLv cÖKv‡k h‡_ó 
Avš—wiK| wek¦vm Kwi, wewPÎ AwfÁZvq F× Kwe ¯úóZB Rv‡bb KweZv‡K euvwP‡q 
iv‡L DËimyixiv| Avi ZvB DËim~ix ˆZix KivI GKRb m¤úv`K I Kwei ¸i“Z¡c~Y© 
`vwqZ¡ I KZ©e¨| hw`I GB KZ©e¨ Ab¨vb¨ m¤úv`Kiv KZUzKz Kvh©‡¶‡Î K‡i †`Lvb 
†m wel‡q K_v bv ejvB †kªq|  

Ôkã¸”QÕi mv‡_ Avgvi m¤úK©wU GLb wcÖq ¯̂Rb Gi gZ, AvZ¥xq ejv †h‡Z cv‡i| 
Avgvi †jLv _vK‡jI, bv _vK‡jI| `xN© 15 eQ‡ii c_ cwiµgvq Avwg Ggb GK 
mgq Gi ms¯ú‡k© G‡mwQ hLb Ôkã¸”QÕ evsjv mvwn‡Z¨ GKwU we‡kl gh©v`vq 
AwawôZ| GKB mv‡_ evsjv I Bs‡iRx KweZvi ¯̂v` GKgvÎ Ôkã¸”QÕB Avgv‡K w`‡Z 
†c‡i‡Q| hw`I Avwg Bs‡iRx KweZv †h Lye fvj eywS Zv bq| ZeyI evsjv I Bs‡iRx 
KweZvi †h †gjeÜb NwU‡q‡Q †m Kvi‡YB Zv‡K m¨vjyU Kiv †h‡Z cv‡i| AviI KZB 
bv KviY Av‡Q Ôkã¸”QÕ fvjjvMvi| hLb Avwg cÖ_gevi †jLv cvVvB ZLbI fvwewb 
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mwZ¨-mwZ¨B Avgvi †jLvwU cÖKvwkZ n‡e| GLbI †hgb ZLbI Avwg  ÔMwjc‡_Õ 
nuvUwQ! Ôkã¸”QÕ †Kb AmvaviY Zvi A‡bK KviY Av‡Q, wKš‘ †mB Kvi‡Yi w`‡K Avwg 
hv‡ev bv| Avwg Rvwb, hviv Ôkã¸”QÕi wbqwgZ cvVK Zviv Aek¨B me bv Rvb‡jI wKQz 
wKQz Rv‡bb wbðqB| wKš‘ †h gvbylwU wZj wZj K‡i Ôkã¸”QÕ‡K AvR GB we‡kl 
ch©v‡q G‡b `uvo Kwi‡q‡Qb Zvu‡K ïay ï‡f”Qv Avi Awfb›`b Rvbv‡jB Avgvi Rb¨ 
h‡_ó bq; Avwg Zuvi cÖwZ we‡klfv‡e K…ZÁZvi eÜ‡b Ave×—†h eÜb fwel¨‡ZI 
AUzU _vK‡e GB wek¦vm Avgvi Av‡Q| Zuvi cÖwZ Avgvi mnmª mvjvg I K…ZÁZv|  cÖ_g 
†_‡KB wZwb Avgv‡K Avcb K‡i wb‡q‡Qb, h‡ZvUzKz Zuvi mv‡_ K_v e‡jwQ Avgvi ïay 
g‡b n‡q‡Q Avwg Ggb GKRb gvby‡li mv‡_ K_v ejwQ hvi cv‡k ùvov‡bv mwZ¨ 
fv‡M¨i e¨vcvi| hw`I Avwg KLbI D×Z bB ZeyI wb‡R‡K ‘̄wZKvix‡`i Aš—f©y³ e‡j 
g‡b Kwi bv| wKš‘ GKRb Kwe I m¤úv`K wn‡m‡e Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn‡K Avwg 
Aš—t ’̄j †_‡K ï‡f”Qv I ïfKvgbv RvbvB| m¤úv`bv bv Ki‡jI m¤úv`bv Kivi Kv‡R 
Avgvi hr-wKwÂZ AwfÁZv AwR©Z n‡q‡Q; †mB AwfÁZv †_‡K ej‡Z cvwi †h GUv 
†gv‡UB mnR Kg© bq| whwb GKvav‡i Ôkã¸”QÕi g‡Zv Avš—R©vwZK Rvb©v‡ji m¤úv`K  
Ges Kwe| GKRb m‡bU wjwL‡q wn‡m‡e wZwb †h KZ eo gv‡ci Kwe GB gyn~‡Z© 
evsjv-mvwnZ¨ wb‡q hvuiv M‡elYv K‡ib Zuviv ej‡Z cvi‡eb| Z‡e Ôkã¸”QÕ-G †h 
Avgvi †jLv cÖKvwkZ n‡q‡Q, GUvB Avgvi Rb¨ A‡bK M‡e©i Ges m¤§v‡bi| cwÎKvwU 
me-mgqB fv‡jv Kv‡Ri g~j¨vqb K‡i _v‡K e‡jB Rvwb|  

Ôkã¸”QÕB Avgvi Rvbv g‡Z GKgvÎ cwÎKv †hLv‡b evsjv mvwnZ¨ Z_v KweZv‡K 
Dc ’̄vcb Kiv nq hv mivmwi cwðgv cvVKiv co‡Z cvi‡Qb| evsjv KweZv‡K      
Avš—R©vwZwKKi‡Yi †¶‡Î Ôkã¸”QÕ-Gi f~wgKv Cl©Yxq| ZvQvov, cwÎKvwU me mgqB 
Zvi“Y¨‡K cÖvavb¨ w`‡q Avm‡Q| †h KÕwU msL¨v Avgvi †`Lvi †mŠfvM¨ n‡q‡Q G K_v 
wbtm‡›`‡n ejv hvq Ôkã¸”QÕ GKgvÎ Avš—R©vwZK evsjv KweZvi Rvbvjv †h Rvbvjvq 
†PvL ivL‡j g‡b A™¢yZ GK cÖkvwš—i †XD †L‡j hvq| wbR¯̂ I‡qemvB‡Ui gva¨‡g 
evsjv mvwnZ¨‡K wek¦-mvwnZ¨v½‡b Dc ’̄vcb Ki‡Q|  

Ôkã¸”QÕ I Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn G‡K Ac‡ii cwic~iK| kª‡×q kvgmyi ivngvb 
e‡jwQ‡jb, evsjv KweZvi wek¦vq‡b Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÕi f~wgKv Acwimxg Ges 
Zv kª×v cvIqvi †hvM¨Zv iv‡L|  

Ôkã¸”QÕi 15 eQi cywZ©‡Z evsjv KweZvi wek¦vq‡bi GB mdj hvÎvq cwÎKvwUi 
Kj¨vY Kvgbv K‡i Ôkã¸”QÕ I Kwe‡K m¨vjyU RvbvB|  

gv¸iv 
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Stanley H. Barkan 
 
DHAKA, QUEENS 
(for Hassanal Abdullah, 14 April 2013) 
 
I walk the streets 
of Dhaka . . . Queens! 
 
Men, women, children— 
all walking, too, with 
a quick and happy step. 
 
Faces full of festive 
promise, 
joy in this new place. 
 
The women are 
in sparkling holiday dress 
—red & green— 
the colors of Bangla. 
 
It is the birthday 
of Bengali, 
the language  
of Bangladesh. 
 
It is also 
my poet friend’s birthday— 
a double celebration. 
 
Crowds gather 
in a courtyard: 
many speakers, 
poetry readings,  
singing, & dancing. 
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The streets have everything: 
restaurants, 
groceries, 
bakeries, 
jewelry, 
clothing, 
toys . . . 

 
Queens is jumping 
in Bangla rhythm. 
 
In the car, my poet friend 
plays a tape and sings 
some of the 400 
songs he’s written. 
 
The tape he plays 
is varied with 
woodwinds, strings, 
brass, and drums. 
 
The songs are 
of love & loss. 
They all link 
yearningly 
back to Bangla. 
 
I am admitted,  
privileged, 
to walk with,  
among 
these new Americans 
on the streets 
of Dhaka, Queens. 
 
Bangla America— 
I love you! 

                 Merrick, NY 
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Nirmolendu Goon 
 
02 
So, does the body hold the mind?  
Or is it the mind that peeks out of the body? 
Fifty four summers has vanished and yet 
The quarrel goes on!! 
The war between mind and body 
Leaves Batsayon torn in blood and tears. 
 
Rational mind rules, the mighty mind 
The body is thrown under feet 
Self denial, the body loses the war 
Master of self denial, Batsayon!! 
 
The truth, the truth comes 
Even though unrelenting days of hardship are over, 
He knew it is the body and the essence of manhood 
Not the mind, never the mind. 
Mind changes and takes shape of the container 
Mind changes over time, from place to place 
Mind acts to survive the times, but 
The body is still, ancient 
The drive of desire is the truth 
The truth that made Galileo unmovable. 
 

03 
The rice is boiling over 
Rice will get sticky, oh so sticky… 
Let it be, I will eat it sticky. 
 
Don’t! My sari ahh; 
The rice is boiling over 
Rice will get sticky, oh so sticky… 
Let it be, you stay here 
I will eat it sticky. 
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04 
Chondi Das, a poet of all ages, 
He never read Batsayon. 
I have studied him 
Like there was nothing else to do. 
 
Batsayon taught me woman, 
Taught me lovemaking 
The way to cum and cum again; 
Life would end up at zero 
The fame of poems does not even begin to 
Compare with being in rapture, 
Just once! 
 
I got him only once but he gifted me 
Millions of lives and billions of years. 
 

06 
Rape, the clear sky trembles with every thrust from the dark cloud. 
 
Rain in the city? A joke I think. 
Rain in country, where you walk in water, yes! 
I found her there by accident of birth. 
 
I came out of the womb, the sky was ripped open 
Rain came as if in ecstasy, 
Birth chamber coals wet and useless. 
I can claim Rain as my mother, 
Wraps me up in her enveloping embrace. 
 
Rain in Dhaka, keep looking up 
Empty sky makes my heart burst, 
A song, maybe, a homage more likely. 

Dhaka 
 
Translated from the Bengali by Kayes Ahmed 
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Clinton Van Inman 
 
Sylvia 
 
I hear they have placed  
A pretty blue plaque 
High above your flat 
So that tourists can find you 
And say that this is the spot   
Where you killed yourself. 
 
Lucky girl, you modern Sappho 
To take the quantum leap   
Like a comet to take your place 
Among the darkest regions of empty space 
With a brilliance that few can keep 
And even less the mind to know   
Where no dull planet can perturb you  
As fallen flowers have no faces. 
 
Florida 
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John McLeod 
 
My Torment  
 
I let my insecurity and prurience rule my life, my first regret. 
Followed by an education in banality. 
I rue the day that I defended my bugbear, with an idle threat. 
Exposing my weakness and justifying a call to security, 
Spawning an unholy clique, a furtive phantom, that will not go away. 
Now receding, ever retreating, only needing a reason to vent, 
Only light of day holds them at bay. 
A pent-up, self-righteous tide, regardless of my repent. 
 
Don’t pretend that “it’s over”. 
It isn’t for me, and never will be! 
As heavy as my condition, and as light as a feather,  
At my home and beyond the sea. 
What do “the better Angels of their nature” represent? 
Looming and daunting, “justified and deserved;”  
My interminable torment. 
 
 
Eight 
 
They’re “them.” They’re “they.” They’re “those people.” 
Too many to cross or ignore, 
Too vague to accuse or reason. 
Wrathful, fearsome, and proud of it. 
Above reproach, yet complicit. 
 
They were a rumor, a phantom. 
With no account more than themselves. 
Evocative of the people 
Whom I have ever known that I 
Never wanted to see again. 
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The murk has passed, gone with the tide. 
They were the strange scent in the air, 
The friendly pall, the looming shade; 
The squeaky wheel of righteousness, 
And the grassroots of fascism. 
 
Florida 
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gwZb ivqnvb 
 
`wiqvMv_v 
 
Avevi G‡mwQ wd‡i evûjMœ Rxe‡bi Zx‡i 
A™¢yZ †ev‡aiv bv‡P axij‡q Bkviv-fvlvq 
Kviv †Luv‡R AuvwZcuvwZ Li‡iv‡` gvby‡li wf‡o 
Rxeb-b`xi †XD `„k¨gq Zzgyj Avkvq ... 
 
gvQivOv †VuvU †b‡o D‡o †M‡j Rj ’̄j Kuv‡c 
ïï‡Ki wcV fv‡m †_‡K †_‡K AevK †ivÏy‡i  
Rvj †ev‡b †R‡jeD, †R‡jiv R‡ji mxgv gv‡c 
`wLbv Zzdvb G‡j Kuv‡c Lye b`xZxiÑ `~‡i! 
 
R‡ji mxgv‡š— Kviv hvq, I `wiqv †LuvR †i‡Lv 
AvKv‡k DZj †gN, k¼v`„k¨—f‡q f‡q _vwK   
e`i-e`i Rwc, eyK Kuv‡c `yi“`yi“ †`‡Lv 
DRv‡b-fvmv‡b bvI, ivwk-ivwk k~b¨-Iov cvwL 
  
Avevi G‡mwQ Zx‡i gvqvgq km¨-fiv bvI 
civb cvwL‡i Wv‡Kv, DRvMi cÖvY Ly‡j MvI| 
 
XvKv 
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iv‡mj Avn‡g` 

 
¸nvwPÎ 
 
¸nvq `xN©Kvj... 
 
eêv nwi‡Y gvs‡mi ¯̂v`; Ab¨ gš¿wm× 
Av¸b †`‡L Zvi Avu‡P ivbœvÑ 
†K‡U hvq †cÖg Avi AcO&w³i mỳ xN© ermi... 
 
cyivZvwË¡‡Ki dwmj ZË¡iPbvq gË... 
Avgv‡`i in‡m¨i Pvwei AvIqv‡R ZLb 
gyPgy‡P we¯‹z‡Ui mỳ xN© NÖvY; GK ev‡m e‡m 
Ab¨ ev‡mi Kv‡iv nv‡Zi cwÎKv 
jywK‡q c‡o †djvi nxbgb¨Zvq †K‡U hvq `M`‡M w`b 
 
 
g¨vwRK 
 
ivRnuv‡mi Wv‡Ki gZ Zx¶è k‡ã Lyj‡jv †jvnvi `iRv 
N‡ivqv `wo‡Z Kv‡jv GK‡_vK Szjš— †gN †`‡L 
AvMš‘K‡`i g‡a¨ †KD GKRb †mvj−v‡m †PuwP‡q DV‡jv, `vi“Y g¨vwRK! 
 
†Zv‡K ewj, KvuUvZvi †`Lv hvq Ges †evev †cÖZ 
cvnvivq bZ, myZivs AvPgKv †nu‡U bv †M‡jI nq| 
 
eB‡qi cvZvq Rgv ei‡di BwZnvm Ges R¡jš— †`kjvB‡qi Af¨š—‡i 
†Zv‡K †`L‡Z †`L‡Z 
†Zvi Av`iYxq ev`vgcvcwoi kixi gy‡L Qwo‡q wbB 
 
g¨vwR‡Ki `~iZ¡ c_ ˆZix K‡i bv, K‡i wKQz Ae¨eüZ †PvL 
 
XvKv 
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iwb AwaKvix   
 
bvixi bvg b`x 
 
GB c_ wg‡k hvq b`x Rj A‰_ mgyÏyi 
m~h©v‡jv‡K Rj —̄¤¢ †hb GK cvnvo cÖvPxi| 
cÖ‡kœi kvmb fv‡O AZtci Qy‡U P‡j fq 
Zey f‡q eyK Kuv‡c †Kb †hb gv‡b bv kvmb| 
me wKQy g‡b nq c‡o Av‡Q AÁvZ Avov‡j 
A‡Pbv evZvm †Quvq muvB muvB kix‡ii fuvR... 
gvqvex †Pv‡Li R‡j Rb¥ †bq AcjK b`x 
RjKó Rj‡g‡q Avnv‡i bvixi bvg b`x| 
 
GKwU D¾¡j †Nvov 
 
cv‡q †nu‡U µgvMZ iv‡Zi AvKv‡k 
meyR †g‡Ni wmuwo †e‡q 
GKwU D¾¡j †Nvov †b‡g G‡jv eywS! 
µgk †NvovwU bv‡P †Pv‡Li ¸nvq| 
fxlY cÖjyä KÕ‡i Aïf AvZ¥viv 
AÜKvi A‡±vcv‡m g„Zz̈  evmv euv‡a... 
 
ga¨iv‡Z Ak¦¶zi Ø‡›Ø wbiš—i 
Rjš— wPZvq †`wL g„Zz̈ i †bvOi| 
 
k~b¨ †_‡K k~b¨Zvq 
 
mg —̄ kix‡i cÖv_©bvi cik †c‡q 
ivZKvbv ivRnuvm¸‡jv 
Qyu‡q‡Q wbiš—i —̄äZv‡K| 
 
†R¨vrmœvi Avov‡j wbðzc ùvwo‡q nvm‡Zv 
K‡cvZv¶ R‡ji kvš— †mB †g‡q| GLb †m 
¯̂‡cœi ey‡K gv_v †i‡L Kvb †c‡Z †kv‡b 
AÜKv‡i e„wói kã... 
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¯̂cœxj gvqvi Aeva †Pv‡Li †mB †g‡q 
†PZbvi P~ovq jvRyK b~cyi cv‡q, 
wbweo †R¨vrmœvi †fZi †nu‡UwQ‡jv 
k~b¨ †_‡K k~b¨Zvq †f‡m| 
 
meyR †Pv‡Li bx‡o 
 
w`‡bi wccvmv †Quov Aei“× GK ¯̂cœPvix 
meyR †Pv‡Li bx‡o evm K‡i Av‡jvi wK‡kvix| 
Abvwej ¯̂cœ Muv‡_ Av‡jvwKZ ïå †RvQbvq 
Kzqvkvi Avei‡Y Anwb©k meyR Qvqvq| 
Ny‡gi Zjvq ï‡q kiwe× hš¿Yvq Kuv‡` 
hvZbv Rxeb †V‡j wd‡i wd‡i hvq k~b¨ Puv‡`| 
weavZvi Awfkv‡c cy‡o hvq Av‡jvi kni 
AZtci k~‡b¨ †Sv‡j †e`bvi weeY© cÖni| 
 
ivwÎi Kv‡Q †Lvjv wPwV 
 
ivwÎ, Abš—‡K Qyu‡q hvI 
nvZ a‡iv ¯úk© K‡iv Aeqe| 
e„wó‡Z mœvb K‡iv, Amȳ ’ nI... 
 
Aiw¶Z AÜKv‡i †fRv c_ a‡i nuv‡Uv 
Mfxi ggZv wb‡q cÖYwZ RvbvI cÖK…wZ‡K, 
ˆPZb¨ mËvq wd‡i cvK †Zvgvi AvK•¶v| 
 
†cÖ‡g Z_v Zxeª we‡l Zzwg bxj nI... 
Rvwb, Zzwg n‡Z cv‡iv bxjvf wbwLj bxjKÉ, 
Avwg ZLb euvPvi ¯̂cœ †`wL µgk, cÖMvp| 
 
XvKv 
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gvbm cvj 
 
Qwe‡Z evwoi wmuwo 
 
GB wmuwo wVK g‡b c‡o bv| 
 
Qvqv”Qbœ we‡KjI †h‡bv Ab_©K D™¢vwmZ 
AvZv Mv‡Qi Ae ’̄vbI †h‡bv wKQzUv evbv‡bv| 
G meB †d‡j Avmv evwo 
G meB †d‡j Avmv i_hvÎv 
GB iv —̄v †h‡bv Kv‡iv  
fyj fvjevmvq nvwi‡q hvIqv fyj c_| 
 
GB evwo †mB evwo bq 
ZvB fyj `iRvq Kov bvwo 
†h `vuovq G‡m †m Zzwg bI 
 
fyj wmuwo a‡i †b‡g Avwm †di 
fyj evmó‡c `vuwo‡q A‡c¶v Kwi— 
Av‡iK Mš—e¨ Wv‡K| 
 
myB‡Wb 
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AwgqKzgvi †mb¸ß 
 
AwWUvwi n¨vjywm‡bkb 
 
AwWUvwi n¨vjywm‡bk‡b fyM‡Qv wbeviY! ZvB fve‡Qv 
Ck¦i †Zvgvi Kv‡b gš¿ w`‡q hv‡”Qb| Avi †m-Kvi‡YB 
†mB gš¿-cvj‡b ekse‡`i gZb, †ive‡Ui gZb 
hv Lykx ZvB K‡i hv‡”Qv| 
Ck¦‡ii gš¿cyZ wb‡ ©̀‡kB 
Kv‡iv Mv‡q _y_y w`‡”Qv, KvD‡K Akªve¨ MvjvMvj Ki‡Qv, 
KvD‡K ev gvi‡Z D`¨Z n‡”Qv A_ev gvi‡Qv| 
 
wb‡RiI †Zv BÄywi n‡”Q †Zvgvi! 
KL‡bv eK mvR‡Z wM‡q Nv‡o AvNvZ cv‡”Qv, 
KL‡bv ev nwiY mvR‡Z wM‡q gv_v dvUv‡”Qv wb‡Ri| 
 
wb‡Ri hv n‡”Q †nvK| wKš‘ hv‡`i cÖwZ †Zvgvi GB AvPiY 
Zviv †Zv Avi Ck¦i-`Ë gš¿ cvqwb †h 
†Zvgvi IB AvPiY †g‡b †b‡e| 
Iiv †Zv Bb‡mb& bq, jy‡bwUK bq! 
 †iwRóvW© wm‡Rv‡d«wbK †ivMxI bq| 
Iiv †g›Uvwj A¨vjvU©| ZvB cÖZ¨vNvZ Ki‡Q †Zvgv‡K| 
Zv wK Zzwg Ck¦‡ii Kv‡b Zz‡j w`‡Z cvi‡Qv? 
 
cvi‡Qv bv| cvi‡e bv| 
 
Avm‡j, Ck¦i-wdk¦i wKQz bq| †Zvgvi gvBÛUv, 
†Zvgvi †eªbUv ¯̂vfvweK fv‡e KvRB Ki‡Q bv| 
GK Ava evi Zv‡KI †Zv ej‡Z cv‡iv, 
kvjv, †Zv‡K †c‡j GKevi †`‡L wbZzg| ZzB-B h‡Zv 
b‡ói †Mvov| †Zvi R‡b¨ `wo‡KI mvc †`LwQ, 
A_P †Zv‡K GK †gv‡g‡›Ui R‡b¨I †`L‡Z cvw”Q bv| 
 
KjKvZv 
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cj−e e‡›`¨vcva¨vq 
 
†e‡o IVv †g‡q 
 
Nygnviv †Pv‡L gv-cvnviv †`q 
m`¨ IVv —̄‡bi †evuUvq, KzKz‡ii LybmywU 
¸nvgvb‡ei `j jvj †e`vbvi i‡Oi †PvL wb‡q 
†QvUvQzwU Ki‡Q Gw`K †_‡K Iw`K... 
A‡c¶vi ivZ K‡e †kl n‡e 
Avm³ weQvbvq †jLv _vK‡e Ab¨ c`ex 
 
FZz P‡µi †eqv`e cvov Uc‡K 
Kvwj gw›`‡ii Av`ª© AvZ¥v ¯úk© K‡i 
Afv‡ei w_Kw_‡K m¨vuZm¨v‡Z dz‡Uv-†`qv‡ji  
nvu-M‡f© ïay AvZ¼—; 
 
†e‡o IVv †g‡qwU‡K wb‡q gw›`i †_‡K †divi c‡_ AvµgY! 
 
`xN© †iLvq AvuP‡oi i³cvZ j¾vi PiYvg„Z w`‡q 
kixi †avqv Avùvjb Dò cÖmªe‡bi †cvlv‡K 
†PvL †V‡j †ewi‡q Av‡m Kvbœvi eb¨v— 
 
mn‡RB †Reªvµwms Uc‡K hvq Mv‡q Mv jvwM‡q K‡qKRb... 
 
 
 
KjKvZv 
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AwgZvf 
 
eûw`b a‡i 
 
eûw`b a‡i †Póv KiwQ, †Zvgv‡K 
†mvRv-mvcUv ej‡ev: 
 
†Kgb _vK‡Qv AvRKvj 
Px‡b Kgÿ wb÷iv cyuwRcwZ 
Zv wb‡q Kx fve‡j 
ev, wZb nvRvi †cwi‡q Pvi nvRvi †KvwU Qzu‡Z Pj‡jv 
GeviKvi †Ljvi eqm 
Kx fve‡Qv Zvi †kl avgvKv m¤ú‡K© 
wK¤v̂... 
 
hvK‡M, ZvwjKv evwo‡q jvf †bB, e‡mv 
e‡jv †Zv eis mwZ¨ mwZ¨ 
K‡e bvgv‡”Qv wbivgq ewUKv 
kxNÖcZ‡bi| 
 
†g‡q¸‡jv †h ïay ïay QÎvK n‡q iB‡jv| 
 
 
w`j−x 
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nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn 
 

¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU 186 
 

ïµevi MZ n‡j AvwgI Dovj †`‡ev AvKv- 
•¶vi mgvbycvwZK| nvivevi †bB wKQz, Av‡Q 
ïay ¯§„wZi Zvobv─†Uª‡bi †fZ‡i †`Lv Avjv- 
†fvjv gyL; Rvbv wK¤v̂ ARvbvi †gvnvweó †mªvZ| 
kke¨ —̄ we‡`kx weovj, †cwi‡q Mvwoi PvKv 
Nigy‡Lv; Avw`Mš— ei‡di PvuB, Mv‡Q Mv‡Q 
Sz‡j _vKv Zz‡jv Zz‡jv ¶Y ’̄vqx Zzlv‡ii gvjv| 
 
G gvwU‡Z Rb¥ †`qv Avgvi mš—vb─hvi bvwo- 
b¶Î MÖw_Z eûwea wkKo-evK‡o, iK 
wgDwR‡K hw`I Avm³ bq, cvMj wµ‡K‡U─ 
GQvovI †i‡L hv‡ev eÜz‡`i mv‡_ IZ‡cÖvZ 
ivZ RvMv AvÇv-Av‡qvRb, G‡ZvUv eQi cvwo 
†`qv kn‡ii Mwj †e‡q Pjv mie moK; 
e¨ —̄Zv-`ywðš—v-†cÖg S‡i cov cvZvi c‡K‡U|   
 

¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU 187 
 

†ev‡ai ewni-we‡k¦ wewew³i Mvp AÜKvi 
cv `yÕLvbv k³ K‡i `vuwo‡q‡Q mym¤úbœ my‡L; 
cwic~Y© iƒc Zvi Abv`vqx ¯̂‡cœi †mevq 
AZwK©‡Z mymw¾Z †¯̂vcvwR©Z mvš—¡bvi evu‡K| 
†Nvivµvš— gvby‡li †iŠ`ª̀ » AmyLx AvKvi 
G‡K G‡K mgwc©Z, †KD †KD hw`I ûRy‡M 
m½‡gi nuvUz‡gvov ek©vwjß µ›`b †bfvq! 
 
†`Lv‡`wL Rgv nq †K¬̀ v³ Kv`vi mgZzj 
Kzqvkvi h_vhy³ ¶zavZ© gvZvj Av —̄iY, 
mš¿̄ — mš¿v‡m Av‡b mgwaK wi³ wefxwlKv; 
evRcvwL †VvuU iv‡L gayhy³ †gŠgvwQi Pv‡K| 
c„w_exi GKcv‡o ï× K_v Ab¨cv‡o fyj, 
†hLv‡b evuPvi Avkv †mLv‡bB Ah_v giY, 
LvuPvq Ave× w`b msµvgK ivwÎi f~wgKv| 
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¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU 188 
 

Ggb cïZ¡ †_‡K †ewi‡q Avmvi mvgvwRK 
msweavb †bB †jLv‡RvLv| AZGe Avwg ZvB 
Mi“i †Mvqv‡j e‡m Lo wePvwji ey‡bv ¯̂v‡` 
wb‡R‡K m¤ú„³ Kwi| wb‡Ri Avq‡Ë wb‡Z _vwK 
h‡ZvUv m¤¢e| wnsmv-†Øl-wMÖwW‡bm cÖZ¨vwnK 
Rxe‡bi Ask K‡i MÜhy³ †Mve‡i NygvB| 
SMovq wjß n‡q mvivw`b c‡o _vwK Lv‡`| 
 
Avgiv cïB e‡U| Avgv‡`i bvbvwea Kv‡R- 
K‡g© ¯úó cÖgvwYZ cï‡Z¡i mdj †Pnviv| 
wb‡R‡ZB Z…ß _vwK, hw`I ỳj©•N nvnvKvi 
Pvwicv‡k gvby‡li─¶zavZ©, mš¿̄ —, AvbjvwK; 
fxwZ, †jvf, Ki“Yvi nvZQvwb Amf¨ mgv‡R─ 
Abœnxb, e ¿̄nxb, †ivMvµvš—, wK¬bœ me©nviv─ 
ZeyI Aåvš— bxwZ wb‡R‡ZB ¸wU‡q _vKvi| 
 
¯̂Zš¿ m‡bU 189 
 

wk‡ivbv‡g w`‡qwQ mvuZvi Avb‡›`i wefveix 
a‡i─†RvbvwKi Av‡jv wgwUwgwU GLv‡b †`Lvq 
nvivevi me¸‡jv c_| Rvbv-ARvbvi mv‡_ 
K_v nq─Zey fq─ u̧‡Zv LvB Ah_v cv_‡i! 
GK c_ †i‡L w`‡q cwogwo Avi c_ awi; 
KL‡bvev w_Zz nB wbqwgZ KweZv †jLvq─ 
KweZv Z‡ZvB ev‡o, h‡Zv ev‡o †RvbvwKiv iv‡Z| 
 
ZvivivI Av‡jv †`q─Abygv‡b hvq Zey nvuUv─ 
†g‡Ni wSwjK †_‡K KL‡bvev we`ÿ ‡Zi Av‡jv, 
KL‡bv ev c_Pvwi wbeywbey nvwi‡K‡b †M‡j 
†mB Av‡jv wQ‡U‡dvuUv Avgvi c‡_I wKQz c‡o| 
me c_ wVK bq─†KD †bq AwP‡i AvNvUv─ 
KL‡bv Ggb nq wVK c_ wd‡iB ZvKv‡jv! 
ZeyI cÖvqB e¨_©; KL‡bv mvgvb¨ ¯̂w —̄ †g‡j| 
wbDBqK© 
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Kve¨v‡jvPbv 
 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn: KweZvq GK D¾¡j b¶Î 
 
iwb AwaKvix 
 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| DËivaywbK kw³gvb GK AMÖmi Kwei bvg| cÖPv‡ii 
Wvgv‡Wv‡ji evB‡i we‡`k wefuyB-G wbf„ZPvix Av‡Qb GB †gavex Kwe| ¯̂fv‡e cÖPvi 
wegyL Ges L¨vwZi cÖ‡jvfb gy³| D`vi gvbeZvev`x, Kvj I mgvR m‡PZb, cÖMwZcš’x 
GB Kwei Kve¨-hvÎv beŸB `k‡K| G ch©š— cÖKvwkZ MÖš’ msL¨v 24| Ôkã¸”QÕ bv‡g 
GKwU †Qv‡UvKvMRI m¤úv`bv K‡ib| 
 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn bZzb‡Z¡i mÜvbx, Ges Zvui wbiš—i cwieZ©bkxjZvi `„óvš— 
KweZvq cÖwZdwjZ: 
 
cv‡q cv‡q †nu‡U G‡m Kzqvkvi KzwUj mf¨Zv 
we —̄i evnvm K‡i KvuUvZv‡i wN‡i †`q mva 
aviv‡jv Qzwii Avu‡P †iv` †K‡U K‡i dvjvdvjv 
Aembœ gnvKv‡k Av‡iv GK b¶Î cZb... 
[mg‡qi Zvov †L‡q, c„: 31] 
 
KweZv  ev mvwnZ¨PP©v‡K †Kv‡bv wbw`©ó Q‡K ev Qvu‡P †djv e‡ov `yiƒn n‡q c‡o| gvbyl 
hv Abyfe K‡i—GKv‡š—, g‡bi Mnx‡b †h-me fvebvi †Zvjcvo, †m¸‡jv‡K we‡kl 
fvlvfw½‡Z DRvo K‡i Rvbv‡Z Pvq| e¨w³ we‡k‡l GB cÖKvk fw½ nq wfbœ| GK`g 
Ab¨iKg| 
 
kã †bB k~b¨Zvq GKUv ïay PvKv 
†mLvb †_‡K evo‡Q ¯§„wZ mvš—¡bvi Qvc, 
gvbyl †bB gvbyl KB gvVLvbv †h dvuKv; 
m~h© Av‡Q Ges Zvi nvjKv AbyZvc| 
 [Avgiv wZbRb, c„: 15] 
 
Z‡e GKB Dcjwä ev wek¦vm, DcjwäMZ †eva cÖKvk-mg„× mwgj mvwnZ¨-cwigÊjI 
cwijw¶Z n‡Z cv‡i| †Zgwb GKwU mvwnZ¨-Z‡Ë¡i bvg †cv÷gW©vwbRg ev 
DËivaywbKZv| 
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cv‡qi Kwbô bL †_‡K gv_vi Doš— Pzj 
Kvj iv‡Z Ii mg —̄Uv wQ‡jv 
ïay Avgvi `L‡j 
 †h‡bv Avwg evB‡ki GK UMe‡M wbf©yj mvnm 
Avi †m-I wQ‡jv AvVv‡ivi dzUš— Kzgvix 
`ªexf~Z n‡q hvB 
 Avwg ZvB 
cy‡ivcywi Zvi Av`¨š— gyKz‡i| 
 [Qvqvc‡_ D‡ØM, c„: 7] 
 
Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn KweZv‡K ’̄vcb K‡i‡Qb Aw —̄‡Z¡i gg©g~‡j| wkí †PZbvq Zvui 
†K›`ªxq kw³i Drm gvbe Aw —̄Z¡ welqK fvebvq| KweZv‡K wZwb Rxe‡bi msivM Avi 
Afxávi Av‡Mœq D™¢vmb e‡jB we‡ePbv K‡i‡Qb| Zvui KweZvq GB cÖvÁ wPš—vi cÖKvk 
N‡U‡Q me©Î| 
 
MxR©vi NÈviv Avi gmwR‡`i AvRvb 
w`‡K w`‡K fq¼i 
Av‡cv‡li GKmv‡_ Ly‡j †`q Øvi| 
AmsjMœ AvwZ©i AZx‡Z 
c‡o _v‡K fvOv‡Pviv gvby‡li nvo; 
wbi¼zk †hŠb cxo‡bi `v‡q dvuwm nq ¯̂Zù~Z© KweZvi| 

[kã ˆg_y‡bi Kvj, c„: 20] 
 
welqvsk, fve-cwigÊj Ges cÖKiY-cÖ‡KŠk‡ji we‡ePbvq nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÕi KweZv 
evsjv mvwnZ¨avivq wbtm‡›`‡n ¯̂vZ‡š¿¨i cwiPqevnx| mgq I mgv‡Ri Øvw›ØK weKvk, 
Kwe-AvZ¥vi †Mvcb evmbv Ges gvbe Aw —̄‡Z¡i Awfjvl‡K KweZvq wkwíZ KivB GB 
Kwei wbM~pZg mvabv| 
 ev —̄e Rxe‡bi msKU-mgm¨v, msNvZ-msMÖvg, K¬vwš—, M−vwb-N„Yv, `nb-cxo‡bi 
†cvo-LvIqv AwfÁZv Zvui KweZvi GKvš— cÖMvp Dcv`vb| GwU g~jZ DËivaywbK 
KweZvi GKwU cÖavb j¶YI e‡U| Kwe hvwcZ Rxe‡bi cÖwZK~jZvi m‡½ KL‡bv 
Av‡cvm K‡ibwb| ZvB ejv hvq, cÖwZfvevb †gavwe GK Kwe Rxeb N‡l wk‡íi Av¸b 
R¡vwj‡q‡Qb| 
 
†hfv‡e LvbLvb; 
fvO‡e gvVNvU, fvO‡e Rbmfv 
fvO‡e Avj‡Mv‡Q nvRv‡iv †f‡e ivLv ¯̂cœ m¤¢vi; 
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wecyj So G‡j †hgb †f‡O hvq my‡Li Nievwo| 
 
w`em †f‡O †M‡j w`bI †f‡O hvq— 
mÜ¨v †f‡O †M‡j ivZI †f‡O hvq 
LyuwUiv †f‡O †M‡j †hgb NiLvbv| 

[mÜ¨v mgvPvi, c„: 8] 
 
gvbyl, mgvR-msmvi, ¯̂cœ, †cÖg-cÖK…wZ, bvix, wbmM©, wewPÎ wbweo fv‡jvevmv Zvui 
KweZvq cÖkªq cvq| beŸB `k‡K †h ¯̂ímsL¨K Kwe Kve¨PP©vq cÖwZfvi ¯̂v¶i 
†i‡L‡Qb nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Zvu‡`i g‡a¨ Ab¨Zg D¾¡j b¶Î| Kwe Rxe‡bi 
Zvrch©‡K mvgwMÖKfv‡e Abyaveb K‡i‡Qb wZwb| g~jZ G Kvi‡YB wbinsKvi GK gnr 
Rxeb Zvui Kvg¨ cÖwZwbqZ| Ggb Rxeb weKwkZ n‡Z cv‡i ïay ˆelg¨gy³, MYZvwš¿K 
I civaxbZvgy³ GKwU mgv‡RB| AZGe, Kwe g‡b K‡ib, Giƒc GKwU mgvRB 
Avgv‡`i Kvw•¶Z I cÖZ¨vwkZ| 
 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn, kxZ ïKv‡bv †iv`, cÖKvkK: Abb¨v, cÖ”Q`: †gvwgbDÏxb Lv‡j`, cÖKvkKvj: 
†deª“qvwi 2013, c„ôv: 96, g~j¨: 150 UvKv 
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Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor: Letters to the Editor:  
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2. 
Hassanal, 
 
please find attached my piece for the celebratory issue.  
 
I thought I would like to include a couple of words in Bengali, but I'm not sure 
that the phrase (found on the internet and checked against GoogleTranslate) is 
quite right as I found two different versions! Perhaps you could advise—or 
simply exchange for ‘Happy Birthday.’  
 
I am very grateful for your invitation to write some words in support of 
Shabdaguchha at this milestone. And it is important for me that you should feel 
happy with what I write ...  
so please let me know if there is anything that you would like me to change, 
particularly any cultural considerations etc.  
 
David joins me in sending our congratulations and best wishes, 
 
Caroline Gill , UK 
4.8.2013 
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3. 
Dear Stanley, 
 
Although it is impossible for me to participate, I so appreciate being asked and 
wish you all a wonderful Festival. Please tell Hassanal Abdullah how highly I 
think of Shabdaguchha. I understand only too well the tenacity and hard work as 
well as sacrifices that go into producing such a high quality magazine. He has 
really done wonderful things to promote poetry and poets. Congratulations and 
much love to him. Here's to a wonderful Festival and celebration of his 15th 
Anniversary. And here's to you, Stanley, who for four decades has been such an 
extraordinary producer of books , readings, and festivals—as well as a brilliant 
and original poet. 
 
Love, 
 
Laura Boss, NJ 
4.9.2013 
 
4. 
Shabdaguchha, ie, a cluster of words, is a 50/50 bilingual mag compiled by a 
dynamic and dedicated editor out of Queens, NY. This 62 page, stapled bound 
issue features six Cajun poets, with a brief but informative essay on the Cajuns 
by poet/professor Beverly Matherne. From Bengal to the bayous––what a leap! 
Tagore’s baton now passes to a new generation. In “Cajun,” Sheryl St. Germain 
takes on authenticity and identity: “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 restaurants, the swamps/with their mud and jaws and eyes 
that float/below the surface....” 
 
All best, 
 
David Gershator, VI 
4.11.2012 
 
5. 
Dear Hassanal, thank you for the publication of my poems (the issue looks 
great) and for the best wishes. I too wish you a Happy New Year.  
 
Best.  
 
Isaac Goldemberg, NY 
12.31.2012 
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8. 
Before opening my present, I want to let you know 
that Robert Dunn is gone, but not forgotten. 
 
Since his death, four years ago, I have made 
made periodic visits to Marsha  
in the nursing home. She is appreciative 
and alert, though largely immobile. 
 
Two weeks ago she had a swollen lip, 
which I misinterpreted as being a serious disorder. 
When I returned last Friday her lip was better. 
She assured me that it was not better although 
I assured her it was much improved. 
 
Regards to your wife and son. 
 
Many thanks for your efforts on behalf 
of the poetry world, which we share most 
wonderfully. 
I remain, mostly faithful— 
 
Babette Albin, NY 
12.31.2012 
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9. 
Dear Hassanal Abdullah, thank you for your mail. May this new year bring 
peace and joy in your life and take you towards excellence. 
Wishing you a very happy NEW YEAR 2013. 
 
Dr. Gholam Moyenuddin 
Retd. Director, Bangla Academy 
12.31.2012 
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Some of these letters have been reprinted from Facebook 
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kã¸”Q GKwU D¾¡j cwÎKv 
—kvgmyi ivngvb 
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kã¸”Q mỳ „k¨, mycvV¨, mym¤úvw`Z 
—wkebvivqY ivq 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn'i 
bZzb Kve¨MÖš’ 

kxZ ïKv‡bv †iv` 
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn evsjvi f~wgR GK bZzb 

kw³—†R¨vwZg©q `Ë 
 
 

cÖ”Q`: gwgbDwÏb Lv‡j`  
g~j¨: 150UvKv c„ôv: 96 

cÖKvkK: Abb¨v 
 

 gnvc„w_ex 
 

k¤¢y iw¶Z m¤úvw`Z ˆÎgvwmK GB KweZvi 
KvMRwU cÖKvwkZ n‡”Q 41 eQi a‡i 

 

KweZv cvVv‡bvi wVKvbv: 

Mahaprithivi 
Birinchiberia, Purba Sreekrishnapur, 

Purba Midnapore 721635, W. B., INDIA 

nvjvj gvsk, gvQ, gkjvcvwZ I ZiZvRv mwâi R‡b¨ 

cmiv 
Avcbv‡`i wbKUZg †MÖvmvix, myjf g~‡j¨i wbðqZv w`‡”Q 

Avgiv mßv‡n mvZw`bB †Lvjv _vwK 
wd« †Wwjfvixi e¨e ’̄v Av‡Q 

†hvMv‡hvM: cmiv BbK& 85-39 Parsons Blvd, Jamaica, NY 11432 
Phone: (718) 658 6676 

 
   
 

 

bvRbxb mxgb-Gi 
wØZxq Kve¨MÖš’ 

GKwU weovj I Avgvi `ytL 
 

kã¸”Q †cÖm, eB‡gjv, 2011 
g~j¨: 5 Wjvi 

cÖ”Q`: nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn 
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