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Foreword

Farrukh Ahmad is one of the most outstanding poets of
contemporary Bangla literature. He was born on 10" June
1918 and died on 19" October 1974. Besides, writing poems,
he contributed in the fields of short stories, novel, juvenile
literature, essays, etc. He is basically a poet and wrote poems
in different forms and types, easily distinguishable from
others. He was mainly a lyricist and wrote short and long
poems, particularly sonnets and epic. His most outstanding
contributions to Bangla literature are as follows: 'Sat Sagorer
Majhi', 'Sirgjum Munira’, 'Muhurter Kabita', 'Kafela',
'‘Naufel-O-Hatem', 'Hatem Tai', 'Onussar’, 'Hey Bonno
Sopnera’, 'Habeda Morur Kahini', 'Dilruba’, 'Oitihasic-
Onoitihasic Kabbya', 'Tashirnama’, ‘lgbaler Nirbachita
Kabita', 'Halka Lekha', 'Pakhir Basa', 'Natun Lekha', ‘Charar
Asar' etc.

For his literary excellence and contributions, Farrukh
Ahmed was awarded almost all the top literary awards of
Bangladesh. These include: The President's Pride
Performance Award (1960), Bangla Academy Literary
Award (1960), Unesco Award (1966), Adamjee Award
(1966), Ekushe Padak (1975), Independence Award (1980),
Islamic Foundation Award (1984), Bhasha Sainik
Sangbardhana Award (2000) etc.

Abdur Rashid Khan, another eminent poet of
Bangladesh and well-versed both in Bangla and in English
language and literature, has translated some of the most
popular and famous poems of Farrukh Ahmad into English.
These translations were first published in the 'Farrukh
Academy Patrica' (Farrukh Academy Journal), a periodical
of the 'Farrukh Gabeshana Foundation' (Farrukh Research
Foundation), edited by me. We published those translations
in a book form first in June 2008. We are now pleased to
publish its enlarged second edition to mark the 94™ birth
anniversary of the great poet Farrukh Ahmed. We hope, it
will help non-Bengali speaking people to know the
outstanding genius of a Bangladeshi poet of one of the
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highest stature. Poet Abdur Rashid Khan has done a
tremendous work in this regard. We are really grateful to
him for such a noble venture.

In this connection, we are also grateful to Mohammad
Mahfuzullah, an eminent literary figure of Bangladesh, who
has kindly written a valuable introduction to the book.
Mohammad Mahfuzullah, who has written valuable book is
a renowned poet and a literary critic of contemporary Bangla
literature. He also won the ‘Farrukh Gabeshana Foundation
Award-2008’, for his valuable works on Farrukh Ahmad.

We hope, this book will be accepted by English
speaking poetry lovers, particularly those who are eager to
know about some of the most outstanding genius of Bangla
literature.

Muhammad Matiur Rahman
President

June 2012 Farrukh Gabeshana Foundation
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Introduction

Farrukh Ahmad (1918-74), a poet of outstanding genius and
rare creative capabilities, has enriched Bengali poetry
immensely through his mighty pen. Primarily a poet and
widely acclaimed as one of the most remarkable poets of
Muslim renaissance, Farrukh Ahmad's contributions to other
branches of Bengali literature is also significant. Farrukh
Ahmad-a writer of short and long poems especially sonnets
and epic poems on various themes, has to his credit more
than a dozen books of poems. Contributions of Farrukh
Ahmad in the field of poetry has established him as a poet of
the highest order. Though a romantic par-excellence, and a
creator of many romantic and love poems of super standard
and of distinctive nature, Farrukh Ahmad is regarded as a
humanist and a poet of Islamic spirit and idealism. A strong
believer in Islamic ideology and a dreamer of Muslim
rejuvenation, Farrukh Ahmad has by his poetical works
made spectacular and distinctive contributions in the
reawakening of the Muslims of this part of the globe. His
most significant and valued collections of poems The Sat
Sagarer Majhi' (The Sailor of the Seven Seas) and 'Sirajum
Munira' (The Brilliant Lamp) are widely acclaimed and the
poems incorporated in these two books have their varied and
deep impact on our national life and culture. In The Sat
Sagarer Majhi' Farrukh has used 'Sindabad’ of the Arabian
Nights as a symbol of Muslim reawakening. In 'Sirajum
Munira' he has delineated the holy character and bacon light
spread by the great prophet of Islam all over the world.

Farrukh Ahmad a romantic, idealist and humanist by
nature and at heart, as well as an exponent of the philosophy
of love and beauty, genuinely and closely identified himself
with the national spirit and aspiration, patriotism, Muslim
renaissance and above all with the down-trodden and oppressed
humanity. He delineated the hopes and aspirations of the toiling
masses and waged war with his mighty pen against the British
subjugation as well as the oppressors at home.

Farrukh Abmad's unique and distinctive success in the
field of literature-especially his poetry not only lies in the
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subject-matter and varied themes, but also in language, form,
technique, prosody, similies and metaphors used by him in
his literary creations and especially in poetry. Farrukh
Ahmad-a poet of creative genius, used distinctive and varied
languages which are different from that of others. In his
poetic language he has used Arabic and Persian words
skillfully. Though a poetic genius and creator of many
unparalleled poems of distinctive forms and character,
Farrukh's poems have rarely been translated in English and
in other foreign languages. For this obvious reason, Farrukh
Ahmad, a poet of outstanding caliber, is not much known on
the international scene.

In this context, the publication of a book named 'The
English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh
Ahmad', containing some of his most famous poems, is a
most laudable venture, which | strongly feel, will immensely
help introducing Farrukh Ahmad to English-knowing people.
By translating these poems, Abdur Rashid Khan, a renowned
poet himself and a former professor of English language and
literature, has done a commendable job and performed a
national duty. Literary, cultural and other personalities
especially poets of outstanding genius and their creative
works need to be projected and publicised both at home and
abroad through various ways, means and medias for the
better benefits and interest of the nation. This will greatly
uphold our national culture, literature and heritage to the
international arena. There is no denying that mainly through
proper, efficient and adequate translations of Farrukh
Ahmad's poems and other writings in English and other
foreign languages he could be projected widely in the
international arena. Translation from the original into other
languages is the best possible way to introduce the writers
and their literary contributions to other people of the world.

We believe and hope that Abdur Rashid Khan's
translations of Farrukh's poems in English which are
incorporated in this book, will help non-Bengali people and
especially the English speaking people and other foreigners
to be acquainted with Farrukh's poems and his outstanding

poetic genius and the excellence of his poetical works as
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well as his significant contribution to Bengali literature.
Rendering of literary works, particularly of poetry from one
language into another is most difficult and intricate job. The
theme and the spirit of the poems may be translated keeping
in conformity with the original, but it is very difficult to
render into foreign languages, the poetic excellence and the
spirit, similies, metaphors, symbols, prosody etc used by the
poet in the original. It is a great pleasure and heartening to note
that poet Abdur Rashid Khan has ably and efficiently done the
translation of some of the most famous and rich poems of
Farrukh Ahmad into English keeping in view with the spirit and
literary excellence as far as it has been possible.

We heartily congratulate poet Abdur Rashid Khan for
efficiently and faithfully rendering some of the most famous
and widely read poems of Farrukh Ahmad, into English.
'Farrukh Ahmad Gabeshana Foundation' especially Professor
Muhammad Matiur Rahman, the founder president of the
foundation, deserves special mentioning and heartfelt thanks
for the publication of this book. Muhammad Matiur
Rahman-himself a well-known literateur and devoted lover
of poet Farrukh Ahmad and his outstanding poetic genius
and an appreciator of the poetical works of the poet-who is
regarded as one of the top-most poets of Bengali literature
with distinctive feature and outlook. It may be mentioned
that Muhammad Matiur Rahman has written and published
many essays and some books on Farrukh Ahmed, evaluating his
poetic genius and outstanding literary contributions. Publication
of this book would have not been possible, without the initiative
taken by Matiur Rahman and the Farrukh Gabeshana
Foundation (Farrukh Research Foundation).

We reasonably hope that all possible arrangements will
be made and this book will be circulated both at home and
abroad, and it will help introducing Farrukh Ahmad to non-
Bengali people.

Mohammad Mahfuzullah
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The English Translation of Some
Selected Poems of Farrukh Ahmad
By Abdur Rashid Khan

SINDABAD

Enough time have I spent in a life of ease and pleasure;
The saline sea again calls me out to begin a new voyage.
The silver moon crowns the high waves

The salt water’s mighty waves call me out to the sea.

O sailor Sindabad! this voyage is for new waters.

Oh! that agate-straon passage again after a long time
Beckons me out to go beyond the blue horizon

To the cross-road between life and death

Who knows where this voyage will lead me!

My obsessed mind roams in camphor and sandal woods,
The hardy ebony has put on its ivory armour,

The fig trees’ aroma bring sleep to my eyes,

Fearless sea-eagles scoop down on the sea-hammam.

Enough time have | spent in ease and pleasure
And gathered fat and weight;

Mighty waves from afar call at this port for a new voyage.
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O you elephant-mahut | raise your litter and cover it up with brocade,

Now is the time to wear your armour-the sailor’s blue dress;

The mighty black sea-water rages like a big Pythoa
The white boat waits thereon.

We know not what current will distract our course this time

And where we shall meet the white rays of the morn
Or where the ship will founder on its course;

And how long we shall have to float on planks in the sea again;

We know not and we don’t listen to it,
The deep blue sea is calling-
We with our rudders uncover the violent-distant horizon.

We are dare-devils; we plough the sea with our cars

The sun takes its round over us, the moon casts shadows,
The ships planks groan with the storm’s lashing,
Fearless we ply our cars in sea round the year.
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It seems strange to us when the idle youth thinks;
The weak and the coward taste youthful life’s nectar;
While our boats we put to, sea

And search for fresh air in life.

We lose ourselves in whirlpools and go wild with speed,
We eat grass in hunger and bring the heavens down,

We learn the tyrant’s eyes and break the criminal’s crown,
And find dreams laid out in green sea-scape.

We cursed bad habits prevalent in many islands

And turned round the boat’s head in anger;

We focused in life endless goodness along with the evil,

And night’s peacock spreading its plume in jet-black darkness.
Gusty winds on coconut leaves fanned away our miseries

And lifted us to sing.

Our lively youthful ecstasy created a dreamy night

And after drowsy drunkenness we saw a new morn.

Through out the day we collected red rubies and topazes
And carried them to the sea-shore with ease;

Once again the boat rushed on bracing the wakes;

O sailor, its our desire to voyage in new waters.

Today the fearless sailors rush for the sea,

They have drunk burning sock in that defiled wilderness;
Wicked death engulfs entire body and mind,

Suspicion creeps up in dirty suburbs;

Life cries out with poisonous breath;

O Sailor Sindabad! a new voyage this time in new waters.

Let us pierce through the agate-like black sea
To an unknown island for sandal-woods;

You who lost track find out

Find out the right course with your car-strikes
And baffle the snares of pleasure seeking nights.

Sindabad, camphor-like new life calls for you
In the midst of death on the stony beaches;
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The lethargic night has now come to an end
You have spent enough time in self fragile comfort
And gathered rust in your wrist.

Your crown is tarnished

Rush through the rough sea now

And bring an end to this soft carpet-life.
Throw away your mourning-dress now
And wear the sailor’s blue dress.

We do not die-only the dry clay looks in fear

We come to our senses in no time with the call of the sea;
The blue day is manifest and shows in the current

Our Journey’s course extends beyond the horizon.

We bring diamonds and fetch red emeralds from jewelries,
We bring colorful corals up from the nether-world mansions,
Those chained animals, oldish with vile lust,

Drunkards! We break their heads with stones.

Waking up at night we hear queer sounds in the reabn of God,
Shooting stars fall in the mid-sea and toes the ship;
Dare-Devils as we are, we young sailors face many deadly
symptoms,

Naturally we float like straws in the rough sea.
Thunder-Sounds stop while the moon peeps up from behind the
waters,

Sailor Sindabad Hammers his head on our mind’s door.

Today you cast aside this body’s mundane affection

And see the moon has risen in the sky;

Strong sea tide breaks sand-bars near the sea-shore;

Cast away your pleasure-hunting nights soft leisure;

O Sailor Sindabad! Unfasten your helm and start for new
waters.

452, West Middle Turnpike
Apprt-48, Manchester, Connecticut, CT-06040, USA
30.08.2008
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THE SAILOR OF THE SEVEN SEAS

I don’t know how many black curtains had to be raised to bring

this morning.

The green leaves shiver in the orange grove.

The seven seas’ tide has brought foam on your door-steps.
O Sailor of the seven seas, see, your ship calls at your door,
A still-life, like a picture it stands there.

No water reaches the helm, its sails do not flutter,

O Sailor, | entreat you, rise up,

You rise up and join the seamen,

You will find your ship sailing again in the seas,

Like a full-moon in the blue seas

Braving cloudy waves and crossing all obstacles.

Now you rise up, hasnahena flowers dropped long before

in the morning.

Still you did not wake up? Still you are asleep?

Do you not hear snake’s hissing at your door?
Innumerable hungry people crowd there;

O Sailor! open up your merchandise; listen to me,
Or your everything will turn into fragments,

Do you not see, what mirage they are after?

Continuously off the track and going down.

O Sailor! You definitely know your star has not extingguished,
This desert dreams of your moonlit night,

See tulips... accumulated everywhere;

Then why are you afraid, you shiver in unknown fear?

Has your ship foundered?

Has any cloud covered your star?

Is for that the motionless ship’s rudder broken?
Is for that your empty sail

Bellowing with the hungry sea wind?
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I know not, still | call you, sailor of the seven seas,

The coral island’s coconut boughs sing with the wind.

Your seamen lost their patience for this sleep;

The seven seas raise poisoning foam in blue wrath;

On the other hand, unknown passengers are taking sky-routes;
Green leaves quiver in the orange-grove.

Who fills up your merchandise with precious stones and marble?
Your sleep brings only bad omen for you.

Have you not paid yet for the chaotic night?

It’s morning now. Yet asleep?

Yet you could not get up?

Have you forgotten the clove flowers, the cardamom season,
Where saffron buds bloom in gravel and dust,

Where fairy land’s dream-maid Gul-e-Bakauli flower
Wakes up with a kiss on the white forehead of jasmine

Have you forgotten that first voyage : the ship was sailing
Towards the country of unknown flowers;

Have you forgotten that emerald-picking dream

Dazzling in moon-light in every eye!

The ship on sail cut through saline water—

A tireless searcher

Tearing the blue curtain of the horizon,

Proceeding on and on through the seven seas.

I cannot recollect the unknown port

That ship touched,

It was loaded there with emerald and marble—
This much | can recollect.

Your sail was torn by a violent tempest long ago,
Python-like nightmares visit your dream now.

They attack your wornout deadly port,

They have vitiated your caving sky.

Do you listen, do you not hear, O Sailor of the seven seas,
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The thrust of dry air on your closed door!

This is not moon-light, but murmur of dream on coconut boughs,

This is not fairyland’s window, but the port of coconut;
It’s the people’s wailing on your closed door,

The last jingling of sitar pervades in the cries of hungry children.

You must hoist your sail today,

You must mend your tattered sail,

So what if the broken mast makes fun of it,
Still the ship must sail today.

Who knows when your dreamy night ended,
Stormy wind blows to-day on the door,

Its fang indicates death.

Your ivory tower tumbles with the strike of its tail.
O Sailor! don’t stop by this indication of death,
Even then you must sail on this century’s dead sea.

Night prevails here now,

The royal gate of Hera can still be seen far away.
Here people are trembling now in acute hunger,
Here tears flow in innumerable streams now,

Yet the royal gate of Hera can be seen far away...
Road bestrewn with pebbles,

Many obstacles, seas and mountains,

Noontime fiends come near crawling,

Vultures cast their shadows over us,

We have lost grassgreen groves and all flowering gardens,
Yet the royal gate of Hera can be seen far away...
All the royal gates opened long ago,

The full-moon had enchanted the palace long ago.

O Sailor! Won’t you weigh your anchor?
Still to wait?

O Sailor! Won’t you unfurl your sail today?
Still to wait for that?
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All your sails flutter with the wind,

No more to wait now,

Since your rudder touched saline water,
Then no more waiting,

Then blow your trumpet for departure now,
Let the passengers and wayfarers come,

O Sailor, don’t wait now.

It’s already very late, you know,

Many voyaging seasons of the sea passed by in vain,
Tempests scattered countless cardamom seeds

And cinnamon branches battered in forests,
Perfume’s fragrance looted by the wind;

Death now has caught hold of your throat

And tidal bore at your door;

All your hasnahena flowers dropped long ago.

No fragrance in the flower-garden,

Though green leaves still exist in the orange grove,
Their days are numbered gradually;

Unknown soil’s deep and intense pull

Brings an end to the dream for the green.

It knows that,

It knows that well.

Yet the soil will produce ripe oranges

With all its resources,

In spite of grey leaves dropping with the wind;
Though the wind brings death-like chill,

Yet endless hope kindles its heart;

Still it has limitless dream.
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O Sailor, you too should not fear,

You too gather the wonders of Hera’s guiding star,

Let orange leaves shed with this wind—
Enough to spare,

They crowd together, where the royal gate of Hera

Shines in the sky.

Deserts to cross on that way,

Saline sea-water in that route,

Yet halting places exist on the way,
Shady trees and fresh water wait for you.

Then hoist your sail,
Then weight your anchor;
Now after many expeditions for the goal,

You will find the gate of Hera before you.

So you weighd your anchor now
And unfurl your sail;
Unfurl your sail Now.

Dhaka- 03.10.2006

The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad

e

S (AT F© @A 2AeE 2

QT COTNIE DA O] (W ?
CTORI, (T QT €T (st ?
CERICGRSIRRGCAIEACIGH
S T S el (A |

S (AT F© @A 2AeE 2

I MR B Woes S o' tefk aeT?
aF T1-Fort &Sz s
coita I e Mees gee-2F 4,
SIEG R @O BCd I G0 SRS |
il TR, Sifs Mg Bif weeT;
ST Y SEIY P @& |

S (AR F© (M1 2 ?

IV T @ o= catreet,

R TS T eT @I SIRITSE /A (<1t ?
R T, (RN SRR N (e |
SR (AT SPAITRE we

LG EINE D (G RSEATIC

arE =R @& |

AR W8 WiREI-CIeoR g
5T (FAR 2 (@I AAR A2
PAIRRG W 30T WICR P (9 |
ofil g, =iy wie I oe;
IR ACSA T TS (& |



The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 31

PUNJERI
[THE NAVIGATOR]

When will the night end, punjeri?

Still your sky overcast with cloud?
Your star and crescent moon not yet up?
You on mast and, row blindfold;
Endless mist reigns the void now.

When will the night end, punjeri?

After this long night’s weary voyage

What sea’s dark horizon beckons us?

Is it the dim life’s gate wailing

On the strife-torn dream of the painful heart?
Life’s triumphant sound recedes and dies slowly.
You on mast and | row blindfold;

Endless mist exists before me.

When will the night end, punjeri?

Idle passengers count days in the port,

Perhaps they hear our ship’s sound in the monsoon-wind,
Perhaps in the moonlight they see illusion of the sail in the mist.
Ah! those worried passengers keep them awake

On the sea-shore with unlucky destiny.

Where do we go roaming in this lost sea-track?
To what limitless distance?

The passengers are waiting on the shore.

You on mast and | row blindfold;

Lonely I see the night’s confusion around.
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When will the night end, punjeri?

Only our callousness and neglect

Brought this sea-deep error for us;

Travellers wait on shore for our mistake

And observe their star and moon sinking down.
Our callousness has brought on them

This night of bad luck.

We have spread panic among the merchants;
We hear wailing coming from every door.

Is the wind lamenting? Is that the groaning of the hungry?

Is that the roaring of the sea? Is that the anguish of the oppressed?
Is that the dying sound from the empty belly?

Punjeri!

Rise up to see the strong demand for explanation in the port;
Rise up with the silent frowning of countless hungry mouths;
Rise up and see, how far the morning,

How long to wait!!

Dhaka- 28.09.2006
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THE DEAD-BODY
[During famine of 1943]

On one side at the corner of the broad street
Where dust had no place on black shining pitch
Lies a dead body flat on earth;

The evening crowd never took notice of that.

I know, it’s human carcass now flat on earth,
Emaciated with heat and hunger dead and still;
Well-dressed men and women like fiends pass by
—Stone houses like deadly prisons,

The painted harlots have opened their brothels
With welcome smile and speech;

This five and half feet skeleton gives evidence
Against the plunderers of this earth for domination,
And digging ultimate grave for man.

Dead humanity lies on the road along with the dead.

The sky has disappeared behind the arrogant’s vaults and domes,

His belly over bulging everyday;

And here they are dying flat on earth.

This devilish inhuman bestial greed of the plunderers
Has destroyed the eternal human soul

And man’s legitimate right,

Snatches away the morsel of the hungry mouth;
Builds pleasure-houses with human bones;

Its witness now lies dead on earth.
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This ever bulging barbaric civilization, this bestiality,
This cruelest curse of the century
Is now poisoning the day and the night-sky.

What’s this civilization that makes a mockery of man’s eternal self?
What devil now throws man into death-trap and laughs?

What Azazil (Satan) to-day kicks man’s dead-body?

What evil spirit soaked in blood and wine now laughs?

The skies are resounding with man’s helpless cries.

What instinct’s captive are they now?

What Satan throws rubbish and mud on rose-petals?

Who covers the sky’s colourful vault with his poisonous desire?
What woman walks hand-in-hand with her sex-partner?

Of what civilization?

What hand cuts the throat of the child without remorse?

Of what civilization?

Who stabs the bosom to play his dance-tune?
Whose wine cup glows with the blood of workers?
Of what civilization?
Man surrendered to you long-ago,
You take revenge of that now. You the devilish
materialistic civilization!

You easily drink children’s blood with a smile,
Without any regret you torture the raped woman’s body,
You climb without effort the ladder of the people

And then cast it on the roadside drain.
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You spent-up inert civilization!

Whose slave are you?

Or, what set of beasts serve you!

What lowly stage of man!

After whose torture this serenity; this mud-house : burial alive,
It now lies flat on earth.

Those well-dressed people, who are slaves of this

material civilization,
Whose torture makes this earth and sky wail,
Do not mark what bad smell of excrement engulfs
Their whole existence and has now brought them to the level

of beasts.

Dogs and bitches
Now deceive one another in what sort of adultery
And bring bastards for what dead civilization!
The gesture of the meeting-place of the legs
Leads their women towards death,
The tyrant males walk with intense greed in their hearts
Far below in the abyss of death discarding human course.

The panic of their exploitation has engulfed
The abode of tranquility
Where on earth lies the emaciated carcass.

O you materialistic civilization!

You pot-bellied exploiting society —slave of dead civilization,
Now take people’s curse;

And when the time comes throughout the world,

We will kick your chained loin

And drag you to the gate of hell;

Now you bear the curse of the tortured and dying earth :

Be ruined

And go to hell.

Dhaka- 26.09.2006
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DAHUK
[GALLINULE, AN ACQUATIC BIRD]

Dahuk’s cooing all through the night...

This hamlet is sleeping like a deep silent pond.
I am awake alone in this long night.

Keep aside the game of deception,
Let the day-long busy bee sleep on the reposing branch,
Lend your ear and listen to the dahuk’s cooing.

The moon leaves the starry port and starts for the night’s sea
Continuously floating behind the feathery cloud,

As if the tireless diver dives without rest

To bring up the pearl of his dream.

Dripping without rest

Sleepy dew-drops,

The blue aerial palace of Gul-e-Bakauli

Slowly becomes inert and silent;

The cooing of the dahuk only comes up without rest.

As if the death-knell of some diver

Or of a hidden ethereal bird

Comes up from the sea-deep;

Starry lamps are dozing in the dreamy skies.

Are you still awake?
Do you hear the sound?
Do you hear that sound rising high?

The dahuk is the only wakeful sentry in the sleeping forest;
Its dream’s fairy has taken the course of consciousness
Through the slow air.

It’s, mate drowsing.
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The dahuk’s music overflows the night’s cup.

Only its cadence lingers,

The moon is waning through the cane-grove,

Up above, the dreamy seventh sky is full of the night’s sadness.

You seem to be an ethereal music!

Yet | know, you are no music,

You are only the musical instrument!
You are only carry the forest’s hidden sad music,
The deep sea’s saddening

Wonderful music...

Inexhaustible wine...

The distressed blue moonlight is waning
With the call of the dahuk.

O bird! O the wine-cup! I could not
Realize you yet.

Perhaps | know you; | know your speckled body,

Artful colour painted

With a gaudy brush.

But the wonderful cadence that made this fading night cry,
Whose saddening beauty accumulates at the forest’s end
In an intolerable pain

And settles on palm and other trees—

I cannot recognize that music.

Perhaps you are only that Saki

To fill up the cup.

Alone at one side of the bush

You are emptying the pitcher of music.

O you the unknown wine cup!

You are eager for the wine, restless and impatient
Rise to the unkonwn region of the sun

With the signal of the stars you float single-minded
In the silent night
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With the dahuk’s cooing
All pain all complaint becomes wordless and silent.

O tireless bird in the forest of the night!
You continue calling

Like boundless freedom.

We are stooping down

With the weight of chains,

We do not hear your music,

We hurt our body and soul

With our own poisonous bites.

You do not belong to this ugly hoard,;
You carry with you

The complete music of life and death
In your unfettered perfect soul.

That’s why you, the free and secluded dahuk,
With full-throated breast

Pumping it out

Can call like that; but we cannot.
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The windy lute sings now and then in the cany strings;
Slowly it dies down,

The moon comes down to the old forest;
The darkness becomes deeper.

At this dark depth of night

I am face to face with all the pathos.
The night is dropping down

On leaves and dew-drops...

On life’s shores...

On the banks of death...

Mute with pain.

At that moment of clouded darkness
Piercing the heart of the thirsty dahuk
Comes up only its voice,

With a tired tone from the distant forest.

Dhaka- 30.09.2006
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Through The Window

The traveling crowd’s soft sound over blue cups
Vanished to the sky’s silent window.

The fiery flame of the gulrukh flowers

Died down in the collyrium hill.

That strong burning has stopped after the dammed journey.

Except the memory of the far off forest.
It lift rain tree branches and went further
Down to tuberoses and henna;

Or, Baghdad’s one night

Out of the thousand nights came down.

O dear shaerjadi!

What unknown love now wakes you up
In fear and bashfulness?

Does all your love try again

To conceal behind your veil?

Fruitless is the tinkling

Of your diamond ornaments

O you pretender! you snatch away
The tired sleep of the blind male

And his manliness;

You spread red pollen

Full of saffran’s sweet smell

This night is deep and dark. The mind,
Riding on upstream southerly wind
Travels to find out that sweet smell.

Splitting the sky its tears fall down
On the North sea

With the southerly hurricane

And search for its nest here and there
Like birds in the rains.
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Sweet smell comes from a distance.
O Dear! | have swam

In the deep blue tide

of long new spring.

And at that moment | touch

Your fragrant body again and again;
But I did not want you

While swept by strong fiery stream

Now | search for you

in leaves and grasses

But I do not find you

Only the smell comes

From a far off distance;

And fills the meadows and mind

With momentary hot sighs

But in that momentary vibrant meadow

I don’t find you;

Only its smell comes now.

My mind is eager along with the nights sighs;
And yours also. that’s why long long age
many many times majnoon

Contained his youth’s blazing fire in his chest
With Laila’s beckoning

And left his green horizon to find

A dusty world.

At every phase they created

An oasis and then left it;

The desert contained it in its bosom

And laughed along with it.

That desert-dream is perhaps steel ablaze
In his insolent heart

Creating a mad cadence;

The continuous flow of life’s running current
Has cooled down his sky’s heat

And gave him deep solace-

A desert’s sleep...
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You are beautified by my love-

My heart’s fragrance;

It swells up day and night

Through the long lotus stalk

And fills the petals...

My mind’s sky is covered with sighs
Through out the evening;

The petal’s outlet closes

And its fragrance discards its habitat
And flows away alone,

My mind floats, the fragrance recedes further-
I do not know where.

I am sitting in the darkness of this night;
The petals cannot be seen;

The fiery riot of the veins is tired tonight.
Only 1 alone can feel

Your lost smell, your fragrant breath,
Your drowsy sky appears

Only in my mind’s balcony.

My enchanted mind is overjoyed with the fragrance,
I know not when she forgot

The sweet shy window of the tube-rose;

Breaking the closed prison door

Whom she seeks now in far-off places!

From the deep dark

With the night’s breeze

Comes down the sleep.

It seems impossible to know your whereabouts;

Yet I feel the tide’s pull;

My wakeful mind haunts my deep slumber.

What an unbearable sadness brings this melodious fragrance to
my bosom!

My mind lifts itself from the afflicted body,

Floats afar with the wild jasmine-smell

And runs with the southerly wind
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After that firm assurance.
The dust unto dust, false pride is lift behind-
Our entire conscience, ego and mind are saddened

The robust lovely tuberose vanishes under the dust
After blooming and scattering sweet smell

In wild jasmine’s heart,

It forgets the pull within

And the fragrance there and

Drops in petals to find out the abode of

That sweet smell deep inside...

Now

The soft breeze wakes up the pomegranate garden,
All words and songs have died down;

Only your lost memory has revived

This sky-high tempest in my mind.

You are beautified by my love,

My heart’s fragrance-

It swells up day and night

And drops on the petals;

And its smell comes down on my distressed mind
Like a deep sound sleep.

Manchester, U.S.A
11.09.2008
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The English Translation of Some Selected
Sonnets of Farrukh Ahamad
By Abdur Rashid Khan o afs
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A MOMENT’S POEM

Time — eternal, still. Only the fleeting moments

Swift restless like the wag-tail visit the sea-shore QY TP @ GINS 937 4 |
In the strong tide just like the seasonal birds e A
And fill the earth with a spectrum-white yellow and blue. ‘Tﬁ@a ) A ”
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is poem of a moment, these momentary songs R
May not reach that height of music, O T TN Ao (X e s
May not find its way to success; TR (AR O AFAE AT TP
They braved for the sea-shore with little capital. 2 a
Yet you keep in mind : this worthless momentary song @Y 1A 5 ) e
Discards the minaret’s arrogance and prizes the dust. G172 YT 92 4T CﬁTﬁﬁ’f RUSLSNN
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TO MY POEM

Once again you open wide your window,
Let starry light fall on the cobweb of thought,

Let the wounded mind rise with your measure and rhyme,

Come once to this world beset with dilemma.

I have never denied earthly needs,

(But remember : no escapism,

One who can easily get the hectic flush of joy
Never finds the road to struggle closed).

The dream that exists in red rose-petals,

In dusky hearts and child’s enchanted eyes,

The lovely dream with youthful melody that thrills
Each moment with endless lustre of life,

The dream that always ensnares confused minds
Let that come down through the tired twilight.

Dhaka- 22.09.2006
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THE RAIN

The long-awaited rain has come with the easterly wind!

Rain has come on arable villages beside the Meghna and the Padma
The scorched sky and fields are now covered with black shadows;
That lovely fairy, lightning, rides from cloud to cloud.

On this rainy day the screwpine is thrilled to see

Lightning’s wonderful glare on the horizon,

The sunburnt paddy fields pine for the rainy touch,

And flood through river-cracks brings tide for life.

The scorched rough fields like the scaly hands

Of an old ailing beggar hear the melody of rainfall;

The thirsty mind wakes up along with the parched forest,
Wants to traverse many roads and rugged plains

Where the forgotten days are left behind in seclusion,
The rainy season’s clouds halt there with a heavy heart.

Dhaka- 23.09.2006
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DEJECTION

My heart is stupefied : mute with pain

Like the lotus-bud mum in the chilly night,

Like the lonely bird no more returning to its nest alone;
Likewise my mind no more seeks freedom in speech.
When all the music stops, stars get lost,

Feelings evaporate — blows, severe counter-blows
Make the bird motionless, the coastal storm

Does not give speed to its wings in morning breeze.

This bleeding heart now lies sullen like that bird,

This burdened life now wants to get back

That life-force and wonders of new creation,
Unhindered motion, thunder-speed in free atmosphere;
Whereas all achievments are lost here

In this death-like shadow of night in cofined environment

Dhaka- 23.09.2006
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ACQUAINTANCE

When for a moment two trains meet face to face
And then run to their own destinations,

You flash in my mind in hazy images

And shapeless faces flicker back to my mind.
What gain now to remember our meeting together
On those parallel rails in that very field,

(What use to drag on bygone time and date?)

Yet I hold on that time (I could easily forget).

If we ever meet again face to face

Will those hazy faces flash in our mind,

Will those words get eloquence in parting twilight
And all those forgotten joys suddenly revive

Like the days when in the distant past

They blossomed in the parallel rail lines.

Dhaka- 21.09.2006
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IN THE MEADOW OF MAINAMOTI : 3

Many people saw that tired traveller who came

From a far-off land in the faint moon-light

Wearing a coffin-cloak in the chilly autumn night,

Who brought secretly pomegranate flowers in Amon rice fields.
His misty tears drop through the night’s eyes,

The Madhumoti river winding by its side

Flows far-off leaving no sign behind

And no more looks back on the track left behind.

Yet it looks on those who wait in expectation,

Whose dream and desire rest on Amon paddy’s ears
Who look for life’s meaningful exposition in the tears,
Who search for life’s freedom in touch of chilly death,
Who wrap their eyes up with the cold autumn mist;
The meadow of Mainamoti is mute to these questions.

Dhaka- 04.10.2006
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AN ATHEIST’S PRAYER : HIS CONFESSION

When | heard that even the sun has death,

And numerous celestial spheres’ fate lies in death,

That very moment | realized this sky is full of mystery;
That very moment I thought this life a moment’s song.

The alarmed mind stood still searching for time’s definition;
I thought over those who rotate on their remote orbits,
Those numberless fire-flies moving with sparks of life

How easily will disappear in the forest of time.

This strange mysterious signal of time

(The more | thought over this the more vacant was my mind,)
The dark domain of death is real like life

And has raised unknown fear at the face of all doubts,

The cadence of silent music and then fled away

Towards the deep void above the silent prayer of the atheist.

Dhaka- 26.09.2006
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TO THE POET

You have raised the trampled dust

To the sky, the abode of the thunder,

You decorated it with the lustre of luminous stars,
You have embodied faith in the indomitable soul.

Your inspiring message returned time and again
In crisis strife struggle, in nightly terror,

Like the morning sun returning in deep darkness,
Like the holy Gabriel coming down alone,

Tearing apart the thick blue canopy of the endless sky
His wings scattering stars on both sides,

He comes down; down to the tired heart’s cool recess
With new happy tidings in his musical cadence.

On his way strewn with death he spreads out life’s pleasures
In songs that wake up countless young ones in their nests.

Dhaka- 23.09.2006
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| SHALL WAKE YOU UP

Every time | come to your door to wake you up
I go back disheartened (O my Princess, you lie
Unconscious in deep intoxicating slumber;
No sign of life; no flare of consciousness).

What a sleep you enjoy in touch of silver wand!
What enchanter lulled you to this slumber and when?
None can unbind this intricate snare of sleep;

So the prince continues his hapless journey onward.

O captive lady, you lie in demon’s hands

Helpless like the earth (life is but death to you,

You can’t sing the song of a carefree life),

The magic-spell hangs heavy on you

You lost your cheerful life on the slippery road to blunder
(The death of your soul hastens this poisonous cancer).

Dhaka- 22.09.2006
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NIGHT AT KANCHRA PARA

Night at Kanchra Para. The broken rail-engines are in the depot now.
The cracked boilers puff out long sighs in their rest—

Their movement obstructed. The mechanics then come

And bring molten steel and hammer again and again.

These mechanical devils with the heat of firy steam

Roam day and night in flatland and difficult terrain

On equi-distant rail-lines, cross bridges

And run for destinations in Darjeeling and Assam.

Now wounded they are this evening at Kanchra Para.

Away at a distance civic hopes flicker in red, yellow and blue;
Indomitable lust’s hunger due to firy obsession;

Mechanics’ womenfolk sing near the depot.

Hammers also lose their aim, pale moon in this dark night,
Kanchra Para is vibrant with women’s gesture and dream.

Dhaka- 07.10.2006
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One Night’s Affair

A lovely bright dew-drops on pomegranate -branch

One night told her confidante-its flower,

‘If I get one more night’s lease of life

Then I shall be able to fulfill all my desires

What respite has the life on the green life

That accumulates at dusk and evaporates with the day’s heat?
One night and the morning — within this short time

Who can decorate the house to her heart’s content?

The Pomegranate- flower listened to her and than replied,
‘I also have much longing for pleasures and music;

If life exists, like planet Jupiter, for a long time;

Then there remains no discontent for unfulfilled hope.”’

The dew-drop could not find any solace in these words;
and her dejected self began to shake in tears.

Manchester
26-08-20089
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| CALLED HER IN THAT NAME

I called her by that name which nobody uttered,

I know her that mind which nobody could know:

That mind blossomed like a flower in autumn night

And ignored the gloomy evening with dreamy fragrance.

In this life’s manifold strife-torn dreary turn

Many a time I received unknowingly that mind’s blissful response—
That wonder of the momentary lustre of love

Removing all the gloomy clouds from my mind.

I had no hesitation to cross many stormy lands;

That glorious moment is my dream of pristine beauty

And it left behind endless wealth in my heart—

As if the entire sky mirrored in a dew-drop;

That sky where stars twinkle, the sky with no fear of death,

The sky which is the abode of eternal love like these autumn nights.

Dhaka- 05.10.2006
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FROM OUTSIDE OF THE CRADLE

You swing the cradle from outside without rest,
It swings up and down with two refrains;
One brings deep sleep, other breaks the slumber.

You swing the cradle from outside without rest,
One refrain brings up charming pleasure; and
Sorrowful tears and sweating forehead with the other.

You swing the cradle from outside without rest,
One refrain brings up hot sighs and barren desert;
The other fills the earth with verdant splendour.

You swing the cradle from outside without rest,
It swings up and down with two refrains;

The child swims in endless waves of music in the cradle.

Dhaka- 07.10.2006
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-1

1.
O Lovely One

O lovely One! Open your door at this hour of night

Your glance is eloquent, your neck’s gesture mysterious,

The unknown domain that | could not discover yet

You keep that secret in a tight confusing brassiere

If there is any mistake forget it tonight.

The undiscovered region where you kept the dreamy obsession
Creates some mystic gestures in your eyes, chin and breast’
My humming birds flew away for that domain long ago.

And that endless journey has now stopped at your door;
You want to conceal your bosom’s beauty from that man;
O my beauty! Why you keep aloof with unreasonable

callousness!

You should not retreat in this dark strangeness.
See, you could not hide the beauty you stored so long;
It has kept me enamoured beyond your knowledge.

Manchester. CT. USA
24-08-2008
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-2

2.
When | saw you

When | saw your lotus-like stately face

Waving into refusal through movement to and fro,

That very Moment my mind’s luster spread all around,

This eager mind could not conceal anything.

Whenever you become averse to me thinking of sad negligence,
My slighted love was dejected in bitter frustration;

Every time you raised your wonderful face, it gave

Endless indications in the nightly darkness.

O the lotus of my confined dream! my minds bee
Encircles you restless with a thirsty lust;

You remain my sterions under the guise of unfamiliarity
And enhance my thirst like a mirage.

I have seen you many a time but have not seen you yet;
its your dearest name that has kept me enamoured.

Manchester, CT, USA
24-08-2008
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-3

3.
That Eternal Flame

I wake up with the same dream that made me asleep;
A dream that brings despair and assurance as well,

I am tied to that dream’s complex emotions

And find out my way through its momentary flash.

Though it’s a small glow-worm in that endless darkness
And goes out often, yet | know that love, my beacon-light,
Is the only reality in this afflicting darkness?

Every —burning in my life’s distant dark horizon.

That eternal flame! | feel in my whole being

That light’s manifold manifestations;

Its soft warmth creates in the heart’s music

A dream-world full of nightly wonder.

All the river would have died, all heavenly glow-worms

collapsed

If likewise they have not emitted light,

Manchester,
25-08-2008
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-4

4,
Those Wild Eyes

You can in a moment recognize those wild eyes

Whose signals created my dreams so long;

Restless and wild they are, sometimes blinkless and still;
They can tear off the mind’s cob-web in a moment.

That damsel with strong modesty has enormous treasures
In amazing wonder | find her eyes treacherous.

Every moment she darts arrows from her primitive look;

Her pleasures play wild in her beaming eyes.

You have not seen those glances; you only saw her strong
modesty;
You only saw her cute chastising attitude as of a queen.
The night’s perfect stillness pervades through out her body;
You did not see the hidden luster; with strong determination
If you cross the limit, you would find her eyes adorned
With crowding starry words and crimson morn on her chin.

Manchester
25-08-2008

92

The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad

[oreew ~w ¢ T 3R]
b,
Q TR ST QTR F| OF A Fe
o ererwe! -Bed e e
T 212-ATEF S #{iE T & AFIE |

wfers vz S-SR e orEd
oIS 5 2N o1 F9-wig P
e I -] S X9

Tl (SN A TS} (T (CE T2 T |

¥fre brafR W —+afe o Ig
AT & Mre i s frey Fxam
(SR ™43 (57! — eI I (Torgd
e G W (FI = 702 4 |

wfare (brafR SIS 3 (5T I3 (I =
TS (AN 4, ©F I%-fo13 (7 3 1



The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad

From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-5

5.
| liked To Know

I liked to hear: why her momentary disappearance
Had in my Mind’s domain a sense of hard waiting,
As if for eternity. She replied, night and day

Her eyes kept tireless watch on my movements

I liked to hear: whether the forests’ sound

Could satiate her thirst for human voice.
Ever-bewitching she told me that

She was all ears for my voice and still not satisfied.

I liked to hear: whether the blooming lotus-petals

Were softer than her body’s ever-tender touch?

She replied that her greedy bosom was still unappeased,;
And no other touch was worthy to remember.

I liked to hear; what moments was most desirable

She did not reply and my heart was eager for her touch

Manchester
26-08-2008

93

94

The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad

[ =% b 7 Ff]

=

fraei To7 w2y, Aferewl vl (@

(vfe® TR Y seA IR (61

AR &iifE =i, #{12 T8 AT FAE
T I ©I'TS (A T9S ZUCI)

O (BR FICR Q0T @ FIR, 93 T
Te% TFF OF IR QI ©ITd,

R S 0 AR 7T 3@

R TS (IR IR whe g R |

PR T2 A AGEF G F2A

TR TCRCS! Wi (A TR FAre);
(SN T-I&1 B, HIEeTy L et
weere TRET (11 e afRe ToF |

] Ife1eH] (@, A TH G & S
=50, o, el fedd 12 el @F UFE | |




The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad

From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-6

6.

Please don’t give new information or talk of spirituality,

I have heard much about it from erudites

But found no peace or solace therefrom,

The unappeased heart could not quench its thirst.
Rather you come near to me, still near

To this wistful eager hot sultry self

And keep your dreamlike fragrant bosom on me
To fill my moments of music with new splendour.

The wonders of the sky or the treasures of the seas
Are no more new and this earth is quite old,;

Your untold words, silence or restlessness

Avre full of unknown mysteries to remain ever-new,
Not a word, keep your bosom on me

Let two souls unite in fragrance and splendour.

Dhaka- 28.09.2006
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But when hope belied them at a premature time, they said :
It’s senility that made me good for nothing,

A vagabond!

I peddle pieces of idealism on the foot-path.

I don not hesitate to compare Park Circus

With a quarter of the hell;

Because | see the pus of capitalism

Accumulated in dust-bins there

(Although dressed up in varieties of finery)!
Nevertheless irresistible urges come

From the nearby slum;

I search for the excellence in man

Among the lowly, the so-called ‘mean’;

I combine my sighs with those of the hungry animals
And understand at every step

How difficult the road to idealism is.
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I find innumerable Fera-un and karun
Array against me night and day;

I see helpless Boni Israils

At every corner of the street—

The same way search for Musa Kalimullah,
Entire street is shaking with pent up sighs,
The blood of the oppressed flows thereby.

This earth is all the same...

The strife-torn mind forgets struggle’s disgrace

And rises everywhere for imminant all-engrossing zehad
Fearless soldiers for truth in search of Musa Kalimullah.

Dhaka- 03.10.2006
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THE MIND

My mind is like a whale in the approaching evening
That dives into the night’s sea;

Yet | hear that far-off sound

Imprisoned in the breast of this body.

The sun has wiped out the tinge of evening cloud from

the tired minaret,

No movement in the air

Not realizing that no rest until deep sleep in this black night.
Yet the tired and dejected nerve’s fatigued movement
Brings the dream of hectic speed,

Perhaps storm-signal is prevalent in tired April’s sky,
Perhaps millions of evil spirits encircling like night mare,
Instantly

Thousands of thunders flash in the horizon of my mind.

I hear the call from the sky:

Your night of misfortune

Brightened on the free eastern horizon,

The old tree in your forest

Has now shed its worn-out bark.

That thought pervades my mind like wild fire,

April’s likely thunder-cloud

Springs up in the dejected crowd’s mind

The mind leaves the nights sea.

And becomes a free bird in the morning.

Away on its wings in the sky, leaves the old plundered minaret,
Leaves the sky’s splendour of colour,

Leaves the border of the horizon,

Like the captive’s dream-

A free mind,

It’s my mind.

Dhaka- 04.10.2006
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THE BACKGROUND

The 8-30 AM train left ejecting its nightly contents:
Sleepless people with hot head
Walk on both sides of the road like cold reptiles;

Also walk human forms as symptoms of cruel citizen’s bestiality.

Thunder-clouds have covered the city-sky
With a pale curtain;

Stones on streets tarnish with traffic’s rush, trams and buses,

At that moment

A hill-boy pedlar’s shrill cry for mending umbrellas
Echoed in the air.

As if a vigorous raven cawed for the last time
In a dead forest,

Pedlar’s voice for mending umbrellas

Rent the dreamy sleep with its hilly vigour
On the banks of Lal Dighi (Red Pond),

On the branches of the cypress

From bloody mansions and terraces

Like a sharp spear.

Foot-path, factory and this tormenting stuffy room
Fade in a moment,

And | hear the message of flying wings

Of that lively life:

Dense vineyards, icy peaks and hard rocks.

The smell of solid hills,
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Inaccessible routes

And unknown rough country

Pervades in the foreign cypress branches;

His companion is nutty almonds, pears, apples
And a strong hand in young girl’s tresses;
And the starry night encircled by peaks.

The rising moon there is not ugly

With polluted and perverted gaze.

The blue dove returns to its loaded nest there
Carrying saffron of the sun;

Countless stars twinkle in the deep blue

And in the darkness of the night.

Hill’s endless silence,

Robust life’s complete fulfilment,

The deep blue of the sky pours on

The crimson buds of the pomegranates,
On the damsel’s purple forehead;

The colour of the soft bosom brings up rosy waves.

Deep silent peace,

Fields, dense forests,

Healthy mind in strong and sound body,
The nightingale and waves of music...

I don’t know how far in hillside floods and storms
Float multicoloured pebbles;

Pomegranate seeds fight with chilly wind

And fall without any stop.

Coloured pistachio-nuts heap up near the carpet;
Wind from vine yards and hilly roads brings

The moon’s message—

I don’t know when that day-dream shattered
With machine’s demands,

Heaps of files rise before the eyes

Like a nightmare leaving behind

The pomegranate garden.

Here the hill-boy drenches throughout the day
In heavy rains

And shrieks in the streets for mending umbrellas
As a result of this century’s failure...

Dhaka- 06.10.2006
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THE YOUTH-BRIGADE

The simoom spreads its windy hair,
The sky and the wind echo

The light foot-steps of its coming—

The desired torture of the favourite one.

The horizon appears like a mirage,
Dauntless birds on the sandy beach,
Hawk’s eyes also are surprised,

It can’t fly and loses its course.

Liquid blood suffers from burning

And boils in veins with intoxicating bubbles,
Highly contagious in the veins,

And dangerous greed for the blood.

Lust’s crimson poison in the eyes

Binds in thousand flames of crooked gaze;
Not satisfied yet, the body and soul
Craves life-long for wondrous pleasures.

The desert recedes under the feet,
The sea of sand is turbulent;

It’s sighing for a long time,

The unrest of the sandy sea begins,
Suddenly tears appear in dry eyes.

O the victor-hero ! a hunter’s craze
Persists in my restless heart like that,
I hear the braying of a quadruped

I want to lift the spear with force.
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Would you initiate me into your doctrine,

O nomadic Bedouin !

I will start for the horizon without any track CWTCﬂWﬁ’I

And break earth’s dusky stupor with desert-sand.
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Then you listen — I bear in my veins
That bestial blood of the past, and suffering
From the indomitable mute heart’s pangs
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THE WHISTLE OF THE MAGPIE ROBIN

From the impervious dark night’s portal
Comes the magpie robin’s whistle,

The day’s last sun-rays burn wonderfully
On the evening sand,

At the beginning of the unknown night
The whistle of the magpie robin was heard
For the last time—

A shrill whistle, a strong music!

It’s a signal for the night and death,
Magpie robin’s whistle.

The soft body in black and white

Of that bird! Its throat carries flower-like music,
Music ringing throughout the evening

With the dying sun’s splendour;

Opening the throat’s fountain it took leave

For the last time with a farewell tune,

With a soft music.

Now the black night trickles down continuously
On its sky, the sad and deadly poison;

The whistle of the magpie robin recedes
Further and further away in the darkness
Leaving behind the horizon.

It’s a strong intoxicant only to shake off

Drowsiness with a lullaby,

This music only brings deep silence

On the day’s shining towers of long palm and coconut trees
At the corner of the dreadful night,

On colourless palm columns,

On the sky’s domes and arches

The night shoots its dark arrows;

The magpie robin’s whistle shoots like an arrow.
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All colour drops near the horizon with that poisonous
deadly arrow

Like the mirror’s mercury

Collecting at one corner of the memory

Death’s blessings,

The whistle of the magpie robin.

I hear the magpie robin’s shrill,

Strong and ardent—

Birds just returning to their nests, light fades off,
And lights are kindled;

The sleeping time vibrates with awakening sharpness
The shrill music of the magpie robin.

On dead trees and branches

Spreading out its light wings

The magpie gives its farewell address

And warns with intoxicating poison:

The whistle of the magpie robin.

The time for sleep is over; the bird

Returns to the forest’s end alone

Emptying its music,

Returns to its empty nest.

What nest?

Where its music is covered with death’s shadow,
Where the meadow’s end has become unfriendly like pebbles
Under the shadow of the night,

Where the skeleton’s harmless desire lies prostrate
After pouring out all the agonies of life.

There’s the sleeping bird—

The drowsy magpie’s shrill slowly calms down.

Dhaka- 14.10.2006
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THE BRILLIANT LAMP :
MUHAMMAD MUSTAFA (S.M.)

He rises over the eastern blue horizon with a gorgeous hue,
His presence over the sky always spreads in a moment
O the luminous bird, are you awake? Will the
night-suppressed voice
Travelling in the enormous void now sing about the day?
Will a peaceful tone come out of pent-up emotions?
Now what dream for light will attract the disturbed water?
Will this deaf dumb sky now forget its silence
With the clarion call of that traveller of a great distance?

Here he comes, here comes that bird with seven-coloured wings,
The deep sky is tinged with an emerald-blue clearness,

The deadly night is crippled and gone with this golden light;
Constant waves of rays fill the sky with a flood of light.

O you the unknown bird, from what depth of the sky have
you risen?

Your movement creates flowers of ideas and speech;
You survey the universal mind with your wonderful silvery rays,
Many lovely islands suddenly come into view in unknown seas.
Your sonorous wings contain tears of all the seas,
The young mind’s red lotus kisses the shadow you cast on it.
O you bird of light! You know all the luminous windows

in the open sky,
The universal dream takes shape along with your speed.
You are not a part of the dark night nor a part of dead stagnation,
You have opened the doors of the skies and of all the minds,
All the skies vibrate in expectation of your coming,
O you unhindered light! the earth is blessed with your advent.
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Who comes there!
Who comes there!
A great uproar spreads everywhere!
The sleeping lifeless country wakes up, hamlets shake off
century-old slumber
You bring the desired elixir of life to revire the unconscious,
O you brilliant light, you bring countless day-breaks along
with you.
Millions of days are hidden within your luminous sparks
Siddig Osman Gin Nurain and young Ali woke up with the
touch of your light,
Al-Faruq’s deep slumber ends with that brilliant morning,
Countless flames spark of with your free and liberal light.
.... (Incomplete)
(Sirajam Munira)

Dhaka- 17-10-2006
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IN THE COMING WINTER

They will shiver and drop one day
With the winter wind.

On the barren branches in the forest
On that day

You will strike root without dispute.

Still you think once :

What sap nourishes you?

How many bones make your beds cozy?

How many infant-corpses make your warm pillows?
What numberless scaly human chests’ blood

Brings youthful songs to your lips?

Just think for a while :

Yet there is death,

Still your accidental death lies ahead.

Now stop your blood-sucking life’s song,
Leave bank’s towers,

Discard the thighs of the whores

And come down just for once—

On the free and flowing course

To the hungry chill-bitten crowd of people;
Come down to the night’s darkness.

These people will die,

And will leave behind sighs

And last wailing due to hunger.
Tree-leaves will turn yellow

This winter will take away

Only the bones of premature dead bodies.

More winters will come and go;
You perhaps think

The bastards from your mistresses and beautiful whores

Will thus remain blood-sucking greedy forever.
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Perhaps you think
Your policy of this type is harmless
And flowering easily in the bank’s towers.

But it’s a great blunder—

Foolish and crazy.

You see today—

Those who throughout the earth

Avre spreading beds of bones

Will not tolerate forever,

With life-long sacrifice their spring comes
Along with gun-power —by crossing
The plains of the approaching winter
With cruel and revengeful bayonets
—The day of the mutiny.

Dhaka- 10.10.2006
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THE VULTURES
[ON BENGAL FAMINE, 1943]

O you the cursed vultures! since you pounced upon

These dying people, then accept their dead bodies

As their last offer—

Gifts of countless corpses

Scattered throughout the countryside, hamlets and towns...

You have left nothing for man,

So you stand before these dead bodies

And complete your image of bestiality.

You have shatched away meagre morsels of hungry mouths,
You have sucked people’s blood

And created a desert of death,

And wiped out life’s tidal river.

O blind vultures! now you see in these corpses

What brutal blows you gave everywhere

From your ignoble ivory towers.

Your hands did not tremble,

No imprint in your mind

For scattering famine

In the live graves of this dying earth’s
Countryside, hamlets and towns.

O the tyrant vultures! here you take,

Here you take today

The last gift of those people

Whose blood you sucked,

Whose morsels you tainted with blood—
The last gift through the end of man,

Eat it up completely;

And also take the offering of

Hungry dried up young corpses—

Evidence of your cruel loathsome bestiality.

Dhaka- 12.10.2006



