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As You Walk in my Thought

As you walk in my thought

The river, water and coast become silent
Who knew and when

Thoughts could go so turbulent!

As I gave a glance at you

Land and rebellion got flooded
Who knew and when

So much excess of aqua at my sight.

As I confessed to you

Everywhere broke out war and riot
Who knew and when

Deluge of word is costlier than faith.

As I touched you

Home and temple caught fire
Who knew and when

So much flames in the finger?

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Eraser

The longest shadow while decaying bit by bit

Hang down from the worn-out cornice in the long run.
My brown-colored sorrows

Open their mourning of the past

In the smell of sun with their hands and feet relaxed.
Sadness of afternoon retired as you approached.

The dead poem got back life at your touch.

Across the long-lived life of decayed age

I could reach the home of immortality.

Maybe none is aware, but I know for sure

Just a drop of your mercy is an adept eraser

Able to wipe out all sorrows of my life.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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My Bath

O fog,

Lie down on the wall of washroom.

O dew,

Come, I would mix you with the water of bath.
O green,

Go on weaving touches in your own whims.

O life,

Warmth wants to touch and take you over.

Not declaring the end of

Longing, desires and wishes,

Let the middle-class moonlights

Bring out their pale faces!

Meanwhile I would rather finish my
Joyous bath In the waters soaked in stars.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Stopover

I told you to send a sky by airmail. Like a bird’s beak I
pecked at life and stored some rhymes on it. Some straw-
souls afloat, some handsome longings, some part-time
agonies, and a bunch of decaying dissents. Alas! Nothing
did we miss in arranging this household of ours. I thought, I
would re-arrange our entire household as soon as I win the
sky. Alas, O my wretched household! Full of soul and soil.
Full of shadows and fungus. Does such living together
interwoven with each other mean living like a parasite?
Didn’t you notice the joy of dependence or the faith of
reliance at all? Then listen, it's not fair to think that you
cannot go ahead, or the desired platform will never appear,
if a train stops halfway on its journey.

Have you forgotten that before reaching the final
destination, there are often some stopovers in any journey?

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Tender for Buying an Afternoon

I shall sell the sleepless nights in the market of fireflies.
Long I have cherished the desire to buy an afternoon
stretched from the Bay of Bengal to the Himalayan peaks.
Angling at the bosom of that afternoon

surrounded with sun-drenched deodars and green Olives

I shall catch golden caress and resonance of your past touch.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Theory of Absorption

Woman,

The guy who throws an arrow

Targeting at your tearful eyes in sarcasm,

Ask him the summary of the theory of absorption
Ask him the style-craft of writing the book of life
Ask him the first lesson of resilience.

In fact, he knows nothing whatsoever,

Nothing at all.

Surely he does not know that

A prehistoric sword glistens

In each drop of tear.

A spark of cosmic fire glitters

Behind each smile.

At least let him know that

The guy who lives on consuming a woman

Before his birth and death,

If he does not become true human

He deserves maximum mercy or disregard.

O the ignoble man, at least become

Worthy of drawing genuine hatred from a woman.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Works of Sunrays

Dithering has taken over the entire homestead. Kiln of
suspicion is ablaze without wavering. Wood of conflict
supplies fuel. Someone seems to hang time, not so bright.
Flute of disbelief at the tune of words falls down like the
false pearls and smiles. Days and nights pass along with
illness and mourning, accompanied by our dying love.

Despite all these pale seasons sunrays beam like virgin gold.
Like the creepers of gourd spread the wishes with no
reason. They read the works of sunrays leaning against the
back of Kingfishers.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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I Call it Disregard

There is a white ant called disregard
Who eats up the heart blameless
Separation blossoms engulfing excuses
Love prostrates under the tree careless.

Not a cuckoo, rather I wear the habit of a crow,

I survive everyday with hatred between my lips.
After you fly afar sucking the honey of wedlock

Again I bring in order the courtyard you've left.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Autumn sky and a cup of tea

Soon after painting a kiss on the circumference

The sun-burnt coppery love glittered brilliantly.
Smokes went on writing the epitaph of living silently.
Old poems with drops of sweats quietly plant seeds

In abortive gardens. Former Mona Lisas keep hanging
From the salt-laden walls of our hearts.

We love clever words for advertisements and marketing.
Yet all these mistakes bring about silent happiness,
Romantic environment and thrills of Kash-contact.
Really, if we get a garden of Kash flowers, we can

Also weave one after another the pillows of happiness
Combining all threads of memory stored in the corners
Of this geometrical life. Then we would pass all our
Household life-oil-soaked and worn-out-on some
White colored common carpet spread on the floor.

Can someone lend me a sky of autumn? If so,

I shall stitch all torn clouds with my little needle
Knitting a mature embroidered quilt of wedding.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Inevitable Fiery Death

Smells of gunpower floating in the mind,
Soul rotten inside aromatic body,

Soiled fall of conscience.

In a bid to taste the fruits of blood

Wild flies try to suck human essence of brain.

Time the killer halts abruptly.

In the intangible cultivation of self conquering
Groaning becomes the melody of midnight.

In the tricks of sadness

Nights cry out like the hairless dogs with scars.

Yet in the inevitability of some alphabet

And craziness of some languages

Morning wakes up in the bosom of an injured night,
Red china-rose grows inside stomach.

Someone fastens desperate wings on the back of words,
Wind sings out the song of flight jerking off horror
Who would check then its fiery death?

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Love is Nothing as a Matter of Fact

Love is nothing as a matter of fact.

At dead of night when your slumber is broken

You gaze at the loving face of the child without reason,
As if in an assurance of safety for happiness!

Love is nothing, as a matter of fact.

You hide the umbrella of your husband ready for his office
When it’s raining cats and dogs everywhere,

Utter ‘O! when would you learn to eat like a good boy’
while wiping the corner of his eyes in breakfast table,
Although there sticks nothing in his lips

Apart from some streaks of caring affection.

Love! It's nothing at all.

You burn your hand again and again and taste salt instead.
You search out endless agile time

On the map of contented face of the beloved one.

Love! It's nothing at all.

Love is some small coins stored in an empty milk container
Resembling little love and affection and

Eternal surprise is awake all of a sudden.

Love is nothing at all.

It’s just fastening a bell to the neck of a middle-aged noon;
Sprinkling water of waiting to sleepy eyes;

Looking the sky through northern window

You know quite well

His college closes exactly at three PM.

Surely love is nothing at all.

If you weave the sky with the earth in an autumn evening
Clouds suffer from the sorrows of separation.

Yet the request of the eyes in huff and pique

Start translating the scarf of water.

Love! That’s nothing, nothing at all.
Really, it's nothing .

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Let the Morning be Bright for You

The same sky the same sun we share every day

The same earth the same air and this pleasant mind.

The sun never tells you to take light in less quantity.

Did the earth ever love with complex calculation?
Moonlight burns in all houses of workers and employers.
Has the moon taken unfair share by hook and crook?
God has created humans with similar noses and faces
Who are you to create a balloon of discrimination?

Blood of all of us under white and black skin is red

This superficial discrimination also eats up all the times.
Those who make history and civilization by your toil and
Sweats, let all the mornings burn vivid for you on this earth.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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Load

Sheltered by a handloom

The gaudy yarn of parasite becomes good-looking.
Then in an auspicious moment

The creation goes to a love-tryst leaving behind the creator.
Moving from one bare hand to another on this earth
Creation itself is bereft of its track.

At day-end there prostrates in the forlorn home

The heart-rending reverberation of the weaving loom.
The more the loom is thoughtful ,

the more the yarn hits back,

The more the flickering of smiles is woven in void.

The colored loom-sari thinks, the loom is too novice;
That the loom is easily deceived.

At day-end it returns to count the amount of deception.
Tell me, who is shouldering the load of deception?

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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As the Spring Came to Mortuary

All our days grow old before our eyes. Mid-days place their
hand on afternoon limping. When the dusk swims with red-
ochre water, the evening starts writing couplets regularly
under a light-tree. The song-owner is unaware of the girl
looking for him keenly. A black sari is woven with no fold at
night. The girl also does not know that the song-owner
leaves behind some tune for her in the anchal of that sari.
An old tree mixes some jingling of faded leaves to that
music. Look! The dwelling home of the city of heart heaves
and swings over and over again. Emotion breaks in ripples.
Adamant waves of love find outlets in the ecstasy of
words...

Waves dashing against the shore
Waves dashing against the shore
Waves dashing against the shore

Then there passed the time eternal. In the mortuary the
song-owner killed in accident keeps his eyes on the eyes of
the girl. Smiling a little the girl also catches his hand. ‘Failed
Lover’s suicide in poison’-the headline of newspapers.
Urban civilization gets excited seeing it while sipping tea.
The song-owner paints his icy kiss on the blue lips of the girl
and makes the death warm as well. Dead mist shakes off all
sadness and laughs loudly. The old tree is amazed to see a
wild jasmine-green and magical-blooming under its
shadow.

That is for the first that a saint ever came to a mortuary.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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A Painter and a Bangladesh

A sleepless dreadful night, at every step
Frequented by the danger of wild beasts.

Song of death, dying poetry with no punctuation.
Some heap of garbage like failure

And some wounded birds -

You took them all in utmost affection.

You walked in slow but steady steps

And stopped suddenly before a barren canvas.
At the magic contact of your fingers

The canvas got covered with endless

Green in repeated swings.

Like a skillful artist you added sea,

River, forest, bushes, courtyard, small huts,
Fields, platforms and assured household.

As soon as coating of blue was given

The pale sky got back its unique color.

The dreadful night ignited amazing fireflies of light.
Dead music enriched with innovated tune.
Injured poems got back a tune of a new sun.
Wounded poems were blessed with fresh youth
And wore a new look with slogans of protests.
You fastened free feathers at the wings of a birds
With broken wings. Your fingers also went on
Painting granaries full of harvests, shepherd’s
Flute, boatmen, white shapla... and what not!
Close to the sky the painter drew a red-green
Sun and wrote on it a name-Bangladesh.

(Translated by Mohammad Nurul Huda)
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An Episode of Stealing a Heart

If you want-

I'll have Einstein write

one hundred and seventy three love poems.
And Rabindranath will formulate

the whole theory of relativity.

If you want-

Van Gogh will make a storm in music,
rendering songs of mollar or bhairabi ragas.
And in exchange of your derelict smile,

I'll declare for you the whole of my heartland.

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Questions and Counter-Questions

Q:

May I know which ministry has given you

the responsibility of implanting the seeds of love,
watering the arid heartland?

Counter Q:

Burnt by the wildfires flared up in the forest of your heart,
when greens fly alone like dust in your heart’s desert,

can I keep quiet then, witnessing?

Q:

Relying on the aridity of the heart’s desert,
with care, a corrupt ironman

has built a stone palace in that desert.

Can I bear the weight?

Counter Q:

The overturned sky becomes a basket,

I fill its womb with all the love of the wide world
just to bestow the basket of love on your feet.
Can I bring the basket?

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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What Birds Think About Love

Humans never understand

what birds think about love,
human minds won’t look for
thrill and appeal of this love.

Love letters in birds’ eyes,
lips tremble in thirst,

dreams in each fold of fluffs,
minds sway in loves” weight.

Why don’t we have a bird mind?
Neither belief in wings.

Why does hesitation hang on hearts
to know or let know the feelings?

Bird minds are lakes

where bloom blue asphodels,
like birds, keep holding tight
pollen-smeared two hands.

Love isn’t any punthi reading,
neither is it a dictionary,

I'm yet to know what love is,
but birds know how to love.

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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A Poet, the Life Force of Eternity

On the fringe of the street, a few bookstores

always draw images of their own aesthetics.

The most aristocratic house of the vicinity

tells tales of history and heritage every day.

The street on the fringe is bewitched with

artwork and craft of geometrical precision.

The parks and gardens of the city

are absorbed in architecture and fine arts

as if they were proud princesses.

The bookshop in which your words play,

the house that you return to at the end of the day,

the streets that hear your footsteps every day,

the gardens where sunshine draws shades every morning
are indeed worthy of telling such tales of aesthetics

and fine arts,

glorifying tradition, writing royal words.

What we can at best do is touch sunshine, gardens, or light.
You, only you know, O the poet,

how to touch eternity silently.

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Paromita’s Diary

Some lavish diffidence, some petite pleasures,

some fragrant memories that smell

like the new sari yet to be unfolded,

a pair of silver anklets,

looking to and fro with a throbbing heart,

landing a sudden kiss.

A green, algae-filled afternoon, holding hands,
some blatant touches, some restless moments rife with silts,
and twenty-two letters -

Paromita had nothing more in her life.

It was more than enough in a lifetime, she thought.
Despite no demands,

the generous God offered something more.

A strenuous clerk life, a queasy congestion in the local bus,
bargaining in the turbid,

muddy evening market to buy cheap vegetables,
serving the old father,

looking after the younger brother-mother’s no more
some ugly looks in the dark alleys,

some carnal calls in indecent, dirty words,

and the monotonous daily routine back home.
Paromita is now used to all these.

Raped by poverty, Paromita realized

only atrocities of red ants and tarnished sunlight

of the city wait for her.

This city has convicted flowers of Paromita’s plait.
Long ago, in a false case of a murder

this city imprisoned the bird

that Paromita had nurtured with intense love in her heart.
With the acid of ridicule and neglect,

this city has singed her sky.

Living in the city, Paromita has realized:

love is indeed unearthly.

The world doesn’t know its meaning.

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Swimming in the Sea of Death

Humans swim in the sea of death even at birth.
How inebriating the water mixed with death!
Obsession with the inebriation makes them forget
the history of swimming.

While drowning, they think-

this is indeed the only secret scheme of living.

O fish in the name of humans

O birds in the name of fish

O flowers in the name of birds

breaking everything-be it water or shore,
inebriation or worship-

float up, at least once. Come see only once,

the life that flies, hinging on the bills of dying birds,
is the land of hopes in its own sky,

rife with plenty of captivated clouds,

and dream-filled stars...

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Life vis-a-vis Void

After you'd parted,

I didn’t see any watercolour in the eyes of the sun.
Birds didn’t mourn spontaneously too.

I was perplexed as you parted

but the habit of writing verse on pink paper

hasn’t taken a turn at Alexander Dome.

For your disappearance,

the blind poet Homer didn’t get back his eyesight.
Neither did anyone write more magnificent epics than
Iliad or Odyssey.

Even Sylvia Plath didn’t stop writing letters for a moment.
Let’s think then something else.

Just say:

What stopped for your disappearance?

Pollination of grass flowers?

Disobedience of wind?

Collection of young fish?

Surge of decadent politics or

birth of ordinary poetry?

Did anything stop happening?

Does anything really stop?

No, nothing.

Yawning, the days wake up at crematoriums every day.
At the pyres of dozens of eyes, the nights are burnt.
No one can match the last scene of life lived,
committing suicide.

You rather measure

all the complex hexagons of telluric geometry.
Fixing all the tilted radiuses with adroit hands,
proclaim, standing on the podium,

‘Life is a wondrous rainbow fighting against void.’

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Ashes of Sundry Sorrows

Just after separation of sorrows, I come to know

how happy we were.

Our agonies are skilled in household chores.

Inabilities were quite corporate too.

Filling the pen of sorrows with evening wind,

we would always write

the sonnets of our failures.

We know the language of blossoms is hidden at germination.
Deeper than that is the wound.

Regal was the sum of our pique.

Our complaints are like high rise buildings.

Yet accumulating pieces of atomic frustrations, always in
the war,

With extraordinary dexterity

We've created open skies.

We'’ve built homes with tamal trees.

Beautiful stars.

Drops of dews.

No matter if others know,

We know indeed, just the moment two lips unite

All the aristocracy of cigarettes instantly burns into ashes.

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Assumption

Assume,
you live in a city where the sky doesn’t bear clouds. Some
fresh blood often floats up to cover the absence of clouds.

Assume,
you live in a city where children buy for their father burial
cloth or funeral pyre during Eid and puja rituals.

Assume,

you live in such a city where your near and dear ones don’t
worry about your return back home. Your return is indeed
an endless wonder and God'’s great will.

Assume,
you live in a city where police arrest you against the crime
of keeping a pen in your pocket.

Assume,

you live in a city where birth cries are considered crimes;
newborns are hanged just the day they’re born. Confessing
the crime of birth, you say, ‘Great death, I chastise my death
for the waste of yet another bullet. To evade the waste, let
all the ways of birth be stopped.’

Take on bullets instead of rain
Think of fire in lieu of light
Murder rather than life
Nights instead of states
Assume, think, assume...

How long would you assume?
How much can your mind carry?
Still for the last time

Try to assume -

are you alive?

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Where Don’t You Exist?

Yesterday at a huge gathering your glasses and wristwatch
witnessed- you're alive.

After lots of hurdles, a blood-smudged panjabi and an old
Charminar pipe turned in to the public court. In a trembling
but firm voice, they also confirmed-you aren’t dead.

The Delhi train bound for Benapole, compartments of the
train, the boy who had recognized you-all of them
witnessed: you're alive.

Evading paws of vultures and rapacious eyes of ferocious
monsters, you blanketed yourself in the night’s solitude and
amidst intensity of darkness so many times. With deep
empathy, they locked you in love, as if a child into his
mother’s lap. The solitude of that night swore by his womb-
you're alive.

The Bigar river, boatmen, and boats witnessed, your first
speech in Bengali in the United Nations witnessed, the
sovereign land witnessed-you belong to them.

You exist among a pair of doel birds, in the deep yellow
mustard fields, and orchards of white reeds, amidst the
proud red-green map; and where not, you think?

How wonderfully you're merged with the Suhrawardi
Ground, the fervid speech, the inspired youths, the voice of
revolutionaries, and poetry!

Can you remember you wanted to be the father of each and
every tortured and humiliated girl?

Now listen carefully-every mother in each house of this
Bengal has named their children after yours.

Now you say, O the son of Bengal-where don’t you exist?

(Translated by Mohammad Shafiqul islam)
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Sycorax

Wide spreading the Mast-Wings at right side of Buddha
Closing your eyes you're visualizing the perplexed world
Dead leaves of woods fall

Left behind uncanny murmurs on the earth.

Those murmurs full of surprise, disclose

The meditative posture of the wings

And learns the extraordinary flying techniques of

Deep rooted stems

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Today, My Rain-enchanted Thoughts

How are those clouds doing at your hometown?
How are you having childish fuss with light?

Let the gossips viral, overwhelming talks

Let the stream-bird sleep into bosom with tender love

Hearsay is, the Cloud-masts anchor at hometown too
That's why the melancholy of monsoonal shower
Has it's gloomy face.

I move with urge to carry gently blowing winds
With utmost care I collect pleasure of touching you

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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I address Them The Autumn

All the warmth downstream from hills

Or the navigability of streamy water;
Reminds me of her always.

Her right side is lovelorned

And left side is lapis lazuli.

The golden neck-crease of the sky

Dear couples long for wedlock.

A poet once wrote about

Song of the silence with sound of dew
The untested fragrance of chilling amour
Mingled with the glows of dawn
Scratches of paddies are on misleading airflow
I dive underwater in the sea of harvest
Since then I address all expectant mothers
The autumn.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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One Can Get A River If Desired

There's the river at the dead end of the road
Everyday, before I leave my home I think

I must meet my river today!

As I get a bit further, I discover

Someone has already been there before me.

And then someone else

And the next day, another guy

With infinite thirsts and limitless desires
They move toward the river

I do feel so oblivious

Like yellow grasses at the shore
Like dry sands at the desert

I can't reach myself by the sea!

Eventually pace by pace

Distractingly I keep myself away

With each step ...

It might even be a thousand steps, if counted
I draw myself aside, my hopes gets shrunken
And I abandon before I move any further

Then surprisingly I discovered the river-flavor breezes
Bashfully touching me so silently!

I stared cautiously-

With sharee of water, with curvy-wavy locks of hair
He is passionately longing for me

With the river-wide thirsts in his eyesight

He has been waiting for me!

Amazingly I realized
One can acquire her love-river even stepping backwards!

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Identity

I realized while floating away in rambling floodwater
That I've to arrang my own funeral.

My floating journey is to

Find a handful of soil or a slice of fire

To make myself pure with burning.

Floating on floodwater or carried by the current
Where should I reach, who knows!

Who am I? What is my identity?

Am [ the barren land or the reserved-forest?

In an immaculate night, suddenly I, got back myself.
Into the colorless sheet of wind,

Onto the floating tent under the silvery moon, onto water-bed
I'm the endangered world map.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Really I Know Nothing

Scrolling Facebook and shopping clothing, shaving creams,
trim, bra on line; watching wigs, Puja shopping, Eid
marketing, preaching from civil society big shots.

Why I'm watching; really I don't know!

Stacks of Rumi, Manto, Robert Bly, Sylvia Plath. Turning
pages, switching one to another!

Why I'm swiping books, why I'm turning pages for nothing;
really I don't know!

I turn one side to another while in bed. Kicking away the
thick blanket off my feet. Uncertain if it's the summer or the
winter! I get bumps on dressing table while gets off the
divan, unfairly complaint to the Night. I become frightened
with the browbeat of darkness, quietly get back to bed like a
harmless and scratch back to support myself mentally!

But never sure who's back I'm scratching; really I don't
know!

While my daughter was either four or might be five years
intellectually, one very day she started shouting with
surprise, "Mamo, Mamo, j'ai vu l'air; ['ve seen the air!" I tried
to desist her in vain, "Poor girl, air is invisible, none could
see air, sweetie", but who could refrain the putti-intellectual;
she had been preaching, "while somethings starts boiling or
burning, air becomes visible mamo!"

Might be true; recently I'm viewing air!

Why I'm viewing air; really I don't know!

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tormented Red Red Bombax Flower

I should disappear as if I'm lost forever

Should cover my walkways in green grasses

As not to come back again.

I shall leave behind overflowing collections of parrot flowers
So that you won't have a chance to recollect me!

I'll et bards know to pluck up melancholias of yours'
Let your pleasant moments set wings

Like green parrots over flame-red Regia forests!
Bounding waves of your pleasures

May find their own ways to oceans

I should have drifted far away with clouds.

I'm like the widowed dusk

Have to burn myself in the evening

I should have hid myself to that memory den of mine!

Amazed by beauties of red red Bombax flowers
Did anyone ever realize how much palish cry hidden there?

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Whenever You Say Goodbye

Whenever you say Goodbye, I feel so lonely

As if, a lonesome signal light in a distant platform

As if, the solitude hangs frozen by misty haze.
Goodbye; such a tiny word

A tidal wave inside the heart

Like insomniac nights synonymous to quartz bungles
Suddenly broken into thousands of pieces

The lamenting eco of silent mourning,.

As many times you say Goodbye -

That many times I find my name has been written on

gray leaves

As if, whispering someone, reminds me the summon of fall-off

Whenever you say Goodbye -

Someone makes me scribble my name on my wailing paper!
You're a complex adverb; a feeling that

Resonates in my veins nonstop, all through, always!

When you utter that very word; nothing is compared

To this world than such bemoans I discovers ...

Bye, means - the distant lonesome lighthouse

Bye, means - the speechless spiritual singer

Bye, means - the blind traveler of the world

Bye, means - the only moving mannequin of the universe I'm!

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Love is Like Grains of Corn

1.
Hesitations now sleep over throughout our bed.

2.
Fumbles seems glowing as starry-nights at other side of waters
Someone please let him know, I'm waiting for at Riverside.

3.

Grieve accrues daily into the eyes of fishes
As the festive flew away to distant living
Let's start talking about our love life then.

4.

Love is like grains of corn

The golden beaked birds pluck them over
Keep eyes on left alone repentance

You might get my address in there.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 1

The autumn took away entire paths of the town
Within its lips and went back to previous homestead.
Oh my loving gardener -

Where does your Bakul-fragrant wife stay now?

You took with you all flower vending shops

Folding into your breast-pocket.

Know that -

As for an accomplice of making 'Hair-knots' a widower
One day you'll be blasphemed

This habitat will call you 'the Lover'.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 2

After losing the desirous silky feathers
You're drafting the mourning elegies

Oh my loving gardener

Onto the walls of the blood-shrine

Write down -

Write down the lamenting of ocean-leaves
Along with the story of Ring-fingers' longing.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 3

In your town, rain does the showering dance
And on our side, the vast of our heart bursts.
Have you insisted ever to know

How do her nights pass by?

The rage of words burn down her dreams
The days are run into astray

Onto the narrow ally's sliced thin sky
Could you follow the moon that easily?

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 4

On the sunburned soil, Musks have a variety of colors.
The melting town is burning unnumbered acres of land
The stoney faces before casting their sorrows

I plant my pathos too deep inside of myself.

One day I should be the vendor of Musks
You could never imagine how could it be
How could we leave each-other and then everybody.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness-5

I'd sell my sleepless nights at the Firefly market

I've a long nourishing fantasy to buy the widespread afternoon
I would buy sun painted pines and olive greens

And from the bosom of that afternoon, I'd pluck in hooks
Her golden affections, and resonance of transgressed touch.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 6

As if showing mercy,

You did slice apart the facile evening

From the limbs of the night.

Since then, the needle of the eternity
Looking for the garden of luminous threads.
The sole-assassin did never know -

Before that injured evening

The God has been a poet too.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 7

I did put the whole winter in auction

Along with all the mists of twenty three late autumn ...

I wrapped myself in a blanket of waiting during the dew
season.

After long walking the tired Jingling-bells

Looking for earnest place to relax in green water.

The muddy water, it's desire to settle, fulfill into water.
Water changes its color over again.

The arrogant swan makes the history bleed by pricking
forehead.

White pages suffering from anemia

Draw pictures of unlamented remorse on pale hospital
windows.

Thy autumn, wake up, start -

How long would you waste being the arboreal?

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness- 8

Have not been crying for long

Tears have become the resident of extraordinary divan
As you did, but I didn't realized.

Now I'm longing for profound monsoons

Though not for me

But the tears, those left me alone, for them.

I shall pretend I'm the oasis of lonely stooped-sorrows
Waters, you're much better into streams

The oasis rather being lost into darken holes.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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Tenets of Sadness-9

On your nose tip the meditator Saint

Completed his Hundred-thousand-one nights meditations.
Then he woke up from the meditation in polite smiles

Had holy bath at the flows of Ganges from the virtuous
eyes.

Finally, he came off bathing, unclothed-wet, over her
cheeks.

For worship, from the lip-garden he plucked sacred flowers
On the shrine of forehead, he decorated piles of holy
offerings

Then ignited foams of aroma vapor from the glow of the
fullmoon

Finally on holy offertory fire,

the Saint perfectly sacrificed himself.

Tonight, the Saint, turned to be the vermillion.

(Translated by Ashoke kar)
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About Translators

MOHAMMAD NURUL HUDA

Born on 30 September, 1949 (Cox’s Bazar, Bangladesh),
Mohammad Nurul Huda is a finest Bengali poet of international
standing. He has so far published more than 100 titles in prose and
poetry. His poetry books are more than sixty. His poems have
appeared in many international languages including English,
French, German, Russian, Arabic, Urdu, Hindi etc. He has been
honoured with many awards including Ekushey Padak (2015,
Highest Civilian Honour in Bangladesh), Bangla Academy Literary
Award (1988), Poet of International Merit (ISP, USA, 1995),
President’s Honour (Turkey, 1996), SAARC Literature Award (2019),
Mahadiganta  Award (Kolkata, India, 2007), Ruposhi Bangla
Jibanananda Prize (Kolkata, India, 2010), Karubhas Binoy Majumdar
Prize (Kolkata, India, 2011) Tripura State Award (India, 2012),
KobiShrestho (Poet Best 2017, Brahmanbaria Sahitya Academy) etc.

Mr, Huda is a noted critic, translator, IPR specialist, folklorist,
novelist and cultural activist. He worked in Bangla Academy
(1973-2006) and retired as Director in 2006. He also worked as
Executive Director of Nazrul Institute (1995-2001). Poet Huda is
currently President of Bangladesh Writers Club and founder
Chairman of KabitaBangla, an aesthetic movement of poetry with
the slogan ‘Poetry for Human Beauty’. He organizes an
international poetry festival titled Darianagar Kabita Mela and a
unique ‘Peace Procession of Poetry” from Dhaka to Darianagar or
some other remote area of the country in December every year. A
widely travelled man, he also worked as a consultant of WIPO for
traditional cultural expressions of Bangladesh. He is editor,
artsbdnew24.com. Now he is working as Professor and Chairman
of English Department, European University of Bangladesh,
Dhaka, Bangladesh.
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ASHOKE KAR

Born on January 02, 1959 at Rajbari, in Bangladesh, Ashoke Kar
has been engaged in literary activities and cultural organizations
since his adolescence. During the 80's and 90's, his poems, short
stories, essays, and translations were published in national and
mainstream literary media, magazine, and publications. Around
the 80’s he edited the literary magazine ‘Jhalok'. His writings
became creatively promising and dynamic, Ashoke Kar
successfully created his own literary styles, contexts, idioms, and
gaining scholastic recognitions of his contemporary genre. Since
1999 he has been in United States for his profession. During his
tenure in abroad, Ashoke Kar continued his contributions in
Bangla Literature, energetically engaged in globalizing Bangla
Literature worldwide via translations, publications, and cultural
motivations. He edited and published several bilingual poetry
anthologies (in Bengali & English) coauthoring with different
poets contributing his versions in English. #=/<eas ®erceT (Beyond
Surrealism)" is his debut anthology of Bangla poetry, published in
Kolkata, India, in 2019.

MOHAMMAD SHAFIQUL ISLAM

Mohammad Shafiqul Islam, poetry editor of Reckoning, is the
author of Wings of Winds, and translator of Humayun Ahmed:
Selected Short Stories and Aphorisms of Humayun Azad. In February
2017, he was a poet-in-residence at the Anuvad Arts Festival,
India, and his poetry and translation have appeared in Journal of
Postcolonial Writing, Poem: International English Language Quarterly,
Critical Survey, SNReview, Reckoning, Dibur, Lunch Ticket, Bengal
Lights, Armarolla, and elsewhere. His work is anthologized in
various publications, including The Book of Dhaka: A City in Short
Fiction. A PhD on poetry, Islam teaches English literature at
Shahjalal University of Science and Technology, Sylhet,
Bangladesh. At present, he is at work on his second collection of
poetry and a few translation projects.
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