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to lift a stone and throw it at the flying away
bird of past days

Dariusz Thomasz Lebioda
GENERATION 1958

***
The boys of my generation made military tattoos
they wore silver-chained cents around their necks
the boys worked out a lot for the sports disciplines
they threw one-hundred meter high dreams javelin
they shot-put their well-glided over time zones
whoever fell through had to try over again
the boys of my generation knew television and Gagarin
they once read there was Auschwitz and death
and who couldn’t believe it took their own lives for
love or just to try
the boys wore jeans and logo T-shirts
they liked drinking beer and taking up studies
in the evenings they got together around their blocks
of flats to discuss how to survive during
the next couple of days
***
We were surrounded by low-rise blocks
of flats as heavy as foundering dobbins
with no strength to pick up what we carried
the reflections of thousands of windows with
people sitting there looking at us willy-nilly
over their heads the running wheels of
Charles’s Wain were still creaking carrying
death as dense as cement spilling all over away
sometimes from this clattering bumpy wagon
of time some drops dripped down on our heads
as humble as if having taking the first holy
communion—we froze half-cried out unable
3

Macte animo generose puer,
sic itur ad astra
—Horace

My friend cuts his hand with a razor-blade
and says smiling–look what damn good
gashes–why are you doing it–I ask–he
answers it given him self-equality
he can fight pain and the sight of blood
I say–boys of our age made notches
on the butts of rifles to mark every
killed German–he answers, if I keep talking
rubbish, I will get punched
***
Your fathers went through war and the fifties
they had you say a prayer and reproached you
for being young–they spanked you very
often and very tenderly anyway they did
all this for your good and you unwanted
children go drinking beer you don’t queue
fruit your hands got well to handing beermug handles–you rankle at your wounds
plunging into your girls’ bodies, confident
and proud you reach at the pocket of time
you look with hatred at the policemen and
people like me–forever ready do dive
into pain
4
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JEANS

I long for the old tattered jeans I used to wear
rags bleached letters–if only I could save
it like some dying dog at a fence
I long for the old tattered jeans I used to play
football in–pocketless frayed trousers–
if only I could jump into it again and feel
as if I were a knight in new armor
I long for the old tattered jeans that got stuck
in the bike–no cuffs worn-away buttons–
if only I could retrieve its resistance
and previous color
I long for the old tattered jeans that saturated
my sweat and blood–loose strap loops and
stuck zipper–if only I could save it like
some dying dog at a fence
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listening to in basements instead of
going to church as mother told
them to they talked about death
in the name of they didn’t know
in the name of who in the name
of those before them taking it
away from themselves
not giving it to anybody

THERESA

When they cut you off you had ten bucks, keys
with a heart-shaped bauble, a pocket of cheap
cigarettes, and a rumpled box of matches
your brothers didn’t know what the keys
fitted in to–your brothers didn’t see the plastic
heart-shaped bauble
only the bitch Theresa you locked yourself in with
in the basement smiled foolishly when we asked
her about it

***
In the name of Jesus who didn’t care about
his wounds they cut their hands with
razor-blades they ripped the gashed
skin with their teeth
in the name of a Buddhist monk they saw
on tv spill petrol and burn himself they
put out the cigarettes on their palms
in the name of Jimi Hendrix they were
5

when we hung around with her and one of us
managed to set her on fire she said: he couldn’t
fit any of these keys to her heart and added that
anyway she really loved him
poor little Theresa–nobody listened to her
telling the truth nobody listening to her
telling lies
poor Theresa
6
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***

Nino Provenzano

When we used to go to primary school
our physical education teacher had us
circle the nearby cemetery twice
I remember how much we enjoyed
good result still gasping we despised
the marauders–today there some of
us lying in the graves once running
around it and I do not know now
who outsider is

ROCKEFELLER CENTER

Translated from the Polish by the poet

Poland

7

We are on Fifth Avenue
Rockefeller Center, New York
where the largest Christmas tree
is already in holiday garb giving the signal
to the stores artistically choreographed,
to inspire pomp and cheer.
Across, in the window of a gallery,
painted canvases can be observed
of every size
caressed with lights.
Each canvas enclosed in its own frame,
furtively seems to look at its neighbor and say
"I am greater than you,
so said my maker!"
Outside the window,
on the sidewalk,
there is a canvas without a frame,
fluid, alive,
appearing unfinished and choreographed by an artist who is
not present.
What one sees at the moment
is a man with deep eyes, and skin and bones,
sitting on the floor with an almost dignified demeanor.
His gaze absent, distant.
His expression neither haughty nor pitiable.
People go by, but no one notices,
no one looks at the floor the cardboard
on which is written "Homeless, with no food to eat...."
No one sees the writing,
even if the first line is in large characters,
8
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and red ink, the color of blood
and the second, in black ink,
black as coal, as the deep night.
Tied to the man's left foot
there is a dog with a short leash and a muzzle.
It's not a watchdog, or a hound or catch dog.
It's thin like its master,
eyes tired, mopish,
silently looking at people bundled up
against the cold, angry wind.
Outside the box, on the ground, there is a book that no one
reads.
Only the wind intermittently turns a page,
at times two, three, four.
Unread pages, one after another.
A robin flies in circles above the scene
then lands before the man sitting on the ground
as if with compassion.
Why right here? A robin
on Fifth Avenue, on a smooth sidewalk,
without breadcrumbs or worms. Why?
The bird flies away, then returns.
Tweet, tweet, tweet,
Hops before the man there for no one.
Hops before the empty box.
Hops before the dog with spent eyes.
Hops before the pages that the wind continues to turn . . .
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to say an important thing.
Without tweeting, in front of the man sitting on the floor,
the robin with head held high and chest forward,
insists on displaying his wounded hearth
wounded forever. Born wounded and never healed!
Then it leaves . . . Only the dog watches the robin . . .
There . . . A passerby stops, reads the sign, observes the scene.
Puts his hand in his pocket and pulls out a fifty dollar bill,
saying to the man "This is yours, if you free the dog.
I'll take it with me.
The two men remain with eyes
fixed on each others' with a hatred
that transcends class and justice,
while the wind hurriedly closed the last page of the book,
to preserve its unread history.

Translated from the Sicilian by the poet

New York

Tweet, tweet, tweet,
and while moving it turns
two, three times, like a model strutting on the catwalk
to show profile, line ad form.
It flies. Two circles in the air and returns again,
anxiously, as one that forgot
9
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Fuad Atal
SUMMERY NIGHT

A summery night,one of July’s dreamy nights.
The wind blows smoothly, awakening my heart.
New York City and its magical nights.
I am worthy and dignified.
The seeds of my soul are flourishing.
The secrets of my heart are running away.
My feelings are brand new and my thoughts are like sunshine.
The city opens her doors and her heart to everyone
without any locks or chains.
I came to this city as a young man,
looking at everything with love and hope.
I wanted to race, take off and fly.
I am riding the caravan of time to a place
called Destiny that has no ports or shores.
I drink from the river of life and pour into the sea of eternity.
Fear and superstition cannot stop my journey.
I cross the borders of every city searching,
looking into people’s faces—
a dreamer from the East, a Sinbad from the seven seas.
My friends say to me: “You have to come back to your Homeland,
to your Earth and Heaven
are you not afraid for your children, of the tsunami of
modernity?
“Corruption has spread on land and sea.
Being beneath the earth is better
than being on the surface.”
But I say, “I hate to hesitate, to be disconnected.
11
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I’d rather look ahead and not look back.
“My feelings are different, my thoughts are, too.
My chest has widened, my vision extended,
and my insight is complete and universal,
combining the land, the people, the living and the dead.
“I have become a son of Mankind,
a son of the world,
and a son of civilization.”
ALIEN

If land matters, people matter more.
Hating and fighting I am an alien to that.
Democracy and diplomacy are such big words.
I prefer words that are simple—
like honesty, integrity, generosity, and humility.
I live in this world as an individual,
I carry on my back my load.
Fortune, fame, and legacy I shall not take with me.
If I bomb you and you bomb me,
we will both be dead and cease to exist.
I’d rather live and you live by my side.
If we both join hands and build a promising future,
if we work towards peace, love, and friendship,
rather than hostility and enmity . . .
Terror and war . . . When will that end?
I am tired of the cloudy skies.
I would rather see sunshine and eternal spring.
I want to fill up my lungs with clean, sweet air
and soften my kidneys with pure, fresh water and
be thankful for the gift of life!
Translated from Arabic by the poet
New York
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Richard Jeffrey Newman
I STILL DON’T KNOW WHERE HE’S BURIED

The bird was a dove; the gun,
a blowgun Joey ordered through the mail.
We took it wrapped in a green cloth
out back by the tracks. Joey
placed the weapon in my hands,
holding up once he’d done so
a dart, toothpick-thin, blunt end buried
in a marble-sized plastic orange sphere.
“Don’t inhale once it’s in the tube,” he warned.
“You’ll break your teeth.”
I crouched down behind the bush
blocking the view from Albert’s house,
slid the long metal barrel through the fence,
and put the dart in the blow hole.
I don’t remember Joey urging me on,
or if he tried to stop me,
but the moment the breath that killed the bird
left my lungs, I wanted nothing more
than to inhale it back.
The summer Joey murdered himself
the news found me too late for the funeral,
and so I see him now
the last time I saw him whole,
sitting next to me on the wooden fence
he climbed out of his room to smoke on
one last time before he left for the army.
The beers I used my early beard to buy
were gone, the friends we drank them with
as well, and Joey held out a joint
he said he didn’t want to share
with anyone else. “My father,
13
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he chewed the words, “can be
a real asshole sometimes.”
Then he’s home on leave and we’re walking,
his right arm conducting
a slow four-four march
he tells me he can’t stop,
not even after three years of no acid.
“I feel like a fucking drum major,” he jokes,
so we start marching for real,
like when we were kids,
down Tulip Avenue
in perfect step,
holding our horns
in front of our chests,
as if we were again
first and second seat
bass baritone bugles
in the Knights of Columbus
Drum & Bugle Corps.
Joey gave the signal,
but just as we started
to raise those phantom bugles,
he grabbed my wrist
and pulled me behind him,
holding his finger up
for silence.“The hole,”
he whispered, pointing,
not taking his eyes
from where our next steps
would have landed. “You
can’t see it. It isn’t after you”

14
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YOU’D BETTER FINISH KNITTING: A GHAZAL

So I’ve decided to embrace his death,
the way, before, I did not embrace his death.
I slam the phone down on his mother’s voice.
I will not allow her to deface his death.
One by one, the cars behind the hearse
pull out, slow runners forced to race his death.
Autumn leaves sweep the air above our heads.
Few fall. That we’re still here amazes death.
They put their brother in the ground and leave.
“Revenge,” his sister says, “replaces death.”
Sun-bleached on the sand, bones stripped of flesh.
The tide rises, recedes, displaces death.
A moment comes when what has ripened falls.
Your hunger is a hole that chases death.
I kissed a woman young enough to be
my daughter. Age receded. Face this, death!
Snow accumulates and melts, gives way
to each fruit in season. Come, taste this death.
I’m never more alive than when I come.
Only true surrender erases death.
No other path will lead you to the end.
Each step, if you are fearless, praises death.
They’ll tell you Richard’s words besmirch this page,
but virgin white will not efface his death.

ON THE MATING OF RHINO BEETLES
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the scent of the right you fought him for, bright
compulsion calling you to what you are,
though she too struggles at first. When you're done,
and no one should confuse this with having fun,
she leaves to bury the future she bears not far
from here. She goes alone. You wait for death,
though you do not understand that you are waiting;
and if I say that you are contemplating
anything, it is myself, my own breath
I measure. You are nothing more than spent.
Your epitaph? You won; you came; you went.

METAPHORS

Stubbled mouth of a living cave, curved edge
of a clamshell’s hinge; a moss-covered hill,
unopened bud, curtains across a stage;
sphinx’s riddle in a dimpled cup you fill;
a place of refuge that swallows why you’re there;
pages of a book you read with your tongue;
a feast, a flame, a supplicant in prayer;
the world’s hunger focused in a song
that bathes you till your need is all you know;
riverbed swelling at spring’s first touch,
the spread wings of nightfall, cat’s eye aglow;
the hollow in your heart that’s left unstitched;
a mirror showing you the way you came,
different every time, yet also the same.

—on a painting by Allen Hart

Inflamed, your rival rushes you. You fight,
grab him where you can and lift him high,
puncturing his thorax: you win. Nearby,
15

New York
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Bishnupada Ray

Kristine Doll

ISTHMUS

AN ORDINARY DAY

a cold swirl catches up the land
a penguin boat floats near the ice wall
a dry wind blows the year round
the grassland sways in the rhythm
of an avenging memory

Sometimes sorrow drops
softly, like a wounded bird.
Sky and earth shudder;
a moment, a sigh, move through
just an ordinary day.

here the rugged north meets the draped south
upon a bridge of floating stones
a long distance polar express
has just crossed it
shaking the rigid hands of a compass
the undecided fingers are unwholesome
around the loose libidinal centre
like the floating lumber from a wreck.

CANNONBALL

we who live at the crater and see
the seething flames rise to our knees
and breathe sulphur and cough sulphur
we who sacrifice our organs to the untamable
and dance with the stars of chaos and death
and see our souls melt into molten metal
are now nearing to the shape of a cannonball
in this ungraspable smithy of a hell-bent sun.
India

STICK WORKS

I shall be cozy
in one of your nests.
Safe in the reclaimed
elegance of delicate birches.
Soothed by the scent
of stately cedars;
or snuggled, perhaps,
inside a majestic oak.
Secure in my woody armor,
eye to eye with all that is aloft,
I am freed by flight
and upswept hymns.
My legacy is all that has been
and is and ever will be–
sky to earth,
earth to sea,
sea to sky
unbroken.
Massachusetts
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Shokrana Sarkar
WINTER IS COMING

Winter is coming
And so is your winged memories
Like the guests from North.
Each and every tree resembles me
And my life is like the
Foggy weather of the morning.
I know the Sun has risen up
But it’s hard to see
And feel its warmth.
Left alone in this cold world
I search for the smoke from
Your burning fire.
Turning into ashes
Now is my only Desire.

SHADOW

While sitting beside a bonfire
I glimpsed at my
Own distorted shadow
And wondered, “How could
This shadow be mine?”
There were others also sitting there,
And I watched their shadows.
Their shadows bore
The resemblances of their masters.
Then I asked one person to insure,
“Look at this shadow and
Tell me what do you see?”
19
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He replied, “I see you
Lying on the dirt
And shivering in pain.”
Then I again looked
At the other shadows
and saw the same.

THE EVENING LAMP

Have you forgotten how you used to
Walk beside me on that
Small narrow bridge
That connects our homes.
And how you used to light a lamp in the evening
On the middle of that bridge.
You always said that this lamp
Would show us our ways whether
The night be a night of
Full moon or lunar eclipse.
And we will always be able
To reach out to each other any time.
Don’t you remember? At dawn
You used to visit that lamp
And seeing it burning itself
You used to be pleased—A little sacrifice
Essential to make sure we never
Fail in connecting ourselves.
Did you know I used to fuel
To that evening lamp at midnight?

Bangladesh

20
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hoping it was all a dream,
soon I heard the wailing of the sirens,
from the police and ambulances,
it was a total chaos.

Rachel Mejia
THAT FATEFUL DAY

9/11, how much I hate that day,
the day when the havens were
screaming in terror and pain!
All was calm and cheerful,
the skies were a vibrant blue,
not a single cloud in sight
suddenly I felt that something was not right,
ignoring the uneasy feeling,
I continued to walk,
suddenly there was a deafening sound,
of metal and glass breaking.
There was screams of horror,
my own scream escaping my lips,
a airplane was inside the twin tower,
stuck like an arrow to its target,
dark smoke was bellowing,
staining the blue sky.
I hear frantic cries for help,
many were calling 911,
chunks of the building fell,
my blood ran cold,
as I saw another plane crashed into
the other tower.

Many people screamed, helped, called and cried,
news reporters were reporting the tragedy,
by now the skies turned black with smoke,
suffocating us.
Minutes, hours passed,
the smell of death, blood,
smoke and gasoline was everywhere,
the fire could not be put out,
then there was a terrible sound,
the towers were falling,
people began to run,
I did too,
a baby was left alone in its stroller,
I covered her as the first tower fell,
creating a wave of dust ,
shaking the ground.
From that day on forward,
things were never the same,
for that day left a scar in our memories,
9/11 that fateful day when all began to change.
New York

By now many people were exiting the towers,
the fire kept on growing,
I closed my eyes—
21
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Peter Thabit Jones
Poems Dedicated to

Poet Stanley H. Barkan

POET GAME
(for Stanley H. Barkan/to Dylan Thomas)

on his 80th Birthday Celebration.
(Page 24 to Page 36)

John Digby
TO STAN OUR MAN

When I first met Stan our cross-cultural friend
I found myself in the presence of a polymath
Like Marlowe and Milton and Christopher Wren.
I was astounded and thought, “Here is a man
Who would never play Faustus and sell his soul to the devil
because he has already created in his books
a Paradise Regained.” But Christopher Wren
the great architect of St. Paul’s cathedral
had another point of view. When he saw Casa Barkan
he said, “Clear it all out Stan and build a dome”!
That is my message hoping that your archives will
clear out the space and a dome will arise in
celebration of your accomplishments and birthday.
A toast to your generosity and warmth in
bringing together all of your poets and friends.

New York
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And what of those times
When he found himself alone?
The slowed-down hours
After his bar-room boom,
The circus of bad behaviour,
The arrest of a breast
Of a lecturer’s wife,
The bardic boast that floored
The hosting party with laughter,
And the humbled groupies lining up
Like students of a mystic teacher.
And what of those minutes
Of boring tasks, the necessary
Masks removed for a while?
The pleasing smile
Put away with his books,
The packing of a suitcase,
The shaving of a face
That stared back serious,
The fidgety eating
Of a hotel meal.
And the going to bed,
The head like a bursting cupboard of scenes,
As strange as the surrealist
Dreams he put on paper,
The body allowing tiredness
To enter, the colliery
Drop of sleep,
24
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To morning waiting
With its tall tales of Manhattan,
And another adventure
To set on fire.

FIRE, BIG SUR
(for Stanly H. Barkan)

Helicopters have thundered all the weekend,
The cabin shuddering when one is too close,
As the Big Sur fire unfolds its fast menace
Somewhere beyond the range of the mountains,
An isolated paradise teased by the Pacific.
They rotate their noise in military fashion.
Evacuation is a word being mentioned,
Though the devastation is being felt elsewhere,
Where flying tankers drop down their retardent,
A pinky red explosion becoming a trail.
I still try to write, to push a new novel,
My tea steaming up out of the cup,
As I watch through the window a helicopter hover
Like some sort of huge and metallic bee
Above the grey meditation of water.
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CANTE JONDO

Listen to the loud wound
Of Cante Jondo.
It is being summoned,
It is aching on the strings
Of the saddest guitar.
The bird of blackness
Has poetry in its throat,
The history of the outcast
In the ascension of its song.
The wailing theatre unwinds
In the drama of the voice,
A fountain of tears
From the desert of the heart.
The guitar is fragmenting
All of Spain’s shadows,
Dropping its blood jewels
On the hidden pains of the past.
Flamenco is flowing like the wine
From green bottles,
The sounds are dancing
In the summer of the mind,
Like passion and sorrow
In a young woman’s brown eyes.
Beneath the sharp sickle of the moon,
A stream of laments wanders with Death
Through the silent squares
And the dark lanes of memories,
To settle on the dead
In a graveyard for gypsies.
Cante Jondo - (Deep song), a traditional form of Andalusian song/flamenco.
UK

25
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Joan Digby

Here is our heartfelt message:

SNOWBALL’S BIRTHDAY GREETING

We gather on his deck each day
Not only for food but for the love
Stan gives with each stoke of his hand
Each syllable of poetry
That pours forth in kindness
And in care that fills us with warmth
Even on the coldest nights
When he invites us secretly in to share
His books and sleep in calm
Dreaming in metaphors until dawn
When Bebe wakes.

Last week my mom, Jony Pony, turned 74.
It was a shock for her as well as me, her only son.
I had a carrot cake baked in her honor
As we share in our tastes as well as our love.
If we had known that our friend Stanley
Were soon to have a birthday we would have
Baked a bigger cake to include him in
Our celebration—chocolate perhaps, or tiramisu
Knowing of his taste for all things Italian.
We hope it is not too late to send him greetings.
I am perhaps 36 in horse years which might be 80
Or more though no one knows how to make a calculation
To equate human years with horses.

New York

Yet I’m betting that Stanley and I have experienced
Happiness and sorrow in about the same proportions.
We are both poets and sensitive to the ways of the world.
Happy Birthday Stanley from your soulmate Snowball

FROM THE CATS TO STANLEY

Dorothy and her brood
Who live in the halo of Stanley’s love
Wish him 80th-birthday greetings
From hearts more loving
Than all those folks noshing inside.
27
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Carolyn Mary Kleefeld

J. Scotte Barkan

ONLY THROUGH ART

GRANDPA DADDY

(for Stanley H. Barkan)

Mazola margarine cups
Cleaned and ready for play
Flipping them on the floor
Watching them spin and tumble
Holding them to my ears
Hearing the ocean

Only through art
does a language emerge
capable of expressing
the hidden recesses
of my psyche,
the silk and smoke
of love’s passion.
The world, in its rush
and digital blur
has little time or heart
for such sacred murmurings.

Daddy comes to join me
I climb on his back
I want him to give me a horsey ride
He lies down on the floor
I bounce, saying “Giddy up!”
I lie down on his back
It’s warm
It smells like Daddy
He growls and tries to scare me
He succeeds, and I like it

In my art,
the subtleties thrive–
the cobalt heart
of the sea swoons,
and my angel’s love
touches me from afar . . .

He takes me for a bike ride
I barely fit in the rear seat
I can barely see what’s coming
My stomach climbs up into my chest
The ride is like a roller coaster
It scares and thrills me

Through my art,
prayers of healing
cast by an invisible loom
weave a gossamer offeeling
so delicate that
only the trees can hear.

We make it to the end of Wynsum Avenue
Where the cattails stand
Where the horseshoe crabs make their foam
Where brave daddy lifts them up,

California
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To view their many claws
I back and run away
Fearing he will try to make me touch them
I only touch the ones that can no longer move
Later at home, it’s getting dark
And it is time for daddy to scare me again
He watches scary movies
I’m afraid to watch, but I sit beside him
The Chiller TV show is on, with its 6- fingered hand
Coming out of the slimy pond
Viewed between the cracks of my fingers
I head upstairs to bed
He recounts the scary movie
“Don’t Be Afraid of the Dark”
He whispers aloud “Sally, Sally”
Bringing to mind the goblins
Down below the fireplace
I’m in bed
The spooky ancient mariner nightlight glows
The little bull piñata affixed to the door
And the shadows of the room
Move ever so slowly
As if I wouldn’t notice
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Like a siren, loud and reverberating
Chasing me down, tearing at my back
Until I wake up with the pain
In the middle of my back
Never leaving my dreams
Until the day I shouted out
Before they finished their final attack
“Let’s be friends”
I get up, sleep-running around the balcony
Yelling, “Mommy, Mommy! Daddy, Daddy!
The boogie man is coming!
The boogie man is coming!”
Daddy saves me before I reach the stairs
Lifts me back into my bed
Off into another dream
With some other monsters
That somehow Daddy put inside my head
New York

I fall asleep, and my nightmares arrive
The “Haaa” monsters make their appearance
Small, dark, bullet-headed
With short stubby arms & legs
Only an upside-down turned mouth
Saying the one & only word they could say
HAAAAAAAAA!!!
31
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Dileep Jhaveri
STANLEY IS STILL EIGHTEEN

When asked in school to write on the national flag
I described the colours of the leaves
fragrance of the flowers
flavour of the fruits
echoes of the birdcalls
Growing up later
I had to prepare a composition on Music and Moon
So I wrote about the magic of photons and gravitons
pulling out constellations and galaxies
from the hats worn by electrons protons and neutrons
When poetry became my destiny
people always wanted from me
verses on marriages newly borne anniversaries
and of course on the splendour of nature
Gently declining such demands
I was caught by a pretty woman to write on her beauty
Without blinking I looked into her eyes
and asked her to marry me

Shabdaguchha

that merely needed a branch to perch
He has turned a ditty of joy
into a symphony for stars
Gathering an entire ocean
he has poured it in a flower-vase
He knows ninety three cultures and a hundred languages
and can print silences of Orpheus
in the darkness of synagogues
on reams of coloured paper
that roll back to the walls of his house
and burst out in festive laughter
The world has remained a Bebe of eighteen in his eyes
that have seen a thousand moons
he stands before a mountain
and taps the sky with his fingertip
to trace his name on the clouds
Stanley the poet with eighty springs surging in his heart
is before you with mischief in his eyes
and fists full of forests to fill your every breath

India

I have lived long with her and poetry
and when she slept made friendship with Words
for their madness
Another of my clan
has done more
in the eighty years of his life
He has grown gardens for birds
33
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Hassanal Abdullah

evqZyj−vn& Kv‡`ix

A POET I KNOW

cw¶‡MvÎ-2

I’ve known the man for a long time.
I’ve traced his footsteps even longer.
I think the way he seems to be thinking—
I dream the way he dreams.

GB †h Avgv‡K Lye †`L‡Qb Mv‡Qi wfZ‡i
R‡j †Wvev Kzwg‡ii g‡Zv
†`L‡Qb ï‡q AvwQ, †`L‡Qb
Avgv‡K Avcwb, Avcbviv nMj‡ZB †`L‡Qb
Avwg ï‡q AvwQ GB Mvu‡q—
†Kv‡Ì‡K G‡mwQ? ûZyg †cuPvi †`‡k
Kxfv‡e G‡mwQ
†Kvb i‡³ cwj Avi †R¨vrmœv †L‡q
igYx weo¤^bvq fvj‡e‡m Avwg
GLv‡b weivUKvq ecy e¨wZµgx
PkgvPyi“UPyj cvÄvwe Kv‡jv †c½yBb, cvRvgvi eni,
KÉ‡fRv-fvwUqvwj †`Lyb ZR©wb...
†f‡e‡Qb GKeviI †Kv‡Ì‡K G‡mwQ?
c¶x‡`i †`‡k Avwg Kxfv‡e G‡mwQ?
†hLv‡b iex›`ªevey †bB, †hLv‡b gv÷vi-`v wf‡R †M‡Qb
†hLv‡b Svuwmi ivbx, eû ¶yw`ivg Av‡iv
¶y‡` n‡Z _v‡Kb c¶xi †Mv‡Î, †h‡nZy i‡q‡Q b`x
†h‡nZy dv¸b †ejv...†h‡nZy b„esk
†Rvi `vwe K‡i e‡m A Av B C
Avgv‡K Avm‡ZB n‡jv fvm‡ZB n‡jv c¶x †Mv‡Î
GKwU D`vg RvwZi Aveª“ LyuR‡Z LyuR‡Z
Avgv‡K mvuZiv‡ZB n‡jv hg `my¨i mgyÏi|
Z_vwc †h RvwZ †L‡q †d‡j‡Q wb‡Ri wWg,
†h wb‡Ri Wv‡j e‡m Avivg‡m †K‡U †d‡j
wb‡RiB Wvj, AKvi‡Y cy”Q Zy‡j nVvr †`wL‡q
†d‡j †bvsiv cvqy‡`k
AZtci †m nbn‡b w`‡knviv n‡q I‡V
A_ev fxlY Dovj cvo‡Z Pvq
A_ev `vevqv w`evi Pvq ecyi cwiPq
†f‡e‡Qb Avwg Kxfv‡e ï‡qwQ? DËi-`w¶‡Y?
†KvbvKzwb †ZiQv ï‡qwQ? ï‡qwQ Av‡evj Zv‡evj?
nv, GB †Zv wQjvg Avwg

I’ve known the man for a long time.
I’ve traced his footsteps even longer.
I’ve followed him from the Middle Ages.
I’ve seen him face to face.
I’ve dragged myself up to him.
He responds when I scream.
I grow when he grows,
I fall when he falls,
I can see the scars on his face—
I respond to his calls.
I write what he writes,
though occasionally we fight—
He is big as the open space,
I only live in a cage.
He is rich and high,
I am poor and shy.
He is strong and bold,
I am the one who is always cold.
I’ve known the man for a long time.
I’ve traced his footsteps even longer.
New York
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cvwLi msmv‡i jvO‡ji av‡i-aiv kxZ
Avi mvi‡mi w_i n‡q _vKv w¯’iwe›`ywUi Kv‡Q
†`Lyb c‡o‡Q i³! †f‡e †`‡L‡Qb Kvi i³?
Avcbvi, Avgvi, bv ei‡di?

ü`‡q evovq †SvcSvo; †g‡j a‡i cv‡LvqvR|
d¬¨v‡Ui wbtm½ ISv Z‡e †Kb K‡i evovevwo
Avgvi G njvnj wb‡q? †Kb mwÜnxb wmuwo
_g‡K †`q e‡jv, Aš—nxb GB e„wói wgivR!

wefvmv GKwU bvg

aª“e n‡q G‡mwQ R‡jŠKv

wefvmv GKwU bvg—wQj GK`v e„wógyLi
AZx‡Zi g„`y †Sv‡j, wcqvmvq, wQj †jv-fjy¨‡g,
hLb ïbwQ Mvb †e‡j-†RvQbvq D`y¤^i
Mv‡Qi wfZ‡i Rxe‡bi Rvqgvb †cÛvjy‡g|
A_ev wefvmv el©vRb¥v Mvp Dw™¢‡`i g‡Zv
AvKvk Qvwo‡q D‡V hvq, Nbvj‡q †gNgvjv
†hgwb Aw¯’igwZ—wefvmv †m'ivg| AwZ`ª“Z
cjvqbci wefvmvq e„wóPvZKxi R¡vjv|
e„wói jv¸i Zey cvq wK wefvmv? cvq bvwK
m‡b‡Ui Kvbcvkv wKQy? An‡gi wngfiv
Rjvk‡q ïå nswmbxi gZ fv‡m wK my›`iv?
†m me eûZ cÖkœ, eû wRÁvmvi `g-fiv
†evZ‡j ew›`bx †m wefvmv| GLbI kãmš—iv
wefvmv‡K †Lvu‡R: Zvi bvg iv‡L `~i ïqvcvwL |

aª“e n‡q G‡mwQ R‡jŠKv,
k~b¨Zvi g¨vw·-cwiwnZv Rjevqy
Dciw¯’Z †n ¯’weiZv, aª“e †_‡K AwZaª“e
Ggb Angcwie„Ëv †gNv wK Avgvi
cwiPq Rv‡b? Rv‡b, Avwg †mB
gv_vfvOv D`y¤^i MvQ, hvi wb‡P
my`xN© Pz‡ji wPj AvRI
m¤£g nvwi‡q e‡m? wb‡l‡ai hveZxq
nvUevRvi mwc©Yx Ges L‡m cov Aveª“
†Zvi‡½i g‡Zv Kzu‡Rv cv_‡i iƒcvš—wiZ?
Zvn‡j Ggb †Kb? `ytLwejvmxi g‡Zv
†Kb Kvj gnvKvj wePvi‡Ki g~pZvq—ü`q
AvQ‡o c‡o, Avgvi ü`q AvQ‡o c‡o ïay
cwji cv_‡i!
XvKv

mwÜ n‡e e‡jwQ‡j

mwÜ n‡e e‡jwQ‡j, hw` e„wó G‡m Kwi‡Wv‡i
AvPgKv †Zvgv‡K Lvg‡P a‡i; evqyÎvm Anin
kvwowU wbsov‡Z ïi“ K‡i, e‡jwQ‡j A_©en
wbM~p mwÜi w`‡K hv‡e Zywg: wbwðZ wmW‡i|
evûej AwZZy”Q mvgš—-wPš—vi i“wP a‡i
e‡j I‡Z mvq †bB| ZvB e‡jwQ‡j mwÜ n‡e
G e„wógyLiZvq, evZv‡mi †mœ‡ni Avn‡e
mwÜi cÖ`xc wbR nv‡Z R¡vj‡e k‡ãi N‡i |
Kwi‡Wvie¨vcx †Nvie„wó| evqyÎv‡m Ze kvwo
_yeov‡bv KvK| †Zvgvi mwÜi wmœ» MÜivR
37

38

Shabdaguchha, Issue 71/72

gwZb ivqnvb

Shabdaguchha

b`xiv nvwi‡q †M‡j meyR wkïiv ïay Kvu‡`
Kvbœvi Av¸‡b R¡‡j wawKwawK mgy`q ¯§„wZ
K_v bq, gyL ey‡R c‡o _v‡K w`KwPý, wKQyUv D×…wZ!

†Zvgiv mevB †Kgb Av‡Qv

B¯‹yjevwoi e‡Ui Zjv K¬vmi“‡gi boe‡o †eÂ
PK-Wv÷vi wcÖq e−¨vK‡evW©
†Zvgiv mevB †Kgb Av‡Qv?
†Kgb Av‡Qv cowkevwoi Syg‡Kv Rev
cyKyiNv‡Ui †kIjvaiv wcQj wmuwo
†kIovMv‡Qi f~Z-f~Zvwb?
`vwoqvevuav KvbvgvwQ †Mvj−vQy‡Ui †Q‡j‡ejv
G°v‡`v°v evu‡ki mvu‡Kv Rwg‡q-_vKv wK‡kvi‡ejv
†Zvgiv mevB †Kgb Av‡Qv?
gUiïuwU cywo‡q Lvevi bvovi Av¸b
†eZm †Sv‡c jwZ‡q IVv †_vKv †_vKv cvKv †e_yb
avbKzovwb mvw_ Avgvi Rswj WvûK
†Zvgiv mevB †Kgb Av‡Qv?
†Kgb Av‡Qv wPuwPu-WvKv nvu‡mi ev”Pv, kvgyK-wSbyK
Rj‡gkv‡bv av‡bi Kzuov, LB-gywoiv
†Zvgiv mevB †Kgb Av‡Qv?
†Kgb Av‡Qv evu‡ki Sv‡o Sy‡j _vKv Kjvev`yo
k•LaŸwb mÜ¨vcy‡Rv wmuw_i wmu`yi
w`wNi R‡j Syu‡K _vKv Kr‡ej MvQ
wZjvNyNy avbkvwjK Avi KzUzgcvwL
†Zvgiv mevB †Kgb Av‡Qv?

cv_©K¨

Avwg hw` mš—c©‡Y el©‡Yi K_v ewj
Zywg ˆPÎ †_‡K Zy‡j Av‡bv Pvw›`-R¡jv †iv`
ZLb Aw¯—Z¡ wb‡q Rv‡M k¼v, AvPvbK †eva!
Avwg hLb b`xi Kv‡Q meyR evZv‡mi K_v cvwo
Zywg ZLb †jvKvj‡q fqvbK N~wY©So †Zv‡jv
KvucvI emwZ e„¶ Lye G‡jv‡g‡jv!
Avgvi cÖv‡Yi Kv‡Q †klZK Zywg aiv w`‡j
ay-ay w`Mš— Qvwo‡q †e`bvi mxgvnxb bx‡j!
XvKv

Avwg †Kgb?
gb fv‡jv †bB, gb fv‡jv †bB, gb fv‡jv †bB...|
b`x welqK

b`xiv mgy‡`ª †M‡j †Kv‡bv K_v †bB
wgjbmylgv †`‡L Z…ß nq †PvL
hw`I RjevwR Zx‡i Zx‡i evovq AmyL!
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w`jviv nvwdR

Avwbmyi ingvb Acy

¯§„wZ

cÖY‡qi cÖZœ‡iLv

H w`Mš—‡iLv a‡i `y'R‡b †nu‡UwQ K‡Zvw`b
g‡b Kx †Zvgvi c‡o Nvme‡b ï‡q ï‡q GKv;
K‡Zv `xN©c‡_ †h‡Z †h‡Z Dò nv‡Z K‡Zvevi
†i‡LwQ Avgvi `yB nvZ †h‡bv Abš— Amx‡g
Qyu‡qwQ Avcb g‡b Z…òvi Ag„Z Kz¤¢Rj;
g‡b Kx †Zvgvi c‡o GB‡ejv ï‡q ï‡q GKv!

ewjwb KL‡bv D”Pvi‡Y Kj‡g ev KweZvq
Zvj jq my‡ii †mvnv‡M myMwÜ-mÜ¨vi ¯§„wZ—
wnib¥q Av`i fv¯‹h©; weg~Z© ivwÎi †iv`
Mfx‡ii ¯’vc‡Z¨ †Lv`vB n‡q Av‡Q Abk¦i,
†Zvgvi Zzgyj Dcw¯’wZ wfbœZi e¨Äbvq—
mg‡qi `v‡n cy‡o †h‡Z †h‡Z i‡q †M‡Q cÖxwZ,
cÖY‡qi cÖZœ‡iLv—i‡q †M‡Q jvj bxj †eva|

¯ú‡k©i AZxZ GK k¨vgj meyR gvqv‡jv‡K
`y'R‡b wQjvg G‡ZvKvj †h‡bv cÂewUe‡b,
Zywg wQ‡j AK…wÎg eÜy Avb‡›`i Drm‡jvK|
g‡b Kx †Zvgvi c‡o GKv ï‡q Ajm `ycy‡i?
†P‡q‡Qv weRb fvivZyi M„n m`v Abvwej
mš—vb-Avb‡›` wQ‡j mviv‡ejv AvKÉ wbgMœ
†h‡bv †mœ‡n AÜ wcZv †cŠivwYK a„Zivóª GK;
g‡b Kx †Zvgvi c‡o Nvme‡b ï‡q ï‡q GKv?
F× cvbvnv‡i wQ‡j Zywg gË `v`yixi cÖvq,
wk‡íi ex¶‡Y wgR©v Mvwje A_ev fZ©…nwi
KL‡bv Avevi †ev`‡jqvi †Zvgvi wcÖq AwZ;
g‡b Kx †Zvgvi c‡o GKv ï‡q Mfxi ivwÎ‡Z?
msmv‡i ˆeòe wQ‡j Fwli AwaK mš— Fwl
wk‡íi mviw_ GK Z‡cve‡b Z…òvZ© PvZK
Amvgvb¨ kãKvwiMi Zzwg Abb¨ Zvcm|
g‡b Kx †Zvgvi c‡o Avi †mBme ivwÎ w`b?
GLb Avgvi ivwÎw`b Zywgnxb Rjvkq;
nvwi‡q ˆefe wefv kvš— Rj‡mªvZnxb GKv|
¯§„wZi cÖevn wg‡Q, wg‡Q Kg©, mZ¨-wg_¨v Ávb...|
XvKv
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cj‡K cvëvq w`b, c„w_ex‡iv bZyb cvjK
eqmwÜevnx b`x Lyu‡R‡Q wbf©iZvi bxo,
i³v³ ü`q Avi GKvKx AvKvk gy‡LvgywL—
ARv‡š— KL‡bv Zz‡j Av‡b hvwcZ e¨_vi ¯^i,
PvjPz‡jvnxb Pvu` †g‡b‡Q P~ovš— †ngjK—
Zey fv‡jv †_‡Kv †cÖg—wbiš—i bq‡bi bxi—
¶i‡Y ei‡Y m`v my‡L †_‡Kv—Pvi“ P›`ªgyLx|
bvB K‡i †`q me

†m-wQ‡jv fqvj wefxwlKv, k¦vc` kvwmZ w`b—
kw¼Z gvbwP‡Îi cÖwZ‡KvY—cÖwZwU gvbyl;
`ye„©‡Ëi ag©Zv‡m dvu‡m Mwi‡ôi AwaKvi—
Avi b¨vh¨ `vex mvaviY; Pvwe †g‡i ZK©-hyw³
b¨vqbxwZ †eva, lÊ †Lv` fv‡O wek¦v‡mi FY;
¶gZvi iwOb †bkvq nv‡qbv nvivq ûuk—
hw`I cÖZ¨vkv-cÖwZkÖ“wZ ey‡bwQ‡jv kvb`vi|
mey‡Ri mvg¨kw³, Avcvgi gywôe× nvZ
†f‡OwQ‡jv †kvlY cÖvPxi Avi e¨vcK eÂbv
j¶ cÖvY, Rvqv-Rbbxi m¤£g I i³-Nv‡g
†h cZvKv †mLv‡b Avevi kKz‡bi Aš—fy©w³,
42
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g„Zz¨Pyw³—nvbv`vi AMYb, Avuav‡ii `vuZ—
†c‡l mg¯— AR©b—Anwb©k GKK e›`bv
bvB K‡i †`q me—wK‡bwQ hv me©‡¯^i `v‡g|
hxïi hš¿Yv

†hfv‡e bvPv‡Z PvI—bv‡Pwb cyZzj, AvOy‡ji
Bkvivq hw`I me©¯^ †j‡Lv wb‡Ri `L‡j—
†KvYVvmv KweZvi gvV, ˆbwgwËK bócvV
w`‡q‡Qv `¯—yi, cÖwZ AYyKYv †i‡LwQ wnmve—
cÖwZw`b bvB n‡q hvq AMYb gvby‡li
cwiRb, wefxlY wek¦v‡mi D`vi AvuP‡j
†ev‡b KvuUvZvi, Pvu‡` PvUyKvi †Mv‡Y KwoKvV;
RyWv‡miv eyS‡e bv µzkwe× hxïi hš¿Yv,
i“×k¦vm †cÖ¶vcU; me©MÖvmx nv‡qbvq gb
w`‡q‡Q `vbe `„p, mv‡_ Av‡iv wK‡b‡Q Kzwb©k
mwe¯—vi kZ©nxb †gi“`Ê, Kv‡ji wKZve
ï‡b‡Q Rbvi‡Y¨i AvZ©bv`; †KŠwUj¨ gš¿Yv
e›`bv-we¯—…wZ Zey †`q Zv‡K Ávbx cvuVvMY—
evZv‡m we¯—i ey‡b‡Qb whwb wefw³i wel!
myb›` mvwbœa¨ †Qvuqv

wmœ»v †Zvgv‡Z Zzgyj, Z…Yg~j †cÖg—†cÖiYvi;
m¨v‡¤ú‡bi eyØy‡`i g‡Zv myb›` mvwbœa¨ †Qvuqv
wek¦vm I fimvi meUzKzb wen½c_—
bx‡ji †_‡KI bxj—cÖvš—‡ii eyKdvuUv a~ a~
K‡ó Uv‡bv cv‡k, Abvqv‡m `yL-myL †e`bvi
wnm¨v bvI| ivwÎi ˆbm‡½—h_v_© †RvQbv †avqv
DòZvi Pv‡l †Rvov c~wY©gvi cÖfv—gZvgZ

Shabdaguchha

m¤§vbbv, wkwk‡ii NÖvY †g‡L n«¯^ n«`, b`x
†W‡K †bq mvMi m½‡g, AeMvn‡bi †mªv‡Z
Av‡b wk‡íi mylgv—Avb›` ˆfiex iv‡M, ïay
cÖxwZ; ev‡iv Pvu`, †Z‡iv wZw_ Agvem¨v—fyjPyK
ïa‡i cv_y‡i cÖn‡iI cÖvY-cÖvP~h©; IlwaRxeb—fv‡jvevmvq f‡i `vI ï×Zi eª‡Z|
†h‡bv wg‡j hvq

Avgv‡`i MíUv †Kv_vI bv †Kv_vI †h‡bv wg‡j
hvq, wg‡j hvq eÂbvi †ejvf~wg, hš¿Yvi
Rb¥`vM| ¶i‡Yi jvjiO, †e`bvi bxj—
wZj wZj K‡i M‡o †Zvjv m¤úK© †mvcvb jvf¶wZi njy` ARMi nv-gy‡L nVvr wM‡j
†bq; 'mr' wk‡ivbv‡g Zy‡j Avbv wcZ… Dcnvi
hyMvš—‡ii hš¿Yv—AvMvgxi Øv‡i Avu‡U wLj
`y'Rbvi `vn, ivM-†¶vf, msweavb, ms‡e`b
†Pvivevwj‡Z AvU‡K cov Ae`wgZ emš—,
myo‡½i †fZi Rxeb †muwa‡q Avgiv †ivR
A‡c¶vi †MvQvB cvjK| myw`‡bi eywb Lve,
myü`-¯^Rb-m‡nv`i †ev‡Swb Aš—©K_b
iv‡Lwb K_v I Kv‡R wgj—†f‡ewQ hv‡`i mš—;
weo¤^bvi msmv‡i mO †m‡R Zey w`B †cvR|
wbDBqK©

†i‡L hvq Aš—vb‡›`, i‡Ü« i‡Ü« ey‡b hvq myL43
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iwb AwaKvix

Rwmg DwÏb UzUzj

†jvKvjq †Q‡o GKw`b

GKwU weovj

1
†jvKvjq †Q‡o P‡j †h‡Z n‡e wbR©b cÖvwš—‡K
†X‡K ivLv ¶Z, †kvKvZ© kixi, cÖZx¶vi bxj R‡j †nu‡U|

GKwU weovj Av‡Q †Zvgvi evmvq
Kx Acvi †mœ‡nB bv wm³ _v‡K †mB fvM¨evb wbixn weovj
ZzjZz‡j b‡ivg kix‡i Nyi Nyi K‡i †Zvgvi cv‡qi Kv‡Q
`vi“Y Avn¬v‡`, cÖkÖ‡q KvUvq mvivw`b|
Zzwg eB A_ev Pv nv‡Z †`vj‡Pqv‡i hLb e‡mv—
wbwiwewj a¨vbgMœ AZ›`ª cvVK,
†Zvgvi kvwoi AvuPj Lvg‡P a‡i UvbvUvwb K‡i,
LybïwU Avi jy‡UvcywU P‡j Aweivg|

e¨_©Zvi weeY© D‡Vv‡b Av¸b †eu‡a‡Q evmv...
†jvKvjq †Q‡o GKw`b wVKVvK P‡j hv‡ev Avwg
Rb¥vÜ a~mi c„w_exi Ab½ Avov‡j|
GBme †R‡b cÖZx¶vi cÖvw_©Z cyi“l
AevwiZ Nywg‡q‡Q gv‡V,
gvwU Avi kix‡ii ï‡b †kvKvZ© m¼zj RovRwo...
Qwo‡q‡Q AvKvk bxjvf Av¯—iY,
†iŠ`ª wewQ‡q‡Q wbO‡o †bevi iO,
Kzqvkvi Adziš— QovQwo|
Gfv‡e Nywg‡q c„w_exi cÖwZUv cyi“l Avi bvix
A‡kl †R‡b‡Q AevwiZ gvV Avi c−ve‡bi Nv‡U
wg‡k Av‡Q ¯^v` K‡ZvUv wbweo n‡q!
2
†cÖ‡Zi bMi Avi cÖeÂbvi wmuwo‡Z
Sz‡j Avgvi Qvqviv †nu‡U hvq...
m~‡h©i Avov‡j †nu‡U hvB Avwg—

†Zvgvi KcU weiw³ I wVK ey‡S †d‡j
mPwK‡Z m‡i hvq, Z_vwc Avevi wd‡i Av‡m Pzwc Pzwc
RvgevwU †_‡K `ya Lvq PzK PzK kã Zz‡j
i“wUi UzK‡iv we¯‹zU †Zvgvi nvZ †_‡K †L‡q †bq
Abvqv‡m, m¤ú~Y© wbf©‡q|
gv‡S gv‡S weovjwU‡K ZzwgI †Kv‡j Zz‡j bvI
†Zvgvi ey‡Ki Ici †jc‡U _v‡K cig Av`‡i, †PvL ey‡R Ig †bq|
cÖvqkB I‡K wb‡q Qv‡` P‡j hvI †`Š‡o
GKmv‡_ `¨v‡Lv bxjvKvk, `¨v‡Lv cvwL‡`i
Avgvi ZLb Lye wns‡m nq, Avwg gvbyl, mnmv
gv_v Kz‡U gwi †Zvgvi `y‡f©`¨ N‡ii †`qv‡j cÖwZw`b
A_P cvBwb AvRZK †Zvgvi ¯ú‡k©i Qvqv|
mvgvb¨ weovj Qvbv †K‡o wb‡jv
†Zvgvi G‡ZvUv AwaKvi!
ciR‡b¥ †Zvgvi weovj n‡ev Avwg|

Avwg hvB, †h‡Z nq,
c„w_exi cÖv_©bvq wb_i wbR©b
bMœ bxie, bxieZvq;
Avwg hvB, †h‡Z nq|

XvKv

XvKv
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Nicholas Birns
Everything Cracks and Crushes: The Poetry of Naznin Seamon

Naznin Seamon is a poet of pain and dislocation, one who
registers the “cold evening, awful summer, rainfall, disease” in
which “everything cracks and crushes.” But she is also a poet of
resilience and “adaptation.” The closing image of the opening
poem of the book, “I have changed myself a lot,” depicts a bat on
the roof banging on the window, in the light of an “inauspicious
moon.” The poem is turbulent and reveals a restless unhappiness,
but also a determination to persevere, to make the best of what
is.
Seamon registers and responds to her own experience as a
woman who left Bangladesh as an adult and started a family and
career in the United States. But these poems, ably and
resourcefully translated by her husband, Hassanal Abdullah, also
reach out to larger social issues, such as the world refugee crisis
and the tragic consequences of the war in Iraq. Usually the poetic
response to these public tragedies is either moral outrage, a fiery,
prophetic denunciation, or moral witness, an observant, vigilant
determination not to let the reality of human suffering fall into
the traps of ideological falsification. Seamon takes a third path
here, one of moral inclusion: of responding to public tragedy by
letting it all come in. Thus the importance to Seamon of ordinary
experienced, sought out by the poet not as a tough histone of the
real or a treasure trove of oddities but as an arena for including as
much as possible. Thus in the book’s second poem, Seamon,
though not precisely identifying herself as a postmodern poet,
identifies the difference between postmodernism and modernism
as being that postmodernism is messier and needs to be in order
to be more inclusive. Thus poetry can include “a homemade rice
cake/the flavor of tea/the mailbox.” Thus seamon’s poetry
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reaches out to the political by including radically specific aspects
of ordinary experience. But it is not the specificity but the
inclusiveness that matters.
And it is here that, despite her clear awareness and
understanding of postmodernism, I would not see Seamon herself
as a postmodern poet because rather than trivializing the
extremes of delight and pain by mixing them up with so much
data, she uses her moral inclusiveness to accentuate the intensity
with which her poetry renders pain and delight.
This can be seen in “A Dream to Destroy.” Here, the poet notices
the forces driving the world to destruction, which other poetic
perspectives might with to lament, to prevent, or to denounce.
This port instead wishes to get in on the act, to destroy it further,
no other because she shares the motives of those who would
destroy the world, but because there are moments when she, like
many of us, is so angry at the way things are going that imagining
total destruction is an act of raise that seems cleansing. Both the
graphic language used in this poem and the urge to total
destructive essay go beyond the traditional posture of moral
outrage which depend on a base of stability. This is not because
the poet loves the world less but because she loves it so much
more, loves it so much that they are moments when her despair
for it drives her into blinding, destruction enrage at what the
translation—using alliteration in place of the assurance in the
original Bengali, calls the “speechless, silent, and submerged
world.” Alliteration, so deeply embedded in the historical
consciousness of English verse, is an effective edifice here to
convey both the abandon into which the world has fallen and the
deep, residual caring for it the poet feels in spite of herself.
Similarly, “Human Race from the East’” describes the human
civilization of the past four millennia as an “abscess” that grows
more diseased the more it grows away from its Eastern origins.
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This is a world in which dreams do not come true. The poet
says that in her girlhood, she “dreamed of walking through/the
horizon on the field below the sky.” But the world’s atrocities—
the poem uses imagery from the marshes of Iraq—yield only a
“thin skyline” as the sole, limited realization of the vanished
dream. Analogously, in “My Desired Destination,” the hopes for
the new twenty-first century, the dreams of “an assimilating
circle” that would bridge life and death, turns out to be only
melancholy, far from euphoria.
In a book of this, full of pain and disappointment, the only hope
can be in the language and poetic posture. Naznin Seamon’s
moral inclusiveness makes impressive poetry out of her rendering
of the world’s pain. The poems are accompanied by abstract
collages by John Digby, which both spur the reader to address the
complex messages of the words and register some of the
virulence and disappointment conveyed by Naznin Seamon’s
poetry of bitter eloquence.

New York University, NY
Hollowness on the Horizon, by Naznin Seamon, Published by Joan Digby, Feral
Press, Long Island, 2016 Cover by John Digby. Translated from the Bengali by
Hassanal Abdullah.
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m¤úv`‡Ki Rvb©vj/Editor’s Journal
ˆmq` nK: †eu‡P _vK‡eb
K¨vwiweqvb Øx‡ci Kwe †W‡iK IqvjK‡Ui wek¦Rqx gnvKve¨ ÔIgvimÕ c‡o
G‡ZvUvB g‡R wM‡qwQjvg †h g‡b nw”Q‡jv evsjv fvlvi e‡ov Kweiv Ggb KvR
Ki‡Qb bv †K‡bv| BwZg‡a¨ ˆmq` kvgmyj nK 1993 mv‡j wbDBq‡K© †eov‡Z
G‡j Zvu‡K cÖkœ K‡i ewm, evOvjx Kweiv wK Ggb wKQy Ki‡eb e‡j fv‡eQb! wZwb
†Kv‡bv fwYZv QvovB mivmwi DËi w`‡jb, ZywgI †Zv Kwe, hw` g‡b K‡iv Ggb
wKQy Kiv `iKvi, Kv‡R †j‡M hvI| evmvq wdi‡Z wdi‡Z fvejvg, nK fvB‡Zv
wVKB e‡j‡Qb, AvwgI †Zv Kv‡R nvZ w`‡q †`L‡Z cvwi! Gi c‡ii Kvwnbx
Ab¨iKg| cieZ©x 12 eQi Avgvi †K‡UwQ‡jv Ôb¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q`Õ wjL‡Z|
2007 mv‡j Abb¨v cÖKvkbxi Kj¨v‡Y eBwU Av‡jvi gyL †`L‡j nK fvB‡KI
†gjvq GKKwc w`jvg| ejv hvq, GB eB wjL‡Z ˆmq` nK Avgv‡K Dm&‡K bv
w`‡j nq‡Zv KvRwU Avgvi KL‡bvB Kiv n‡Zv bv| wKš‘ Gi gv‡S mgqI Mwo‡q‡Q
A‡bK|
GK_vI mZ¨ †h cÂvk I lvU `k‡Ki Ab¨vb¨ Kwe †hgb, kvgmyi ivngvb, Avj
gvngy`, knx` Kv`ix, ûgvqyb AvRv`, iwdK AvRv` I wbg©‡j›`y ¸Y, Gu‡`i h‡ZvUv
mvwbœa¨ cvIqvi my‡hvM n‡q‡Q, ˆmq` n‡Ki A‡ZvUv KvQvKvwQ KL‡bvB Avm‡Z
cvwiwb| 2008 mv‡j Avgvi Abyev‡` Ôkã¸”QÕi we‡kl msL¨v Ô†cv‡qUm Ae
evsjv‡`kÕ †ei“‡j Avwg GK Kwc †`evi R‡b¨ ˆmq` n‡Ki ¸jkv‡bi evmvq hvB|
`v‡ivqvb bvg ï‡b A‡c¶v Ki‡Z e‡jb Ges wKQy¶‡Yi g‡a¨ wd‡i G‡m c_
†`wL‡q evB‡ii N‡i wb‡q hvb| w`‡bi †ejvqI ZLb AmsL¨ gkv Avgv‡K hš¿Yv
w`‡Z _v‡K| Avwg nvZ w`‡q h‡ZvUv cvwi mvgjv‡bvi †Póv Kwi| cÖvq `k wgwbU
c‡i ˆmq` nK Av‡mb Ges Zvui R‡b¨ wba©vwiZ †mvdvq e‡mb| Avwg cwÎKvwU Zvui
nv‡Z Zy‡j †`evi Avav wgwb‡Ui g‡a¨ wZwb e‡j I‡Vb, AvR Avgvi GKUy Zvov
Av‡Q| Avwg ewj, G‡Zv`~i †_‡K cwÎKvwU e‡q Avbjvg, Avcbvi KweZvi Abyev`
Ly‡jI †`L‡eb bv! wZwb cvZv Dëv‡Z Dëv‡Z ej‡jb, knx` Kv`ix‡K wb‡q
†Zvgiv GB mg‡qi Kweiv hv fv‡ev Avm‡j Zv wZwb bb| Avwg AevK n‡q Zvui
w`‡K ZvKvjvg| wZwb AveviI ej‡jb, Avgvi GKUy Zvov Av‡Q| Avwg nvZ w`‡q
gkv¸‡jv cybivq mwi‡q D‡V cojvg| g‡b g‡b fvejvg, knx` Kv`ix‡K wb‡q †h
MÖš’ Avwg iPbv K‡iwQ GB Acgvb ZviB cÖwZdjb| Z‡e wZwb wKQyUv n‡jI
†mŠRb¨Zv i¶v Ki‡jb, `iRv †cwi‡q mvgvb¨ †nu‡U Avm‡jb Avgvi mv‡_| wKš‘
Avwg wKQy GKUv wR‡Ám Ki‡Z †M‡j wZwb Avev‡iv Rvbv‡jb †h Zvui Zvov Av‡Q|
Avwg we`vq wb‡q †ewi‡q †Mjvg| Avgvi kix‡ii i³KYv UMeM K‡i dzU‡Z
jvM‡jv, KviY Avwg †Zv Gc‡q›U‡g›U K‡iB wM‡qwQjvg| Zvui Ggb AvPiY †g‡b
wb‡Z Kó nw”Q‡jv|

Shabdaguchha, Issue 71/72

ciw`b Avgvi wbDBq‡K© wd‡i Avmvi K_v| Gqvi‡cv‡U© †cŠu‡Q nv‡Z †h mgq
cvIqv †M‡jv †mUzKz Kv‡R jvMv‡bvi R‡b¨ B‡gj †PK Ki‡Z e‡m †Mjvg| †PvL‡K
wek¦vm Ki‡Z cviwQjvg bv ˆmq` n‡Ki †ek e‡ovm‡ov GKwU B‡gj evZ©v †c‡q|
wZwb Av‡Mi w`‡bi AvPi‡Yi R‡b¨ ¶gv †P‡q‡Qb, Ôkã¸”QÕi cÖksmv K‡i
cwÎKvwU wbqwgZ covi B”QvI †cvlY K‡i‡Qb| Avwg wbDBq‡K© wd‡i Zvu‡K
ab¨ev` Rvwb‡q DËi cvVvjvg| GB NUbvi wKQyw`b c‡i nK fvB‡qi †dvb †cjvg
jÛb †_‡K| wewfbœ wel‡q A‡bK¶Y K_v n‡jv Zvui mv‡_| wKš‘ Avwg eyS‡Z
cviwQjvg †h wZwb ZLbI wbwðZ n‡Z cv‡ibwb Avwg Zvui Kiv †mB Acgv‡bi K_v
fyj‡Z †c‡iwQ wKbv| eQiLv‡bK c‡i wZwb IqvwksUb wWwm‡Z G‡mwQ‡jb Ab¨
Kv‡R| †mLvb †_‡KI Avgv‡K †dvb Ki‡jb| cÖms½µ‡g Ôb¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q`Õ
covi AwfÁZvi K_v e‡j Avgv‡K Awfb›`bI Rvbv‡jb| †mB †_‡K nK fvB‡K
Avwg cÖvq wbqwgZ Ôkã¸”QÕ cvwV‡qwQ| gv‡S KL‡bv †c‡Z †`ix n‡j wZwb B‡gj
K‡i‡Qb| XvKvq KL‡bv Avgvi eB‡qi cÖKvkbv Drm‡e, KL‡bv Ôkã¸”QÕ cyi¯‹vi
cÖ`vb Abyôv‡b Dcw¯’Z †_‡K Avgv‡K m¤§vwbZ K‡i‡Qb wZwb| wKš‘ Zvui ¸jkv‡bi
evwo‡Z Avi KL‡bvB Avgvi hvIqv nqwb|
2.
ˆmq` kvgmyj nK evsjv‡`‡k me¨mvPx †jLK wn‡m‡e cwiwPZ| mvwn‡Z¨i cÖvq me
kvLvq wZwb wePiY K‡i‡Qb| GwU GKRb †jL‡Ki e‡ov gv‡ci AR©bB ejv hvq|
Z‡e gÂ bvU‡K †h DrKl© G‡m‡Q, wK¤^v wbR¯^ †h iƒc wb‡q P~ov ¯úk© K‡i‡Qb,
mvwn‡Z¨i Ab¨vb¨ kvLvq Zv wZwb Ki‡Z cv‡ibwb| cÖvqB Avgvi g‡b nq
evsjv‡`‡ki †jL‡Kiv Dcb¨v‡mi Avw½KwU AvR ch©š— ai‡Z cv‡ibwb| djZ,
nv‡Z †MvYv K‡qKwU wek¦gv‡ci Dcb¨vm, †hgb Ô†LvqvebvgvÕ, ÔcÖ‡`v‡l cÖvK…ZRbÕ
I ÔïfeªZ, Zvi m¤úwK©Z mymgvPviÕ BZ¨vw` Qvov mvZPwj−‡kvËi evsjv mvwn‡Z¨i
GB kvLvwU †ek `wi`ªB i‡q †M‡Q| ˆmq` n‡Ki Ô†Ljvivg †L‡j hvÕ cvV‡hvM¨
Dcb¨v‡mi ZvwjKvq D‡V Avm‡jI, e¨vwß I eyb‡b P~ov¯úk©x n‡q DV‡Z cv‡iwb|
Zvui wKQy KweZv, wKQy Mí Avgv‡`i Av‡›`vwjZ Ki‡e ZvI wVK, wKš‘ mgMÖ cv‡V
GKwU AZ…wß †_‡KB hv‡e e‡j aviYv Kwi| Z‡e evsjv bvU‡K wZwb †eu‡P _vK‡eb
Abš—Kvj, Zvui wbg©vY‰kjx wb‡q K_v ej‡e bZyb cÖRb¥|
3.
2016 m¤¢eZ nviv‡bvi w`K w`‡q †lvj Kjv c~Y© K‡i w`‡jv| iwdK AvRv`, knx`
Kv`ix I ˆmq` kvgmyj nK| Avgv‡`i ¯^vaxbZvi c‡¶i GB kw³kvjx KÉ¸‡jv
gvÎ KÕw`‡bi g‡a¨ S‡i †M‡jv| evsjv‡`‡ki R‡b¨ G GK Ac~iYxq ¶wZ|
—nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn
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Shabdanews:
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn †nvgvi †g‡Wj cyi¯‹v‡i f~wlZ
27 Ryb Px‡bi wmKzqvb cÖ‡`‡ki wjsk¨vb BMj MÖvÛ w_‡qUv‡i cÖvq 10 nvRvi †jv‡Ki
Dcw¯’wZ‡Z Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vnÕi nv‡Z Zz‡j †`qv n‡jv B‡qv‡ivwcqvb KweZv cyi¯‹vi
†nvgvi †g‡Wj| Gi Av‡M cyi¯‹vi KwgwUi mfvcwZ †cvj¨v‡Ûi Kwe I cÖKvkK WvwiDm †Uvgvm
jvweqWv nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn‡K GKRb kw³kvjx evsjv‡`kx Kwe wn‡m‡e cwiPq Kwi‡q †`b|
m‡½ m‡½ Zvu‡K Rywi †ev‡W©i AvRxeb m`m¨ wn‡m‡eI g‡bvbxZ Kivi K_v †NvlYv K‡ib| bZyb
avivi m‡bU I gnvKve¨ iPbvi †fZi w`‡q wek¦ KweZvq we‡kl Ae`v‡bi ¯^xK…wZ¯^iƒc Kwe‡K
G cyi¯‹vi †`qv nq| Abyôv‡b Px‡bi Kwe wRwW gvwRqv, c¨vwi‡m emevmiZ gi‡°vi Kwe
Rvjvj Gj nvK‡gvB I gvwK©b Kwe wej Iqv‡jK‡KI GKB cyi¯‹v‡i f~wlZ Kiv nq| Pxb
miKv‡ii Avgš¿‡Y mvZ w`be¨vcx wmé i“U KweZv Drm‡e †hvM w`‡Z Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn
IB gyn~‡Z© kxP¨vs kn‡i Ae¯’vb KiwQ‡jb| Drm‡e 22wU †`‡ki †gvU 29 Rb Avš—R©vwZK
Kwe‡K Avgš¿Y Kiv nq| cyi¯‹vi cÖvwßi ci Kwe Zuvi e³‡e¨ cyi¯‹vi KwgwU‡K ab¨ev` Rvbvb|
D‡j−L¨, kã¸”Q m¤úv`K Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn `xN©w`b a‡i hy³iv‡ó«i wbDBq‡K© wk¶KZv
K‡ib| 12wU Kve¨MÖš’mn mvwn‡Z¨i wewfbœ kvLvq Zvi cÖKvwkZ MÖš’msL¨v 36| wZwb cÖeZ©b
K‡i‡Qb Ô¯^Zš¿ m‡bUÕ Ges gvbyl I gnvwe‡k¦i PjgvbZv wb‡q wj‡L‡Qb gnvKve¨, Ôb¶Î I
gvby‡li cÖ”Q`Õ| Bs‡iwR, divwm, ¯ú¨vwbk, †cvwjk, †Kvwiqvb, Pxbv I wf‡qZbvgx fvlvq
Ab~w`Z n‡q‡Q Zvui KweZv| wÎ‡ki AwaK evOvjx Kwe‡K Bs‡iwR‡Z I we‡k¦i bvbv fvlvi
Kwe‡`i evsjvq Abyev` K‡i wZwb h_vµ‡g Ô†cv‡qUm Ae evsjv‡`kÕ I Ôwek¦ KweZvi K‡qK
QÎÕ bv‡gI `yÕwU MÖš’ cÖKvk K‡i‡Qb| m¤úv`bv K‡i‡Qb Ôwek kZ‡Ki evsjv KweZvÕi e„nr
m¼jb| 2016-i †deª“qvwii eB‡gjvq wkí-mvwn‡Z¨i †Qv‡Uv KvMR ÔAbyf~wZÕ cÖKvk K‡i‡Q
we‡kl nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn msL¨v|
js AvBj¨vÛ BDwbfvwm©wU‡Z KweZv co‡jb evOvjx Kwe `¤úwZ
evOvjx Kwe-`¤úwZ nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn I bvRbxb mxgb 29 b‡f¤^i, g½jevi, Avgwš¿Z Kwe
wn‡m‡e KweZv co‡jb Gj AvB BD †cv÷ bv‡g L¨vZ js AvBj¨vÛ wek¦we`¨vj‡qi †cv‡qwU«
†m›Uv‡i| cÖPÊ e„wó D‡c¶v K‡i Aa©kZvwaK QvÎ-QvÎx GB `yB evOvjx Kwei KweZv †kvbvi
R‡b¨ `ycy‡i R‡ov n‡qwQ‡jb wek¦we`¨vj‡qi wUjvm †m›Uv‡i| gyûg©yû KiZvwji gva¨‡g †cv‡qwU«
†m›Uv‡ii cwiPvjK I wek¦we`¨vj‡qi wµ‡qwUf ivBwUs wefv‡Mi cÖavb cÖ‡dmi †Rvb wWM‡e
Dfq‡KB cwiPq Kwi‡q †`b| wZwb e‡jb, `yÕR‡bB evsjv‡`‡k Rb¥ wb‡jI `xN©w`b a‡i emevm
Ki‡Qb wbDBq‡K©, †hLv‡b Zvuiv wk¶KZv †ckvq wbqwRZ| nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni bZyb avivi
¯^Zš¿ m‡bU I gnvKvk wb‡q iwPZ Zvui gnvKv‡e¨i K_v, Ges bvRbxb mxg‡bi m`¨ cÖKvwkZ
Abyev`MÖš’ Ôn‡jv‡bm Ab `¨v nivBRbÕ-Gi K_v D‡j−L K‡i wZwb e‡jb, Gu‡`i KweZv e¨vwßi
w`K w`‡q wewPÎ welq‡K ¯úk© K‡i‡Q Ges BwZg‡a¨B Guiv Avš—R©vwZK A½‡b h‡_ó cwiwPwZ
jvf K‡i‡Qb| cÖ_‡g KweZv c‡ob kã¸”Q m¤úv`K Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| wZwb Zvui
cÖKvwkZe¨ wØfvwlK cÖš’ Ô¯^Zš¿ m‡bU: G evBwj½yqvj GwWkbÕ †_‡K †ek K‡qKwU m‡bU
c‡ob| G ch©v‡q wZwb †cU«vK© I †k·cxqv‡ii m‡bU †_‡K Zvui iwPZ m‡bU wKfv‡e Avjv`v
ZviI eY©bv †`b| wZwb Zvui Ab¨ `ywU wØfvwlK Mªš’ ÔAvÛvi `¨v w_b †jqvim Ae jvBUÕ I Ô†eª_
Ae †e½jÕ †_‡KI †ek wKQy KweZv c‡ob| evsjvqI wZwb GKwU KweZv c‡o †kvbvb| wZwb
kã¸”Q Abyev` msL¨v †_‡K wb‡Ri Abyev‡` W. ûgvqyb AvRv‡`i KweZv ÔAvwg Lye †QvÆ wKQyi
R‡b¨Õ c‡o †kvbvb| 2004 mv‡j XvKvq W. AvRv`‡K AvµgY, evg©ybMÖv‡` wPwKrmv I c‡i
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Rvg©vwb‡Z nZ¨v BZ¨vw` BwZnvm Zy‡j a‡i wZwb e‡jb, ÒGB gnvb Kwe wKš‘ †QvÆ wKQyi R‡b¨
gviv hvbwb! gviv †M‡Qb †gŠjev‡`i wei“‡× jovB Ki‡Z Ki‡Z|Ó
Bs‡iRx Abyev‡` G‡K G‡K A‡bK¸‡jv KweZv c‡ob Kwe-MíKvi I Rb GWvgm
nvB¯‹y‡ji Bs‡iRx wefv‡Mi wk¶K bvRbxb mxgb| evsjv QvovI mivmwi Bs‡iRx‡Z †jLv †ek
K‡qKwU KweZvI c‡ob wZwb| evsjv‡`‡ki ¯^vaxbZv hy‡× 30 j¶ knx‡`i K_v D‡j−L K‡i
e‡jb, ÒAvwg evOvjx GUv Avgvi R‡b¨ M‡e©i! c„w_exi †hLv‡bB hvB bv †K‡bv evsjv‡`‡ki
cZvKv †`L‡j eyK f‡i I‡V|Ó we‡k¦i †`‡k †`‡k nZ¨v wbcxob I wbh©vZ‡biI wb›`v K‡ib
wZwb| cvV †k‡l cÖ‡dmi wWM‡e `yB Kwe‡K cvkvcvwk `vuo Kwi‡q Zvu‡`i KweZvi kãPqb,
welqe¯—y I we¯—…wZ wb‡q Av‡jvPbv K‡ib| wZwb ej‡jb, ÒZ‡e Guiv `yÕRbB wKš‘ bvixevw`|Ó
wZwb Kwe‡`i nv‡Z †cv‡qwU« †m›Uv‡ii c¶ †_‡K m¤§vbx Zy‡j †`b| me‡k‡l kã¸”Q cwÎKvi
†ek wKQy †mŠRb¨ Kwc QvÎQvÎx‡`i gv‡S wewj Kiv nq| D‡j−L¨ BwZc~‡e© 2013 mv‡jI js
AvBj¨vÛ BDwbfvwm©wU GB `yB Kwe‡K Avgš¿Y Rvwb‡qwQ‡jv|
wbDRvwm©‡Z n‡q †M‡jv ey×‡`e emyi 108Zg Rb¥w`‡bi Abyôvb
wbDRvwm©i wbD evb©mDB‡K 18 wW‡m¤^i, †iveevi, ÔAv¯’vÕi Av‡qvR‡b n‡q †M‡jv ey×‡`e emyi
Rb¥w`‡bi Abyôvb| weiƒc AvenvIqvi †fZ‡iI `~i `~ivš— †_‡K G‡mwQ‡jb AwZw_iv| wbDBqK©
†_‡K wM‡qwQ‡jb Kwe I kã¸”Q m¤úv`K nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| D‡Øvabx e³…Zvq wZwb AvaywbK
evsjv KweZvi c_‡iLv wbg©vY, Rxebvb‡›`i g‡Zv GKRb e‡ov Kwe‡K Avwe®‹vi, evsjv M‡`¨
mvejxjZv ˆZwi, KweZv cwÎKvi gva¨‡g Zi“Y‡`i‡K Drmvn †`qv, I Ô†h Avuavi Av‡jvi
AwaK' Kve¨MÖ‡š’ GKwU AbyKiYxq fvlv m„wói †fZi w`‡q ey×‡`e emy evsjv KweZvq †h
wekvjZg Ae`vb †i‡L‡Qb †mBme ¯§iY Kwi‡q w`‡q Av‡qvRK‡`i ab¨ev` Rvbvb| wZwb Zvui
wbe©vwPZ KweZv †_‡K †ek K‡qKwU KweZv c‡o †kvbvb| Gici G‡K G‡K ¯§„wZPviY, ey×‡`e
emyi KweZv †_‡K cvV I m½x‡Zi cmiv mvwR‡q e‡mb ÔAv¯’vÕi m`m¨iv| Ask †bb AwgZvf
†mb¸ß, gvngy`v Avwgb Bivbx, †mvgv bvmixb, †g‡ni wbMvi, †gvm‡jg Avn‡g`, †MŠZg
P¨vUvwR©, ARvš—v wmwÏKx, gvRnvi“j Bmjvg cjvk I mvweŸi ingvb cÖgyL| GB Av‡qvR‡bi
Av‡iKwU Ask wQ‡jv m`¨ cÖqvZ ey×‡`e emyi †`ŠwnÎ †Mv‡Mv‡K ¯§iY| ¯§„wZPvi‡Y A‡b‡Ki
†Pv‡LB Rj †b‡g Av‡m| bvbv ¸‡Y ¸Yvwš^Z GB gvbylwUi G‡Zv ZvovZvwo P‡j hvIqv †h‡bv
†KDB †g‡b wb‡Z cv‡ibwb, e³v‡`i K_vq ZviB cÖwZaŸwb †kvbv hvq| `ycyi †_‡K mÜ¨v ch©š—
GB AbyôvbwU Dc¯’vcb K‡ib Kwe I bvU¨wkíx dvi“K AvRg| wZwb ey×‡`e emyi KweZv
†_‡KI PgrKvi Ave„wË K‡ib| ˆbk¨ †fv‡Ri Av‡qvRb K‡ib gvngy`v Avwgb Bivbx|
weRq w`em I bvRbxb mxg‡bi Rb¥w`‡bi Abyôvb
17 wW‡m¤^i, kwbevi, DW‡n‡f‡b kã¸”Q cwÎKv Awd‡m weRq w`e‡mi Abyôvb I Kwe bvRbxb
mxg‡bi Rb¥w`b cvjb Kiv nq| Abyôv‡b cÖavb AwZw_ wQ‡jb cÖexY mvsevw`K I Aaybvjyß
mvßvwnK cÖevmx m¤úv`K ˆmq` †gvn¤§v` Dj−vn| weR‡qi gv‡n›`ª¶‡Y Rb¥ †bqv GB Kwe‡K
wZwb Awfb›`b Rvbvb| wZwb Zvui e³‡e¨ gyw³hy× Rv`yN‡ii R‡b¨ Av‡iv m¤cÖmvwiZ RvqMv
wba©viY K‡í miKv‡ii cÖwZ AvnŸvb Rvbvb| Abyôv‡b Ab¨vb¨‡`i g‡a¨ e³e¨ iv‡Lb bvRgyj
Kvw`i, c~Y© gyLvR©x I nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn| KweZv c‡o †kvbvb bvRbxb mxgb I Avbywmi
ingvb Acy| c‡i `xN©¶Y iex›`ªm½xZ †kvbvb kwd †PŠayix, wgwb Kvw`i I †gŠMÜv AvPvh©|
D‡j−L¨ Kwe bvRbxb mxg‡bi cÖKvwkZ MÖš’msL¨v Qq| 2016 mv‡j Bs‡iRx Abyev‡` Zvui
KweZvi eB cÖKvk K‡i‡Q gvwK©b cÖKvkbv ms¯’v †dij †cÖm| wZwb wbDBqK© wmwU nvB¯‹y‡ji
Bs‡iRx mvwn‡Z¨i wk¶K wn‡m‡e Kg©iZ I ¯’vbxq NvZK `vjvj wbg©~j KwgwUi mn-mfvcwZ|

Shabdaguchha

Letters to the Editor:
See if you can now grab the most wanted prize of all prizes, the
million dollar Nobel. It's not very far from Bangladesh! When in
Sweden, I told the Nobel Committee, not to trouble the writers who
crossed 70 years of their life without it. So in other words, I
withdrew myself from the race.
Now it is your turn. You are around 50 and have some well
translated works published around the globe. Upon receiving the
award, you can think of appointing some European agent to deal
with it. Tagore got it in 1913 when he was 52 and received the crest
and delivered his historic Nobel speech 8 years later in 1921 when
he could comfortably visit Stockholm. Follow the Tagore's way.
Congratulations!
Nirmalendu Goon, Dhaka
May 24, 2016

Dear Sir, Thanks for sending me a copy of the Jan-June 2016 issue of
Shabdaguchha which I received a few hours ago. I shall send my
latest book of poems 'The Fox Land and Selected Poems' which may
come out in September. Once again I am taking the opportunity to
submit my poems for the next issue of your esteemed journal. I
shall be grateful if they are selected. Thanks and regards,
Bishnupada Ray, Kolkata
August 17, 2016

Shabdaguchha finally landed in Greece. I've found many interesting
poems inside this volume and thinking about translating them in the
next year issues of "KL" (depends on time, which is not dilatable,
sadly). I'm also thinking about an anthology of poets published in
my quarterly, though it's a future song (but beautiful, don't you
think?).
Tomasz Marek Sobieraj, Greece
August 18, 2016
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Gregory [Gregory Rabassa] was one of a kind, a great translator and
a great man. His heart was so large, it encompassed large segments
of humanity. He valued friendship, and he was friends with some of
the greatest writers of Latin America. I am privileged that he
considered me to be one of his friends. I'm deeply moved by the
memory of the many times we met for work and play, for the times
we shared in Sicily, the lunches at the Russian Samovar, and events
in East Hampton.
Stanley H. Barkan, New York
June 19, 2016

Terrific! "As man sows, so shall he reap. In works of fiction, such
men are sometimes converted. More often, in real life, they do not
change their natures until they are converted into dust."—Charles
W. Chesnutt
Your passion and dedication are remarkable. You totally deserve to
reap the fruits now. Extremely happy for you and wish you the best.

Shabdaguchha

kª‡×q cÖvYwcÖq Kwe g‡nv`q, Avwg kZ †Póv K‡iI Avcbv‡K †d«Ê wi‡Kv‡q÷ cvVv‡Z e¨_©
nw”Q| Avgvi †dBmey‡Ki m¤§vwbZ eÜz hy³ivó« cÖevmx kª‡×q nvmvb Avjx mv‡n‡ei
AvBwW‡Z cÖ`kb©K…Z †cv÷ †_‡K Avcbvi wel‡q †R‡bwQ| Avcwb wek¦L¨vZ Kwe, Avcbvi
wel‡q Rvb‡Z †c‡i ¯^vfvweK fv‡e Avcbvi cÖwZ kª×v‡eva Rv‡M| Avwg AwZ¶y`ª bMY¨
GKwU KweZv Avcbvi Rb¨ wj‡LwQ Ges Zv Avgvi AvBwW‡Z cÖKvk KiwQ| Kvgbv Kwi,
GB ¶z‡`ªi fyj-Î“wU ¶gv Ki‡eb|
hy³ivó«evmx, †`kgvZvi eximš—vb,
wek¦ mvwnZ¨ RM‡Zi D¾¡j iwe,
kª‡×q wcÖq nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn,
¸Yx-Ávbx, wek¦L¨vZ Kwe| wPi `wi`ª `ytLx
Amnv‡qi cigeÜy, gnvbyfeZvi D¾¡j `„óvš—,
b¨v‡qi cÖZxK, †cÖiYv`vqK, Ag„Z Zvui gnvb evYx,
ü`‡q Zvui evsjv‡`k, †`k‡cÖwgK|
g‡bvgy»Ki Ag„Z Q‡›`i KvwiMi,
gnvcÖvY, BwZnv‡mi Rxeš— wKse`š—x,
†`k RvwZ wek¦gvb‡ei cÖwZ eû Ae`vb,
cÖvYwcÖq Kwe webgª kª×v †Zvgvi cÖwZ|
Zv‡ni Avn‡g` ivRy, XvKv

Naznin Seamon, New York

18 RyjvB, 2016

May 25, 2016

evsjv bZyb avivi m‡b‡Ui cÖeZ©K wbDBqK©evmx Kwe I ¸YxRb nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn|
†dmeyK †hvMm~Î b‡f¤^i 2012| wØfvwlK KweZv cwÎKv kã¸”Q-Gi Zy‡Lvo m¤úv`K|
Zvui cÖwZwU m„wói cvVgy» Avwg| wZwb Ghver †`k we‡`‡k Kzwo‡q‡Qb A‡bK m¤§vb|
Avgvi wcÖq gvbyl, wcÖq Kwe‡`i ZvwjKvq wZwb GKRb | Kwe Avcwb †hLv‡b _vKzb my¯’
_vKzb| mvwnZ¨vKv‡k D¾¡j b¶Î n‡q †eu‡P _vKzb nvRvi eQi a‡i |

Rbve nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn I bvRbxb mxgb Avcbv‡`i cÖwZ Aby‡iva evsjv‡`k mn we‡k¦i
cÖavb mgm¨v nj `vwi`ª `~ixKiY, mš¿vm `gb| Gme wel‡q KweZv wj‡L Av‡gwiKvi,
evsjv‡`‡ki I we‡k¦i gvbyl‡K RvMÖZ K‡i GBme mgm¨vi mgvavb m¤¢e| 1913 mv‡j
evsjvi Kwe iex›`ªbv_ VvKzi evsjvq KweZv wj‡L †bv‡ej cyi¯‹vi jvf K‡ib| Avgvi
wek¦vm we‡k¦i eZ©gvb mgm¨vi mgvavb wb‡q KweZv wjL‡j AvcbvivI K…ZKvh© n‡eb| ïf
Kvgbv iB‡jv|

Avwidzj Bmjvg, XvKv

nvmvb Avjx, wbDBqK©

10 †m‡Þ¤^i, 2016

31 AvMó, 2016

Kwe‡K nviv‡bvi †e`bv †h Avcbvi Rb¨ K‡ZvLvwb Zv Avwg eywS| Avcwb KZ eQi Qvqvi
g‡Zv cv‡k wQ‡jb| G‡Zv AvcbR‡bi †P‡qI e‡ov AvcbRb| Avcbvi KweZvq †mB `ytL
dy‡U D‡V‡Q my›`i fv‡e| GKeQi Av‡M Avcwb Avwg c~iex emy (gvmx), †R¨vwZcÖKvk `Ë
(†g‡mv) Avi b~n Dj Avjg †jwbb fvB wg‡j wM‡qwQjvg Zuv‡K [knx` Kv`ix] Rb¥w`‡bi
Awfb›`b Rvbv‡Z| AvR wZwb gnvKv‡ji Ask|

Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn m¤úvw`Z kã¸”Q (wbDBqK© I XvKv †_‡K cÖKvwkZ) cwÎKvi
Rvby-Ryb, 2016 Ges Kwe iwb AwaKvix m¤úvw`Z Abyf~wZ (XvKv, evsjv‡`k †_‡K
cÖKvwkZ) cwÎKvi KweZvq Rv`yev¯—eZv msL¨vi †mŠRb¨/†jLK Kwc evsjv‡`k †_‡K
KweeÜy iwb AwaKvix G‡b‡Qb Avgvi Rb¨| cwÎKv `yÕwU nv‡Z †c‡q Lye fvj jvM‡Q|
ivûj ivq‡PŠa~ix, KjKvZv

kvnve Avn‡g`, †d¬vwiWv

10 †m‡Þ¤^i, 2016

30 AvMó, 2016
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iex›`ªbv_‡KI wPb‡Z A‡bK mgq wb‡qwQj evOvwj cvV‡Kiv| ...†`‡L ï‡b g‡b n‡”Q
¯^xK…wZi †¶‡Î iex›`ª `kvB NU‡Z hv‡”Q Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni|
†ejvj †eM, wbDBqK©

3 †m‡Þ¤^i, 2016

hviv iv¯—vq nvu‡U, wKš‘ iv¯—vi hZœ K‡i bv, iv¯—vi bvg Rv‡b bv, †Kv_vq KqUv evuK Zv g‡b
iv‡L bv; Zv‡`i gZ Kwe‡`i n‡j P‡j bv| Kwe-†jLK‡`i‡K Aek¨B n‡Z n‡e webgª
kª×vq AebZ Ges mvnmx| hviv b¨v‡qi cÖwZ kª×v Ges Ab¨v‡qi cÖwZ mvnmx cÖwZev` Quy‡o
†`‡e e‡j Avwg g‡b Kwi| †h Kvi‡Y kv`v‡K kv`v; Kv‡jv‡K Kv‡jv-B ewj| Avi ZviB
m~Î a‡i Avcbv‡K-kã¸”Q‡K wb‡q Avgvi mvgvb¨ cÖqvm wQ‡jv †mB †jLvwU [ˆ`wbK
†fv‡ii KvMR mvgwqKx‡Z]| Avkv Kwi mKj fv‡jvi cv‡k Av‡jvi gkvj nv‡Z ˆZwi
_vK‡eb wbiš—i...|
†gvwgb †g‡n`x, XvKv
10 AvMó, 2016

Awfb›`b Kwe! wek¦ KweZvq Avcbvi µgvMZ AskMÖnY evsjv fvlvi gh©v`v‡K D”Pvm‡b
cÖwZwôZ K‡i P‡j‡Q| nq‡Zv evsjv‡`‡kiI| evsjv KweZvi Rq †nvK evsjvi wb‡ew`Z
GB Kwei Afxáv I Avb‡›`|
L‡›`vKvi Lmi“ cvi‡fR, h‡kvi
14 Ryb, 2016

Awfb›`b, Avcbvi AR©b Avgv‡`i gvZ…f~wg‡K AveviI wek¦ `iev‡i Zy‡j ai‡e|
kvnve Avn‡g`, †d¬vwiWv
16 Ryb, 2016

Awfb›`b| Avgv‡`i †`‡k wKš‘ cÖwZfvi K`i †bB| mewKQy bó‡`i `L‡j| cÖwZUv
gš¿Yvj‡q mvc Avi ïK‡ii DrcvZ| welev‡®ú `~wlZ n‡”Q †`‡ki cwi‡ek, cÖwZK~j|
Ab¨w`‡K, wkí mvwnZ¨ ms¯‹…wZ I †`‡ki cweÎZv bó n‡”Q cÖwZwbqZ| Avgiv eo KwVb
mg‡qi g‡a¨ hvw”Q| GB KK©k KwVb mgq †f‡O, nZvkv weov¤^bv †f‡O Avcwb Avgv‡`i
GKUv mymsev` Rvbv‡jb| Avcwb Avgv‡`i †`‡ki GK D¾¡j b¶Î| ïfKvgbv|

Shabdaguchha

Bs‡iwR evsjvi wØfvwlK KweZvcwÎKv kã¸”Q cÖ_g †Pv‡L co‡ZB †h fwel¨r evYx
K‡iwQjvg, GLb †`wL Zv wbqwgZB N‡U P‡j‡Q| G Kwe `¤úwZ kã¸”Q m¤úv`K
nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn Ges Zvui Rxebm½x Kwe bvRbxb mxgb evsjv KweZvi wek¦cwiP‡qi
cwimi wbijmfv‡e µvgvMZ m¤cÖmviY K‡i P‡j‡Qb| Zvu‡`i D‡Ï‡k¨ Rvbvjvg
Rqevsjv|
†ejvj †eM, wbDBqK©

30 A‡±vei, 2016

evsjv KweZvi wek¦vq‡b nvmvbAvj Avãyjv− ni cÖqvm cÖksmbxq|
wd‡ivR Avkivd, XvKv
A‡±vei 9, 2016

Kwe `v, `ywbqvi me myMwÜ hw` GKUv K¨vwb÷v‡i AvU‡K †i‡L Me© Kiv nq †h, Avwg
myMwÜi weivU Avor`vi, e¨vcviUv †Kgb n‡e ejyb? m¤¢eZ me¸‡jv myMwÜi gwjKzj
GKwÎZ n‡q wewPÎ `~M‡© Üi AviK ˆZwi n‡e| Avgv‡`i A‡b‡Ki cÖv‡Yi kni, XvKvi
Ae¯’v A‡bKUv †miK‡gi| PvKixi myev‡` A‡bKw`b XvKvq emev‡mi my‡hvM n‡qwQj,
wQjvg wewfbœ GjvKvq wKš‘ Avgvi Kv‡Q kniUv‡K eiveiB Lye Amy¯’ g‡b n‡q‡Q Ges
†mB Amy¯’Zv ejv P‡j `~iv‡ivM¨| cwi”Qbœ XvKv †c‡Z cÖ‡qvRb ivó«xq e¨e¯’vi mviv
†`ke¨vcx mylg eÈb| GKgvÎ GUvi w`‡K gb w`‡jB cvIqv hv‡e GKUv cwi”Qbœ †`k I
Zvi ivRavbx| GLb †hUv, †h †PnvivUv Avgiv g~jZ †`wL Zv nj IB Acyó wkïi g‡Zv,
hvi gv_vUv wekvj! wKš‘ nvZ cv Mjvmn Ab¨vb¨ A½-cÖZ¨½ A¯^vfvweK iK‡gi! ¶gZv I
bvMwiK my‡hvM-myweavi we‡K›`ªxKiY bvB e‡j XvKvi Dci evowZ RbmsL¨vi Pvc evo‡Q
Ges AvMvgx‡Z Av‡iv evo‡e| d‡j Avcwb Avwg nvRvi †Póv Pvjv‡jI cwi”QbœZv wdwi‡q
Avbv m¤¢e bq| weMZ me miKv‡ii mevB †KD XvKv‡K wZ‡jvËgv †KD my›`ix K‡i M‡o
Zzjevi wewfbœ D‡`¨vM wb‡qwQj wKš‘ Zvi djvdj hv n‡q‡Q, `„k¨gvb XvKv m¤¢eZ Zvi
ev¯—e cÖgvY| XvKvi Avkcv‡ki b`x¸‡jvi `kv m¤¢eZ XvKvi ev¯—eZvi me‡P‡q eo
†¯‹j| GLb GKUv my¯’ avivi miKvi ¶gZvq, †`Lv hvK Zviv welqUv eyS‡Z cv‡i wK
bv|
Gm‡K Kvgi“j nvmvb, h‡kvi
4 wW‡m¤^i, 2016

iwb AwaKvix, XvKv
3 Ryb, 2016
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2017 eB‡gjvq

Abyf~wZ

Kwe I eûgvwÎK †jLK

nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn'i

m¤úv`K: iwb AwaKvix

1. b¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q` (gnvKve¨ \ 2q ms¯‹iY),
Abb¨v
2. knx` Kv`ix: mg‡qi m¤úbœ ¯^i (Rxebx \ 2q ms¯‹iY),
wefvm
3. ¯^Zš¿ m‡bU: G evBwj½yqvj GwWkb (Abyev`), †dij
†cÖm I µm-KvjPvivj KwgDwb‡KkÝ, wbDBqK©

wkí mvwn‡Z¨i GB ˆÎgvwmK
cwÎKvwUi cÖKvk K‡i‡Q

eB

nvmvbAvj Avãyjv− n msL¨v

(hy³ivóª †_‡K cÖKvwkZ GB Abyev` MÖšw’ U †Kej kã¸”Q wjUjg¨vMG cvIqv hv‡”Q|)

4. QovQwo (Qovm¼jb), mvDÛevsjv
5. Abyf~wZ, nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn msL¨v, 2q ms¯‹iY,
m¤úv`K: iwb AwaKvix|

Avcbvi KwcwU msMÖn Ki“b!

gy‡Vv‡dvb: 01712-024655
roni_adhikari@yahoo.com

2017-i eB‡gjvq G‡m‡Q
wØZxq ms¯‹iY

gvbyl I gnvwe‡k¦i PjgvbZv wb‡q
weÁv‡bi Av‡jv‡K

A bilingual collection of the
Selected Poems of
Dr. Humayun Azad (1947-2004)

Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn

Trasalated by
Hassanal Abdullah
Edited by
Stanley H. Barkan

iwPZ

gnvKve¨

Publisher: Bivas

b¶Î I gvby‡li cÖ”Q`

ISBN 984-70343-0168-7
$15.00

2017 eB‡gjvq cÖKvwkZ n‡”Q
wØZxq ms¯‹iY

Please order your copy from
amazon.com
cÖ_g cÖKvk 2007

kã¸”Q my`„k¨, mycvV¨, mym¤úvw`Z
—wkebvivqY ivq
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cÖ”Q`: aª“e Gl
c„ôv: 304

nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vn evsjvi f~wgR
GK bZzb kw³|
—†R¨vwZg©q `Ë

cÖKvkK: Abb¨v
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Naznin Seamon’s
new book of poetry
Hollowness on the Horizon
Translated from the Bengali
by Hassanal Abdullah

Published by
Feral Press
Oyster Bay, NY
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Rafiq Azad
(1943 - 2016)
YOU: TWENTY YEARS BEFORE AND NOW

You used to misuse the language terribly. You had a
suburban accent, and you mispronounced many words. You
used to say "Prothom Chudhuri" instead of "Promotho
Chudhuri," and "expat" while you meant "expert." Your
personal life was occupied with so many chilly mistakes like
this. But at that time, so many years ago, in the beginning of
our teenage years, I happened to love it very much.

Collages: John Digby
www.pp-pub.com

Collect Your Copy!

gnvc„w_ex
k¤¢y iw¶Z m¤úvw`Z ˆÎgvwmK GB KweZvi
KvMRwU cÖKvwkZ n‡”Q 42 eQi a‡i
KweZv cvVv‡bvi wVKvbv:
Mahaprithivi
Birinchiberia, Purba Sreekrishnapur,
Purba Midnapore 721635, W. B., INDIA

iex›`ªbv_‡KI wPb‡Z A‡bK mgq wb‡qwQj evOvwj cvV‡Kiv|
...†`‡L ï‡b g‡b n‡”Q ¯^xK…wZi †¶‡Î iex›`ª `kvB NU‡Z
hv‡”Q Kwe nvmvbAvj Avãyj−vni|

You used to mix both elegant and colloquial forms of the
language in your exams. You were very absent minded in the
use of language. You were a shy and face-downunapproachable girl. "Sudden" was the word you used for
"saddened." I rather fell in love with the misplacing and
mispronouncing of words in your speech.
I heard your public address after twenty years. The topic:
Freedom of Women. It was so neat and so accurate in
pronouncing words that I simultaneously became surprised
and saddened!
A knot in my heart was silently cleared up after twenty
years.

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah

—†ejvj †eM
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Shaheed Quaderi

Shabdaguchha
Shabdaguchha
Double Issue

July - December 2017

$5

Contributors

(1942 – 2016)
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THE SHINING PROSTITUTES

In some secret corners of the city, the sickening roses of love—
cool, black, amid the aroma of dirt,
the sleepless, distracted nymphs of a virgin garden,
You, my dearest night-sun,
are the sudden stimulation of ruthless men.
When every street is blocked,
doors of relatives and restaurants are closed,
illuminating the horizon you wave your flags—your only blouse.
The unusual attraction vibrates like a morning call.
In the dank house of prayer, you unfold your jainamaj,
the dry quilt, the bed, and the happiness of woolen warmth.
Bring back teenaged pleasure through hugs and kisses,
people, distorted, deprived, broken limbs,
and the ones who have lost parental love—
fighting for their pungent existence in muddy water and storm,
are tenderly nursed by your dying breasts.
For moments, I, too, am the tacky king of this false paradise.
Nothing is worthy as what you offer for just a little change.
You are the shining bride of unhealthy time,
spread the scent of life to the vagabonds.
To me, ethics has no worth
but to praise you from the bottom of my heart.
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