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FFoorreewwoorrdd 

 
Farrukh Ahmad is one of the most outstanding poets of 

contemporary Bangla literature. He was born on 10
th
 June 

1918 and died on 19
th
 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', 'Sirajum Munira', 'Muhurter Kabita', 'Kafela', 

'Naufel-O-Hatem', 'Hatem Tai', 'Onussar', 'Hey Bonno 

Sopnera', 'Habeda Morur Kahini', 'Dilruba', 'Oitihasic-

Onoitihasic Kabbya', 'Tasbirnama', 'Iqbaler 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
th
 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 

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 

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 I 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  

. 

 

 

ddiiii““LL  AAvvnngg‡‡`̀ii  ÔÔmmvvZZ  mmvvMM‡‡iiii  ggvvwwSSÕÕ  KKvv‡‡ee¨̈ii    

AAšš——ffyy ©©³³  KK‡‡qqKKwwUU  wwbbee©©vvwwPPZZ  KKwweeZZvvii  AAbbyyeevv`̀  

AAvvee`̀yyii  iikkxx`̀  LLvvbb  AAbb~~ ww`̀ZZ  

 

 Kwe dii‚ L Avng` evsjv mvwn‡Z¨i Ab¨Zg †kªô †g․wjK cÖwZfvai 

Kwe| Zuvi Kv‡e¨i welq-fve I Avw½K •ewPÎ¨c~Y©| wZwb GKvav‡i MxwZ-

KweZv, m‡bU, m‡bU-wm‡Kv‡qÝ, gnvKve¨, bvU¨Kve¨, cÖnmb, e¨½-KweZv, 

wkï‡Zvl Kve¨, Mvb BZ¨vw` iPbv K‡i‡Qb| †QvUMí, Dcb¨vm I cÖeÜ 

iPbv‡ZI Zuvi K…wZ‡Z¡i ¯̂v¶i we`¨gvb| 

ÔmvZ mvM‡ii gvwSÕ (1944) dii‚ L Avng‡`i cÖ_g Kve¨ Ges GwU Zuvi 

me©vwaK D‡j­L‡hvM¨ I A‡b‡Ki g‡Z Zuvi †kªô Kve¨| Ôdii‚ L GKv‡Wgx 

cwÎKvÕi cÂ`k, A‡±vei 2007 msL¨vq ÔmvZ mvM‡ii gvwSÕ Kve¨ MÖš’ †_‡K 

†gvU 4wU I GKzk Ges evBkZg msL¨vq G MÖ‡š’i Av‡iv `ywU weL¨vZ KweZvi 

BsivwR Abyev` gyw`ªZ nq| ejvevûj¨, D³ 6wU KweZv dii‚ L Avng‡`i 

me©vwaK D‡j­L‡hvM¨ KweZv wnmv‡e wPwýZ| G¸‡jv evsjv mvwn‡Z¨iI †kªôZg 

KweZvejxi Aš— fy©³| KweZv¸wj Abyev` K‡i‡Qb evsjv‡`‡ki L¨vZbvgv Ges 

cÖexY Kwe Ave`yi ikx` Lvb| evsjv I BsivwR Dfq fvlvq huviv cvi`k©x 

Zuv‡`i myweav‡_© BsivwR Abyev‡`i mv‡_ g~j evsjv KweZvI gyw`ªZ nj|  

mvwn‡Z¨i h_v_© fvlvš— i Kiv KwVb| KweZvi Abyev` Av‡iv KwVb| 

kã-Q›`-fve-Zvj-jq-e¨Äbv-iƒcK-Dcgv-iƒcK‡íi mymgš^‡q KweZvi 

m„wó| kã I fv‡ei Abyev` mnRmva¨ n‡jI Zvj-jq-e¨Äbv-iƒcK-Dcgv-

iƒcK‡íi Abyev` cÖvq `ytmva¨| †Kej `¶ †jv‡Ki nv‡ZB Zv A‡bKUv 

Abvqv‡m m¤úbœ nq| evsjv I BsivwR Dfq fvlvq cvi`k©x nIqvi Kvi‡Y 

Kwe Ave`yi ikx` Lvb G KvRwU weij `¶Zvi mv‡_ m¤úbœ K‡i‡Qb| 

Kwe Ave ỳi ikx` Lvb (Rš§- 1924) BsivwR mvwn‡Z¨i Aa¨vcK 

wQ‡jb| wZwb dii‚ L Avng‡`i we‡kl †mœnab¨ I Abyi³| BZtc~‡e© wZwb 

Zuvi wb‡Ri A‡bK KweZv BsivwR‡Z Ges A‡bK L¨vZbvgv BsivR Kwei 

KweZv evsjvq Abyev` K‡i‡Qb| Zuvi iwPZ cÖvq 600wU KweZvi msKjb 

Ôwbe©vwPZ KweZvÕq (2006) Gi cwiPq wea„Z| Zuvi †hvM¨ I Avš— wiK 

†Póvq Ab~w`Z KweZv¸wj BsivwR fvlv-fvlx‡`i wbKU dii‚ L Avng‡`i 

cwiwPwZ Zz‡j aivi †¶‡Î we‡kl mnvqK n‡e e‡j g‡b Kwi|  

gyn¤§` gwZDi ingvb 
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wwmm››`̀eevv`̀  

†K‡U‡Q iwOb gLgj w`b, bZzb mdi AvR,  

ïbwQ Avevi †bvbv `wiqvi WvK,  

fv‡m †RviIqvi gD‡Ri wk‡i m‡d` Puvw`i ZvR,  

cvnvi-eyj›` †XD eÕ†q Av‡b †bvbv `wiqvi WvK;  

 

bZzb cvwb‡Z mdi Gevi, †n gvwS wm›`ve`! 

 

Avnv, †m wbKl AvKxK weQv‡bv KZw`b c‡i wd‡i  

†W‡K‡Q Avgv‡K bxj AvKv‡ki Zx‡i,  

†W‡K‡Q Avgv‡K wRw›`Mx Avi gI‡Zi gvSLv‡b  

Gevi mdi Uvb‡e Avgv‡K †Kvb& †mªv‡Z †Kev Rv‡b!  

 

Nb m›`j Kvdz‡ii e‡b †Nv‡i G w`j †eûuk,  

nvZxi `uv‡Zi mvu‡Rvqv c‡i‡Q wkjv`„p Avejym,  

wccyj e‡bi SuvRv‡jv nvIqvq †Pv‡L †hb Nyg bv‡g;  

bv‡g wbf©xK wmÜy CMj `wiqvi nv¤§v‡g|  

 

†K‡U‡Q iwOb gLgj w`b IR~‡` wPK&bv m‡i,  

Zey `~iPvix md‡ii †XD †f‡m Gj e›`‡i,  

nvZxi nvI`v IVvI gvûZ wKsLve Ki †kl;  

AvR wb‡Z n‡e RsMx muv‡Rvqv gvj­vi bxj †ek|  

†iv‡l dz‡j I‡V Kvjvcvwb †hb mywekvj AvR`vnv  

gD‡Ri gy‡L fvm‡Q wKk&Zx †k¦Z,  

Rvwb bv Gevi †Kvb& †mªv‡Z †gviv ne wd‡i ¸givnv  

†Kv_vq Lyj‡e bIj Elvi iwk¥aviv m‡d`;  

†Kv_vq RvnvR n‡e wd‡i evbPvj,  

Z³vq KvU‡e Avevi `wiqvq KZKvj;  

†m K_v Rvwbbv, gvwbbv †m K_v `wiqv †W‡K‡Q bxj!  

Lywj Rvnv‡Ri nv‡j DÏvg w`Mš—  wSjwgj,  

RsMx †Rvqvb `uvo †d‡j Kwi `wiqvi cvwb Pvl,  

AvdZve †Nv‡i gv_vi Dc‡i gvn&Zve †d‡j `vM,  

Zzdvb Swo‡Z †Zvjcvo K‡i wKk&Zxi cvUvZb;  

†gviv wbf©xK mgy`ª‡mªv‡Z `vo †dwj ev‡iv gvm| 
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The English Translation of Some 

Selected Poems of Farrukh Ahmad 
By Abdur Rashid Khan 
 

SSIINNDDAABBAADD  
 

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 I spent in ease and pleasure  

And gathered fat and weight;  

Mighty waves from afar call at this port for a new voyage. 

O you elephant-mahut I 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.  

myivZ Rvgvj RIqvwbi †Vuv‡U †eKvi bI‡Rvqvb  

fv‡e Rxe‡bi me gay †jv‡U Kg‡Rvi fxi‚  cÖvY,  

G Avðh© Avgv‡`i Kv‡Q! wKk&Zx fvmv‡q †mªv‡Z  

Avgiv †c‡qwQ wbZ¨ bZzb Rxe‡bi ZvRv NÖvY|  

 

cv‡K cv‡K Ny‡i Zxi‡e‡M Qz‡U Ave‡Z© w`kvnviv,  

¶yavi ag‡K Nvm wQu‡o †L‡q AvKv‡k RvMvq mvov,  

Rvwj‡gi †PvL Av¸‡b  †cvov‡q ¸uov‡q cv‡ci gv_v;  

†`‡LwQ meyR `wiqv RvwR‡g ¯̂cœ iÕ‡q‡Q cvZv|  

 

nvRvi Øx‡ci e` i‚ m‡gi Dci jvbZ nvwbÕ 

wKk&Zxi gy‡L †div‡qwQ †gviv UvwbÕÑ  

 

eyivCi mv‡_ †c‡qwQ fvjvB AdzivY wRw›`Mx,  

Avejym-Nb Avuavi †cLg Ly‡j‡Q iv‡Zi wkLx|  

Avi †_‡K †_‡K `g&Kv evZv‡m bvwi‡Kj kv‡L nvIqv  

†fvjv‡q‡Q me †c‡ikvwb, ïi‚  nÕ‡q‡Q MRj MvIqv,  

myivZ Rvgvj RIqvwbi †Vuv‡U †K‡U‡Q ¯^cœ ivZ  

ï‡bwQ †bkvi †Nvi †K‡U †h‡Z G‡m‡Q bqv cÖfvZ|  

 

R‡ov Kwi jvj, †cvLivR Avi BqvKzZ fiv w`b  

`wiqvi ey‡K bvgv‡qwQ †di †e-‡`‡iM mswMb,  

mgy`ª-wmbv †d‡o Qz‡U P‡j wKk&Zx, ¯̂cœ mva;  

bZzb cvwb‡Z mdi Gevi, †n gvwS wm›`ev`|  

 

AvR wbfx©K gvj­vi `j †Qv‡U `wiqvi Uv‡b,  

cvb Kwi wmqv myZxeª R¡vjv KjywlZ weqvev‡b;  

nvivwg gIZ Wv‡K mviv gb, †`n,  

MwjR-kniZjx‡Z Avevi †R‡M D‡V m‡›`‡n;  

wel wbk¦v‡m wRw›`Mx †di †Ku‡` I‡V we¯̂v`,  

bZzb cvwb‡Z mdi Gevi, †n gvwS wm›`ev`|  

 

Kv‡jv AvKx‡Ki gZ wbKl `wiqvi eyK wQu‡o  

P‡jv m›`j eb-mÜv‡b ARvbv Øx‡ci Zx‡i,  

nv‡ji AvNv‡Z †bvbv cvwb Qz‡o ivnv †Luv‡R ¸givnv,  

cvi n‡q hvI Av‡qwkx iv‡Zi duv`;  

 

cv_i Rgv‡bv `wiqvi Zx‡i gI‡Zi ey‡K Avnv,  

Kvdz‡ii gZ bZzb Rxeb WvK‡Q wm›`ev`|  
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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;  

 

RoZvi ivZ †kl nÕ‡q Gj AvR,  

†K‡U‡Q cév big Av‡qk Avk&i‡Z eûw`b,  

gÕ‡P© a‡i‡Q Kâvq; ¤­vb ZvR|  

AvR dz‡o P‡jv `wiqvi mswMb,  

fv‡Ov G big gLg‡j QvIqv w`b;  

gvZwg-‡jevm †d‡j AvR c‡iv gvj­vi bxj mvR|  

 

Avgiv gwi bv, myLv gvXx ïay ZvKvq ksKvKzj,  

`wiqvi Wv‡K GK jûgvq fv‡O Avgv‡`i fyj,  

cÖKvwkZ bxj w`b;  

†`‡L md‡ii cÖmvwiZ c_ w`Mš—  †mªvZjxb|  

 

Avwb Avjgvm, MIni jy‡U Avwb Rvgi‚  ̀jvÕj,  

wb_i cvZvj evjvLvb †_‡K IVvB ivOv cÖevj,  

Gi wRwÄ‡i AvUK wPwoqv nxb Kvgbvq eyovÑ  

wkivRx gË! cv_i nvwbqv Kwi me gv_v ¸uov|  

 

iv‡Z †R‡M ïwb †Lv`vi Avj‡g wewPÎ K‡j­vj,  

Zviv wQ‡U c‡o ga¨ mvM‡i Rvnv‡R RvMvq †`vj,  

Avgiv bvweK RsMx †Rvqvb Bkviv †c‡qwQ KZ  

gD‡Ri gy‡L ZvB †f‡m hvB UzK&iv L‡oi gZ|  

eRª AvIqvR _vgv‡q Mfxi `wiqvq I‡V Puv` 

w`‡ji `yqv‡i gv_v Vy‡K g‡i bvweK wm›`ev`|  

 

†f‡O †d‡jv AvR Lv‡Ki ggZv AvKv‡k D‡V‡Q Puv`,  

`wiqvi ey‡K `vgvj †Rvqvi fvO‡Q evjyi euva,  

wQu‡o †d‡j AvR Av‡qkx iv‡Zi gLgj-Aemv` 

bZzb cvwb‡Z nvj Ly‡j `vI, †n gvwS wm›`ev`!  
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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 

 

 

mmvvZZ--mmvvMM‡‡iiii  ggvvwwSS  ::  ddiiii““LL  AAvvnngg`̀  
 

KZ †h Avuavi c`©v cviv‡q †fvi nÕj Rvwbbv ZvÕ| 

bvi½x e‡b Kuvc‡Q meyR cvZv| 

`yqv‡i †Zvgvi mvZ-mvM‡ii †Rvqvi G‡b‡Q †dbv| 

Zey RvM‡j bv? Zey Zzwg RvM‡j bv? 

mvZ-mvM‡ii gvwS †P‡q †`‡Lv `yqv‡i Wv‡K RvnvR, 

APj Qwe †m, Zm&wei †hb `uvov‡q i‡q‡Q AvR| 

nv‡j cvwb bvB, cvj Zvi I‡o bv‡Kv, 

†n bvweK! Zzwg wgbwZ Avgvi iv‡Lv : 

Zzwg D‡V G‡mv, Zzwg D‡V G‡mv gvwSgvj­vi `‡j 

†`L‡e †Zvgvi wKk&Zx Avevi †f‡m‡Q mvMiR‡j, 

bxj `wiqvq †hb †m c~Y© Puv`, 

†gN-Zi½ †K‡U †K‡U P‡j †f‡O P‡j me euva| 

Z‡e Zzwg Rv‡Mv, KLb mKv‡j SÕ‡i‡Q nvm&bv‡nbv 

GL‡bv †Zvgvi Nyg fvO‡jv bv? Zey Zzwg RvM‡j bv? 

 

`yqv‡i mv‡ci MR©b †kvb bvwK? 

KZ AmsL¨ ¶zwa‡Zi †m_v wfo, 

†n gvwS! †Zvgvi †emvwZ QovI, †kv‡bv; 

bB‡j †h me †f‡O n‡e †P․wPi| 

 

Zzwg †`L&‡Qvbv, Giv P‡j †Kvb& Av‡jqvi wc‡Q wc‡Q? 

P‡j µgvMZ c_ †Q‡o Av‡iv bx‡P| 

†n gvwS! †Zvgvi †mZviv †b‡fwb GK_v Rv‡bv †Zv Zzwg, 

†Zvgvi Puv`wb iv‡Zi ¯^cœ †`L‡Q G gi‚ f‚wg, 

†`L Rgv nÕj jvjv, ivqnvb †Zvgvi w`Mš— ‡i; 

Zey †Kb Zzwg fq cvI, †Kb Kuv‡cv AÁvZ W‡i| 

 

†Zvgvi RvnvR n‡q‡Q wK evbPvj? 

†gN wK †Zvgvi †mZviv K‡i Avovj? 

ZvB wK APj Rvnv‡Ri fvOv nvj, 

ZvB wK Kuvc‡Q mgy‡`ª ¶zavZzi 

evZv‡m duvcv‡bv †Zvgvi I duvKv cvj? 
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TTHHEE  SSAAIILLOORR  OOFF  TTHHEE  SSEEVVEENN  SSEEAASS  

 

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, I 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? 

Rvwb bv, ZeyI WvK&wQ †Zvgv‡K mvZ `wiqvi gvwS, 

cÖevj Øx‡ci bvwi‡Kj kvLv evZv‡m D‡V‡Q evwRÕ| 

G Ny‡g †Zvgvi gvwS-gvj­vi •ah© bvB‡Kv Avi, 

mvZ mgy`ª bxj Av‡µv‡k †Zv‡j wel †dbfvi, 

Gw`‡K A‡Pbv hvÎx P‡j‡Q my`~‡ii c_ aÕ‡i 

bvi½x e‡b Kuvc‡Q meyR cvZv| 

†emvZx †Zvgvi c~Y© K‡i †K gviRv‡b gg©‡i? 

Nyg †Nv‡i Zzwg ïb‡Qv †Kej `yt¯‡̂cœi Mv_v| 

 

D‛Q…“Lj ivwÎi Av‡Rv †g‡Uwb wK me †`bv? 

mKvj nÕ‡q‡Q| Zey RvM‡j bv? 

Zey Zzwg RvM‡j bv? 

Zzwg wK fz‡jQÕ je½ dzj, Gjv‡Pi †g․mygx, 

†hLv‡b a~wj‡Z, KuvK‡i w`‡bi RvdivY †Lv‡j Kwj,  

†hLv‡b gy» Bqvm&wg‡bi ïå jjvU PzwgÕ 

cixi †`‡ki ¯̂cœ-†m‡nwj Rv‡M ¸‡j eKvIjx| 

 

fz‡jQÕ wK †mB cÖ_g mdi RvnvR PÕ‡j‡Q †f‡m 

ARvbv dz‡ji †`‡k, 

fz‡jQÕ wK †mB Rvgi‚ -̀†Zvjv ¯̂cœ mevi †Pv‡L 

Sj‡m P›`ªv‡jv‡K, 

cvj Zz‡j †Kv_v RvnvR PÕ‡j‡Q †K‡U †K‡U †bvbv cvwb, 

A-kªvš—  mÜvbx 

w`Mš—  bxj c ©̀v †d‡j †m wQu‡o 

mvZ-mvM‡ii †bvbv cvwb wP‡i wP‡i| 

 

†Kvb& AÁvZ e›`‡i G‡m jvM‡jv †mB RvnvR 

g‡b c‡o bv‡Kv AvR, 

ZeyI †mLv‡b fÕ‡i‡Q RvnvR gviRv‡b gg©‡i 

GBUzKz g‡b c‡o| 

 

K‡e †h †Zvgvi cvj †d‡U †M‡Q D‛Q…“Lj S‡o, 

†Zvgvi ¯̂‡cœ AvR ARMi `yt¯̂‡cœiv †d‡i! 

Zviv dYv †Zv‡j RxY© †Zvgvi g„Zz¨i e›`‡i 

Zviv welv³ KÕ‡i‡Q †Zvgvi by‡q cov AvKv‡k‡i| 
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I know not, still I 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 I 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, 

Zey ïb&‡e wK, Zey ïb&‡e wK mvZ-mvM‡ii gvwS 

ïK&‡bv evZv‡m †Zvgvi i‚ × KcvU D‡V‡Q evwR; 

G bq †RvQbv--bvwi‡Kj kv‡L ¯̂‡cœi gg©i, 

G bq cixi †`‡ki S‡ivKv bvi½x e›`i 

Gevi †Zvgvi i‚ × Kcv‡U gvby‡li nvnvKvi, 

¶zwaZ wkïi Kvbœvq †kl †mZv‡ii SsKvi| 

 

AvR‡K †Zvgvi cvj IVv‡ZB n‡e, 

†Quov cv‡j AvR Ryo‡ZB n‡e Zvwj, 

fvOv gv ‘̄j †`‡L w`K KiZvwj, 

ZeyI RvnvR AvR †QvUv‡ZB n‡e| 

 

†K Rv‡b KLb †K‡U‡Q †Zvgvi ¯^cœgy» ivZ, 

AvR‡K KwVb S‡oi evZvm Øv‡i K‡i KkvNvZ, 

mc©-wPKb wRnŸvq Zvi g„Zz¨i Bw½Z, 

cÖej cy‛Q AvNv‡Z †Zvgvi iOxb wgbvi fv‡O| 

†n gvwS! ZeyI †_‡gv bv †`‡L G g„Zz¨i Bw½Z, 

ZeyI RvnvR fvmv‡Z n‡e G kZvãx giv Mv‡O| 

 

GLv‡b GLb ivwÎ G‡m‡Q †b‡g, 

Zey †`Lv hvq `~‡i eû`~‡i †nivi ivR-†ZviY, 

GLv‡b GLb cÖej ¶zavq gvbyl DV‡Q †Ku‡c 

GLv‡b GLb ARmª aviv DV‡Q `yÕ‡PvL †Q‡c 

Zey †`Lv hvq `~‡i eû`~‡i †nivi ivR-†ZviY.. 

KuvKi weQv‡bv c_, 

KZ evav, KZ mgy`ª, ce©Z, 

ga¨w`‡bi wckv‡Pi nvgv¸wo, 

kKzwb †d‡j‡Q Qvqv Avgv‡`i gv_vi Dc‡i DwoÕ, 

†d‡jwQ nviv‡q Z…YNb eb, hZ cyw®úZ eb, 

Zey †`Lv hvq `~‡i eû`~‡i †nivi ivR-†ZviY.. 

kvnx `iRvi mKj KcvU A‡bK Av‡MB †Lvjv, 

A‡bK Av‡MB †mLv‡b Øv`kx †RvQbv w`‡q‡Q †`vjv| 

 

†n gvwS! †Zvgvi †bv½i Zzj‡e bv? 

GL‡bv wK Av‡Q †`ix? 

†n gvwS! †Zvgvi cvj AvR Lyj&‡e bv? 

GL‡bv wK Zvi †`ix? 
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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? 

evZv‡m Kuvc‡Q †Zvgvi mKj cvj 

Gevi †Kv‡ivbv †`ix, 

†bvbv cvwb hw` Qzu‡q‡Q †Zvgvi nvj 

ZvnÕ‡j †Kv‡ivbv †`ix, 

Gevi ZvnÕ‡j evRvI †Zvgvi hvÎvi Rq‡fix, 

AvmyK hvÎx cw_K, †n gvwS Gevi †Kv‡ivbv †`ix| 

 

†`ix nÕ‡q †M‡Q A‡bK Rv‡bv Zv Zzwg, 

wd‡i †M‡Q KZ RvnvR-fvmv‡bv `wiqvi †g․mygx, 

KZ Gjv‡Pi `vbv D‡o †M‡Q S‡o 

`vi‚ wPwb-kvLv †f‡O‡Q ebvš— ‡i, 

†gk&‡Ki evm evZvm wb‡q‡Q jywUÕ 

g„Zz¨ GLb aÕ‡i‡Q †Zvgvi UzUx, 

`yqv‡i †Rvqvi †dbv; 

Av‡M eû Av‡M SÕ‡i‡Q †Zvgvi mKj nvmbv‡nbv| 

 

mKj †Lvkey SÕ‡i †M‡Q ey —̄ v‡b, 

bvi½x e‡b hw`I meyR cvZv-- 

Zey Zvi w`b †kl nÕ‡q Av‡m µ‡g-- 

ARvbv gvUxi AZj Mfxi Uv‡b 

meyR ¯̂cœ a~miZv eÕ‡q Av‡b 

G K_v †m Rv‡b 

G K_v †m Rv‡b| 

 

Zey †m RvMv‡e me mÂ‡q bvi½x iw³g, 

hw`I evZv‡m SÕi‡Q a~mi cvZv; 

hw`I evZv‡m SÕi‡Q g„Zz¨ wng, 

GL‡bv †h Zvi R¡‡j Adzivb Avkv; 

GL‡bv †h Zvi ¯̂cœ Acwimxg| 
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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. 

 
 

†n gvwS! Gevi ZzwgI †c‡qvbv fq, 

ZzwgI KzovI †nivi cw_K-ZviKvi we¯§q, 

SÕi‚ K G S‡o bvi½x cvZv, Zey cvZv AMYb 

wfo K‡i--†h_v RvM‡Q AvKv‡k †nivi ivR-†ZviY| 

 

†m c‡_ hw`I cvi nÕ‡Z n‡e gi‚ , 

†m c‡_ hw`I `wiqvi †bvbv cvwb, 

ZeyI †m c‡_ Av‡Q gwÄj, Rvwb Av‡Q QvqvZi‚  

c‡_ Av‡Q wg‡V cvwb| 

 

Z‡e cvj †Lv‡jv, Z‡e †bv½i †Zv‡jv; 

Gevi A‡bK c_‡k‡l mÜvbx! 

†nivi †ZviY wgj‡e mgy‡L Rvwb| 

Z‡e †bv½i †Zv‡jv, 

Z‡e Zzwg cvj †Lv‡jv, 

Z‡e Zzwg cvj †Lv‡jv|| 
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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 

 

 

 

ccvv‡‡ÄÄiixx  

 

ivZ †cvnvevi KZ †`ix cv‡Äix? 

 

GL‡bv †Zvgvi Avmgvb fiv †g‡N? 

†mZviv, †njvj GL‡bv I‡Vwb †R‡M? 

Zzwg gv¯‘‡j, Avwg `uvo Uvwb fz‡j; 

Amxg Kzqvkv Rv‡M k~b¨Zv †Nwi| 

 

ivZ †cvnvevi KZ †`ix cv‡Äix? 

 

`xNj iv‡Zi kªvš—  mdi †k‡l 

†Kvb `wiqvi Kv‡jv w`M‡š—  Avgiv cÕ‡owQ G‡m? 

GKx Nb-wmqv wRw›`Mvbxi evÕe 

†Zv‡j gwm©qv e¨w_Z w`‡ji Zzdvb-kªvš—  LvÕe, 

Aù‚U nÕ‡q µ‡g Wz‡e hvq Rxe‡bi Rq‡fix| 

Zzwg gv¯‘‡j, Avwg `uvo Uvwb fz‡j; 

m¤§y‡L ïay Amxg Kzqvkv †nwi| 
 

ivZ †cvnvevi KZ †`ix cv‡Äix? 
 

e›`‡i eÕ‡m hvÎxiv w`b †Mv‡Y, 

eywS †g․mygx nvIqvq †gv‡`i Rvnv‡Ri aŸwb †kv‡b? 

eywS Kzqvkvq, †RvQbv-gvqvq Rvnv‡Ri cvj †`‡L| 

Avnv †c‡ikvb gymvwdi `j 

`wiqv wKbv‡i Rv‡M ZK&w`‡i 

wbivkvi Qwe Gu‡K| 

 

c_nviv GB `wiqv-†muvZvq Ny‡i 

PÕ‡jwQ †Kv_vq? †Kvb mxgvnxb `~‡i? 

gymvwdi `j eÕ‡m Av‡Q K‚j †Nwi| 

Zzwg gv¯‘‡j, Avwg `uvo Uvwb fz‡j; 

GKvKx iv‡Zi ¤­vb RyjgvZ †nwi| 
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PPUUNNJJEERRII  
 

[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 I 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 I row blindfold; 

Lonely I see the night’s confusion around. 
 

    ivZ †cvnvevi KZ †`ix cv‡Äix? 

 

ïay Mvdj‡Z, ïay †Lqv‡ji fz‡j 

`wiqv-A_B åvwš—  wbqvwQ Zz‡j, 

Avgv‡`i fz‡j cvwbi wKbv‡i gymvwdi `j ewmÕ 

†`‡L‡Q mf‡q A —̄  wMqv‡Q Zv‡`i †mZviv, kkx; 

†gv‡`i †Ljvq a~jvq jyUv‡q cwoÕ 

†Ku‡`‡Q Zv‡`i `yf©v‡M¨i we¯^v` ke©ix| 

 

mI`vM‡ii `j gv‡S †gviv IVv‡qwQ AvnvRvix, 

N‡i N‡i I‡V µ›`baŸwb AvIqvR ïb&wQ Zvwi| 

IwK evZv‡mi nvnvKvi,ÑIwK 

†ivYvRvwi ¶zwa‡Zi| 

 

IwK `wiqvi MR©b,ÑIwK †e`bv gRjy‡gi| 

IwK ¶zavZzi cuvRivq ev‡R g„Zz¨i Rq‡fix| 

cv‡Äix! 

Rv‡Mv e›`‡i •Kwdq‡Zi Zxeª å‚ KzwU †nwi, 

Rv‡Mv AMYb ÿzwaZ gy‡Li bxie å‚ KzwU †nwi; 

†`L †P‡q †`L m~h© IVvi KZ †`ix, KZ †`ix|| 
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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 

 

 

jjvvkk  

(†Zi‡kv cÂv‡k) 

 

†hLv‡b cÖk —̄  c_ Ny‡i †Mj †gvo, 

Kv‡jv wcP-Xvjv i‡O jv‡M bvB aywji AvuPo, 

†mLv‡b c‡_i cv‡k gyL ¸u‡R cÕ‡o Av‡Q Rwg‡bi cÕi; 

mÜ¨vi RbZv Rvwb †Kvbw`b iv‡L bv †m g„‡Zi Lei| 

 

Rvwb gvby‡li jvk gyL u̧‡R cÕ‡o Av‡Q aiYxi cÕi 

¶zwaZ Amvo Zby ewÎk bvoxi Zv‡c cÕ‡o Av‡Q 

wbmvo wb_i, 

cvk w`‡q PÕ‡j hvq mw¾Z wckvP, bvix bi 

--cv_‡ii Ni, 

g„Zz¨ KvivMvi, 

mw¾Zv wbcyYv bwU eviv½Yv Lywjqv‡Q Øvi 

gayi fvl‡Y, 

c„w_ex Pwl‡Q Kviv †kvl‡Y, kvm‡b 

mv¶¨ Zvi ivRc‡_ Rwg‡bi cÕi 

mv‡o wZb nvZ nvo iwP‡Z‡Q gvby‡li Awš— g Kei| 

 

cÕ‡o Av‡Q g„Z gvbeZv 

Zvwi mv‡_ c‡_ gyL u̧‡R| 

AvKvk A`„k¨ nÕj `vw¤¢‡Ki wLjv‡b, M¤^y‡R 

wbZ¨ ùx‡Zv`i 

GLv‡b gvwU‡Z Giv gyL u̧‡R gwi‡Z‡Q aiYxi cÕi| 

 

G cvke Agvbylx µzi 

wbj©¾ `my¨i 

•ckvwPK †jvf 

Kwi‡Q we‡jvc 

kvk¦Z gvbe-mËv, gvby‡li cÖvc¨ AwaKvi, 

¶zwaZ gy‡Li MÖvm †K‡o †bq i‚ waqv ỳqvi, 

gvby‡li nvo w`‡q Zviv AvR M‡o †Ljv Ni; 

mv¶¨ Zvi cÕ‡o Av‡Q gyL ¸u‡R aiYxi cÕi| 
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TTHHEE  DDEEAADD--BBOODDYY  
 

[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. 

ùx‡Zv`i ee©i mf¨Zv-- 

G cvkweKZv, 

kZvãxi µziZg GB Awfkvc 

welvB‡Q w`‡bi c„w_ex; 

ivwÎi AvKvk| 

 

G †Kvb& mf¨Zv AvR gvby‡li Pig mËv‡K 

K‡i cwinvm? 

†Kvb& Bewjm AvR gvby‡l‡i †dwj g„Zz¨cv‡K 

K‡i cwinvm? 

†Kvb& AvRvwRj AvR jvw_ gv‡i gvby‡li k‡e? 

wfRv‡q KzrwmZ †`n †kvwYZ Avm‡e 

†Kvb& †cÖZ AÆnvwm nv‡m? 

gvby‡li AvZ©bv` †R‡M I‡V AvKv‡k AvKv‡k! 

 

†Kvb& cÖe„wËi Kv‡Q AvR Iiv cwoqv‡Q euvav? 

†Mvjv‡ei cvcwo‡Z Qzwo‡Z‡Q AveR©bv, Kv`v 

         †Kvb& kqZvb? 

welv³ Kvgbv w`‡q †K fivq AvKv‡ki iwOb wLjvb? 

 

Kvi nv‡Z nvZ w`‡q bvix P‡j Kvg mnPix? 

    †Kvb& mf¨Zvi? 

Kvi nvZ Abvqv‡m wkï K‡Ú †n‡b hvq Qzwi? 

                             †Kvb& mf¨Zvi? 

cuvRivi nvo †K‡U b„Z¨ myi †R‡M I‡V Kvi? 

kªwg‡Ki i³cv‡Z cvb-cvÎ †i‡O I‡V Kvi? 

                            †Kvb mf¨Zvi? 

 

gvbyl †Zvgvi nv‡Z Kwiqv‡Q K‡e AvZ¥`vb, 

Zvwi †kva Zz‡j bvI †n Ro-mf¨Zv kqZvb! 

wkïi †kvwYZ †n‡m Abvqv‡m Kwi‡Z‡Q cvb, 

awl©Zv bvixi †`‡n AZ¨vPvi KwiQ A¤­vb, 

RbZvi wmuwo †e‡q D‡a© DwV AwZ Abvqv‡m 

Zv‡i Zzwg †d‡j hvI c_ cÖv‡š—  b ©̀gvi cv‡k| 
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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.

RowcÊ †n wbt¯ ̂mf¨Zv! 

Zzwg Kvi `vm? 

A_ev †Zvgvwi `vm †Kvb& cï`j! 

gvby‡li Kx wbK…ó —̄ i! 

hvi AZ¨vPv‡i AvR cÖkvwš— ; gvwUi Ni : Rxeš—  Kei 

gyL ¸u‡R cÕ‡o Av‡Q aiYxi cÕi| 

 

mymw¾Z-Zby, hviv GB Ro mf¨Zvi `vm, 

hv‡`i cv‡qi Pv‡c WzKwiqv †Ku‡` I‡V c„w_ex, AvKvk, 

Zviv †`‡L bv‡Kv †P‡q Kx Kjyl `yM©Ü cyix‡l 

Zv‡`i mgMÖ mËv cï‡`i gv‡S P‡j wg‡k! 

Kz°zi, Kz°zix 

†Kvb& e¨wfPv‡i Zviv ci¯úi nvwb‡Z‡Q Qjbvi Qzwi, 

Avwb‡Q RviR †Kvb& g„Z mf¨Zvi c`Z‡j! 

Di‚ i Bw½Z w`‡q Zv‡`i bvixiv AvR g„Zz¨c‡_ P‡j,  

†jv‡fi weKU ¶zav ey‡K wb‡q AZ¨vPvix cyi‚ ‡liv P‡j, 

gvby‡li c_ †Q‡o eû wb‡gœœ g„Zz¨i AZ‡j| 

 

Zvnv‡`wi †kvl‡Yi Îvm 

Kwiqv‡Q MÖvm 

cÖkvwš— i Ni, 

†h_v gyL ¸u‡R Av‡Q kxY© ke aiYxi cÕi| 

 

†n Ro mf¨Zv! 

g„Z-mf¨Zvi `vm ùxZ‡g` †kvlK mgvR! 

gvby‡li Awfkvc wb‡q hvI AvR; 

Zvici Avwm‡j mgq 

wek¦gq 

†Zvgvi k„“LjMZ gvsmwc‡ÊÐ c`vNvZ nvwbÕ 

wb‡q hve Rvnvbœvg Øvi-cÖv‡š—  UvwbÕ; 

AvR GB DrcxwoZ g„Zz¨-`xY© wbwL‡ji Awfkvc eI t 

 aŸsm nI 

 Zzwg aŸsm nI|| 
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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 

 

 

WWvvûûKK  

 

ivwÎfÕi Wvû‡Ki WvK...... 

 

GLv‡b Ny‡gi cvov, —̄ ä`xwN AZj mywßi! 

`xN© ivwÎ GKv †R‡M AvwQ| 

 

Qjbvi cvkv †Ljv AvR cÕ‡o _vK, 

NygvK wekªvš—  kv‡L w`‡bi †g․gvwQ, 

KvY †c‡Z †kv‡bv AvR Wvû‡Ki WvK| 

 

Zvivi e›`i †Q‡o Puv` P‡j ivwÎi mvM‡i 

µgvMZ †f‡m †f‡m cvjK †g‡Ni Aš— iv‡j, 

Akªvš—  Wzeywi †hb µgvMZ Wze w`‡q †Zv‡j 

¯̂‡cœi cÖevj| 

Awekªvg SÕ‡i SÕ‡i c‡o 

wkwki cvLvi Nyg, 

¸‡j e‡K․wji bxj AvKvk gnj 

nÕ‡q Av‡m wbmvo wbSzg, 

wb‡f hvq Kvgbv †PivM; 

Awekªvš—  I‡V ïay Wvû‡Ki WvK| 

 

†Kvb& Wzeywii 

Akixix †hb †Kvb& cÖ‛Qbœ cvLxi 

mvgyw`ªK AZjZv nÕ‡Z g„Zz¨-myMfxi WvK D‡V Av‡m, 

wSgvq Zvivi `xc ¯ĉœv‛Qbœ AvKv‡k| 

 

Zzwg wK GL‡bv †R‡M Av‡Qv? 

Zzwg wK ïb&‡Qv †c‡Z KvY? 

Zzwg wK ïb&‡Qv †mB bftMvgx k‡ãi DRvb? 

 

Ny‡gi wbweo e‡b †mB ïay mRvM cÖnix| 

†PZbvi c_ awi Pwjqv‡Q Zvi ¯̂cœ-cix, 

 gš’i nvIqvq| 

 mv_x Z› ª̀vZzi| 
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DDAAHHUUKK  
[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. 

ivwÎi †cqvjv cy‡i DcwPqv cÕ‡o hvq Wvû‡Ki myi| 

ïay myi fv‡m 

†eZm e‡bi duv‡K Puv` ¶Õ‡q Av‡m 

ivwÎi welv` fiv ¯̂cœv‛Qbœ muv‡Zvqv AvKv‡k| 

 

g‡b nq Zzwg ïay Akixix myi! 

Zey Rvwb Zzwg myi bI, 

Zzwg ïay myihš¿! Zzwg ïay eI 

AvKvk-Rgv‡bv Nb Ai‡Y¨i Aš— j©xb e¨_vZzi Mfxi wmÜzi 

Aciƒc myi.... 

Adzivb m~iv.... 

¤­vb nÕ‡q Av‡m bxj †RvQbv weayiv 

Wvû‡Ki Wv‡K! 

†n cvLx! †n myivcvÎ! Av‡Rv Avwg 

wPwbwb †Zvgv‡K| 

 

nq‡Zv †Zvgv‡K wPwb, wPwb H wPwÎZ ZbyKv, 

wewPÎ Zzwj‡Z AvuKv 

eY© myKzgvi| 

wKš‘ †h Ac~e© myiv Kuv`vB‡Q ivwÎi wKbvi 

hvi e¨_v-wZ³ i‡m RÕ‡g I‡V ebcÖv‡š—  †e`bv ỳtmn, 

Nbvq Zgv‡j, Zv‡j ivwÎi wein 

†mB myi cvwibv wPwb‡Z| 

 

g‡b nq Zzwg ïay †mB myivevnx 

cvÎ fiv mvKx| 

DRvo KwiQ GKv my‡i fiv kvive-myivwn 

ebcÖv‡š—  wbf…Z GKvKx| 

 

†n A‡Pbv kviv‡ei ÔRvgÕ| 

†h myivi wccvmvq Dš§yL, Aaxi Awekªvg 

m~‡h©i ARvbv †`‡k 

Zvivi Bkviv wb‡q PwjqvQ GK g‡b †f‡m 

myMfxi my‡ii cvLv‡Z, 

—̄ ä iv‡Z 
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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 I 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 I know you; I 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 

†eZm cÖvš— i wN‡i 

wZwgi mgy`ª wQu‡o 

Puv‡`i `yqv‡i, 

†h myivi Zxeª `v‡n †f‡m P‡jv DËvj cv_v‡i,  

cÖvš— ‡i Zviviv S‡i 

†mB my‡i SÕ‡i c‡o 

weeY© cvjK, 

wb‡g‡l ivOv‡q hvq †Zvgvi wb®úÖf Zby we`y¨r SjK, 

Zxi-Zxeª MwZ wb‡q Qz‡U hvq cvk w`‡q Dévi Bkviv, 

g„Z Ai‡Y¨i wk‡i mgy‡`ªi bxj So Zz‡j hvq mvov 

DÏvg PÂj; 

Zey APcj 

Mfxi wmÜzi 

my`yM©g g~j nÕ‡Z †Zv‡jv Zzwg ivwÎfiv myi| 

 

Wvû‡Ki WvK.... 

mKj †e`bv †hb, me Awf‡hvM †hb 

nÕ‡q Av‡m bxie wbe©vK| 

 

ivwÎi AiY¨Z‡U †n Akªvš—  cvLx! 

hvI WvwK WvwK 

Aeva gyw³i gZ| 

 

fvivbZ 

Avgiv wkK‡j, 

ïwbbv †Zvgvi myi, wb‡R‡`wi welv³ †Qve‡j 

Zbygb Kwi †h AvnZ| 

GB ¤­vb K`‡h©i `‡j Zzwg bI,  

                         Zzwg eI 

†Zvgvi k„“Lj-gy³ c~Y© wP‡Ë Rxebg„Zz¨i  

                               cwic~Y© myi| 

 

ZvB Zzwg gy³c¶ wbf…Z WvûK, 

c~Y© Kwi eyK 

wi³ Kwi eyK 

Agb WvwK‡Z cv‡iv| Avgiv cvwibv| 
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Around the cane-bush 

Piercing the sea of darkness 

On the door of the moon 

With the burning for the wine you float on the turbulent sea 

In the horizon with the shooting star; 

Your pale feathers drop 

With that music, 

Your dull body flares up in a moment with lightning, 

The shooting star passes by it with violent speed, 

The blue sea-storm keeps its mark on top of the dead forest 

Violent and vigorous; 

Yet from the inaccessible bottom 

Of the deep sea 

Steadily 

You bring up music throughout the night. 
 

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. 

†eZm jZvi Zv‡i †_‡K †_‡K ev‡R AvR evZv‡mi exYv; 

µ‡g ZvÕI †_‡g hvq, 

cÖvPxb AiY¨Zx‡i Puv` †b‡g hvq; 

MvpZi nÕj AÜKvi| 

gy‡LvgywL eÕ‡m AvwQ me †e`bvi 

Qvqv‛Qbœ Mfxi cÖn‡i| 

ivwÎ SÕ‡i c‡o 

 

cvZvq wkwk‡i.... 

Rxe‡bi Zx‡i Zx‡i.... 

gi‡Yi Zx‡i Zx‡i.... 

†e`bv wbe©vK| 

 

†m wbweo Av‛Qbœ wZwg‡i 

eyK wP‡i, †Kvb K¬vš—  KÉ wN‡i `~i e‡b I‡V ïay  

Z…lv`xY© Wvû‡Ki WvK|| 
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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 

 
 
 

 

  SS‡‡iivvKKvvÕÕqq    

 

gymvwdi RbZvi g„`ykã wbgœgyL bxj †cqvjvq  

wg‡k †Mj AvKv‡ki —̄ ä S‡ivKvÕq|  

m~h©¨ cvnv‡o jyß AwMœeY© ¸ji‚ L wkLv|  

 

AÜ cwiµgv-cÖvš—  †m Zxeª `vwnKv 

¯§„wZ ïay `~i ebv‡š— i|  

wkwi‡li  

kvLv †Q‡o Av‡iv `~‡i iRbxMÜvi,  

†nbvi;  

wK¤v̂ evºv‡`i  

nvRvi ivwÎi GK ivZ Gj  †b‡g!  

 

†n wcÖqv kv‡niRv`x! Zzwg AvR Kx AÁvZ †cÖ‡g  

†R‡M I‡Vv k¼vq, j¾vq?  

†Zvgvi mKj †cÖg Avevi jyKv‡Z Pvq  

†bKve-cÖ‛Qvq?  

 

e„_v ev‡R wiwb wSwb  

nxivi †RIi!  

†n Qjbvgqx! AÜ cyi‚ ‡li, †c․i‚ ‡li †K‡o bvI kªvš—  Nyg‡Nvi,  

QvovI civM i³vaiv  

Rvdiv‡bi gyay-MÜ fiv|  

ivwÎ AvR Mvp eb! gb  

`w¶Y nvIqvq †f‡m gymvwdi DRvbx-ceb,  

MÜ Lyu‡R †d‡i|  

 

AvKv‡ki Kwiqv †P․wPi  

Zvi Kvbœv jy‡U c‡o  

DËi mvMi Zx‡i `w¶‡Yi mvgyw ª̀K S‡o,  

mÜvb K‡i †m BZ —̄ Z  

bxo Zvi kªve‡Yi cvLx‡`i gZ|  
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TThhrroouugghh  TThhee  WWiinnddooww  
 
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.  
 

 

 

MÜ Av‡m `yivš— i nÕ†Z|  

†n wcÖq! †f‡mwQ Avwg `xN© bIevnv‡ii Nb bxj †m&ªv‡Z,  

ZLb †Zvgvi I myiwf fvi  

¯úk© Kwi †M‡Q ev‡i ev‡i;  

cÖLi AvZkx †mªv‡Z †f‡m Avwg PvBwb †Zvgv‡i|  

 

AvR Avwg Lyu‡R gwi  

cvZvq cvZvq, Nv‡m Nv‡m,  

cvB bv †Zvgv‡K| kyay eû `~i nÕ‡Z MÜ Av‡m  

‡f‡m hvq gvV, gb gyn~‡Z©i iw³g cÖk¦v‡m|  

Zvici ¶Y`xß †m cÖvš— i cv‡i  

cvB bv †Zvgv‡i|  

 

AvR Zvi MÜ Av‡m, ivwÎi wbk¦v‡m ZzlvZzi ü`q Avgvi  

Rvwb †h †Zvgv‡i, ZvB Av‡M eû Av‡M evievi 

jvqwji Bkvivq ey‡K cy‡i Zvi‚ ‡Y¨i †jwjn Av¸b 

meyR w`Mš—  Zvi cvox w`‡q PÕ†j †M‡Q K‡e gRybb  

a~mi RM‡Z!  

ci‡Z ci‡Z 

Gu‡K †M‡Q, †i‡L †M‡Q Zviv  

I‡qwmm ey‡K wb‡q †n‡m‡Q mvnviv;  

 

¯̂cœ gi‚ f~i  

nq‡Zv R¡jš—  Zvi ¶z× ey‡K `xDqvbv †m myi  

Pwjòz Rxeb-‡mªv‡Z fvmgvb MwZi cÖevn  

gy‡Q wb‡q †M‡Q Zvi AvKv‡ki `vn 

w`‡q †M‡Q cÖkvwš—  wbSzg  

gi‚ fyi Nyg----- 
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Sweet smell comes from a distance.  

O Dear! I have swam  

In the deep blue tide  

of long new spring.  

And at that moment I touch  

Your fragrant body again and again;  

But I did not want you  

While swept by strong fiery stream  
 

Now I 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... 

†Zvgv‡K my›`i K‡i †m Avgvi †cÖg  

Aš— ‡ii NÖvY,  

w`b ivwÎ SÕ‡i SÕ‡i c‡o  

`xN© cÙbvj †e‡q cuvcwoi c‡i---- 

fÕ†i I‡V g‡bi AvKvk `xN©k¦vm Acivý †ejv  

 

cvcwoi Øvi i‚ wa c‡Ùi myiwf †Kv_v P‡j‡Q G‡Kjv,  

wc‡Q †d‡j cwiZ¨³ cvcwoi evm,  

†f‡m P‡j gb, `~i †f‡m P‡j myiwf cÖk¦vm,  

Rvwbbv †Kv_vq-- 

 

eÕ‡m AvwQ AÜKv‡i wbkx_-cÖ‛Qvq,  

cvcwo hvq bv †`Lv, AvR kªvš—  agbxi Av‡Mœq Drme|  

ïay GKv Kwi Abyfe  

†Zvgvi nviv‡bv MÜ myiwf-cÖk¦vm,  

g‡bi Awj‡›` ïay †`Lv †`q Z›`ªvZzi †Zvgvi AvKvk! 

 

gy» gb AvKzj †m․i‡f  

bvwn Rvwb fy‡j‡Q †m K‡e  

iRbxMÜvi wmœ» fxi‚  evZvqb,  

i‚ × Kviv Øvi fvwO& AvR †m Kwi‡Q `~‡i Kvi A‡š^lY|  

‣bk evZv‡mi Zx‡i Auvav‡ii eyK wP‡i  

†b‡g Av‡m Nyg|  

 

g‡b nq AvKvk Kzmyg  

†Zvgvi mÜvb|  

 

Zey jv‡M †Rvqv‡ii Uvb,  

mywßi AZ‡j †h‡q nvbv †`q RvMÖZ †PZbv,  

Kx Amn¨  †e`bvq jv‡M ey‡K †m․if-gyQ©bv!  

eb-Pv‡gwji †mªv‡Z †f‡m PvB †Kv_vq my`~‡i  

fvivµvš—  Zby †Q‡o gb AvR †d‡i Ny‡i Ny‡i `w¶Y evZv‡m  

wb‡R‡K nviv‡q †d‡j Qz‡U P‡j e¨vKzj Avk¦v‡m|  

c‡o _v‡K aywjgywV, _v‡K åvš—  AnsKviÑ 

f¨_vZzi nÕ†q I‡V mgMÖ †PZbv, mËv, g‡bi wKbvi|  
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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 I 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 

aywjZ‡j wg‡k hvq iRbxMÜvi-myVvg, my‡Mvj ZbyZj,  

†dvUv‡q weïå `j, Siv‡q myiwf AbM©j  

AviY¨ †nbvi S‡o †m․if gg©‡iÑ 

fy‡j †h‡q Ave‡Z©i Uvb,  

 

Aš— ‡ii NÖvY,  

cvcwoi iƒc wQu‡o †Luv‡R †m Mfxi g~‡j myiwf weZvb--- 

 

GLb 

cÖkvš—  evZv‡m ïay RvwM‡Z‡Q ¸‡jbvi eb,  

†_‡g †M‡Q hZ K_v, Mvb,  

†Zvgvi nviv‡bv ¯§„wZ wb‡q Gj G AvKvk-fiv‡bv Zzdvb|  

 

‡Zvgv‡K my›`i K‡i †m Avgvi †cÖgÑ 

Aš— ‡ii NÖvYÑ  

w`b ivwÎ SÕ‡i SÕ‡i c‡o  

cvcwoi c‡i,  

g‡bi AvKv‡k  

cÖkvš—  mywßi gZ e¨_vfviµvš—  Zvi MÜ †f‡m Av‡m|  
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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    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kwei ¯^n‡¯— wjwLZ cvÊywjwc



 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 57 58 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 

 

  

 

ddiiii““LL  AAvvnngg‡‡`̀ii  wwbbee©©vvwwPPZZ  mm‡‡bb‡‡UUii    

BBssiivvwwRR  AAbbyyeevv`̀  
 

 

 evsjv mvwn‡Z¨ AvaywbKZvi RbK wnmv‡e L¨vZ gvB‡Kj 

gaym~`b `Ë cÖ_g evsjv fvlvq m‡bU iPbv K‡ib| BsivwR m‡b‡Ui 

AbyKi‡Y iwPZ KweZv‡K wZwb PZz`©kc`x KweZv wnmv‡e AvL¨vwqZ 

K‡i‡Qb| gaym~`‡bi c‡i huviv m‡bU iPbv K‡i‡Qb, Zuv‡`i g‡a¨ 

Kwe dii‚ L Avng` we‡kl D‡j­L‡hvM¨| dii‚ L Avng` m‡b‡Ui 

evsjv bvgKiY K‡i‡Qb Ôgyn‚‡Z©i KweZvÕ| Kwe Zuvi iwPZ m‡bU 

MÖ‡š’i bvgKiYI K‡i‡Qb Ôgyn‚‡Z©i KweZvÕ| G‡Z DrmM© c‡Îi 

m‡bUwUmn †gvU 101wU m‡bU msKwjZ n‡q‡Q| Zuvi iwPZ 

Ôw`ji‚ evÕ mvZ —̄ eK wewkó 48wU m‡bU-ci¤úivi (m‡bU-

wm‡Kv‡qÝ) GK Abe`¨ msKjY| GQvov, Zuvi iwPZ cÖvq me 

MÖ‡š’B wKQz wKQz m‡bU mwbœ‡ewkZ n‡q‡Q| Zuvi iwPZ m‡b‡Ui 

msL¨v K‡qK kZ| msL¨vi w`K w`‡q †hgb, gv‡bi w`K w`‡qI 

†Zgwb Zuvi m‡bU we‡kl •ewk‡ó¨i AwaKvix| 

Ôdii‚ L GKv‡Wgx cwÎKvÕi PZz`©k, Ryb 2007 msL¨vq 

dii‚ L Avng‡`i †gvU 12wU m‡b‡Ui BsivwR Abyev` gyw`ªZ nq| 

cieZx©‡Z Av‡iv QqwU m‡b‡Ui BsivwR Abyev` Qvcv nq|  

m‡bU¸‡jv dii‚ L Avng‡`i Ôgyn‚‡Z©i KweZvÕ, Ôw`ji‚ evÕ I 

Ôdii‚ L Avng‡`i †kªô KweZvÕ Kve¨MÖš’ †_‡K msM„nxZ|  

Kwe Ave ỳi ikx` Lv‡bi (Rš§- 1924) †hvM¨ I Avš— wiK 

†Póvq Ab~w`Z m‡bU¸wj BsivwR fvlv-fvlx‡`i wbKU dii‚ L 

Avng‡`i cwiwPwZ Zz‡j aivi †ÿ‡Î mnvqK n‡e|  

Ñgyn¤§` gwZDi ingvb

 
 

ggyynn‚‚‡‡ZZ©©ii  KKwweeZZvv  

 

mgqÑ kvk¦Z, w ’̄i| ïay GB LÄb Pcj 

MwZgvb gyn~‡Z©iv Li‡mªv‡Z DÏvg, Aaxi 

†g․mygx cvLxi gZ †`‡L G‡m mgy‡`ªi Zxi, 

m‡d`, Ri`, bxj eY©vwj‡Z f‡i c„_¡xZj| 

 

mÜ¨v‡Mva~wji i‡O Rvbœv‡Zi GB cvLx `j 

Rxe‡bi Zß k¦v‡m, ü`‡qi mvwbœ‡a¨ wbweo, 

A‡Pbv AvKvk †Q‡o c„w_ex‡Z K‡i Av‡m fxo; 

†M‡q hvq gy³K‡É g„Zz¨nxb m½xZ D‛Qj| 

 

gyn~‡Z©i G KweZv, gyn~‡Z©i GB KjZvb 

(gyn~‡Z©i G KweZv, gyn~‡Z©i GB me Mvb-) 

nq‡Zv cv‡e bv K‡É cwic~Y© †m myi m¤¢vi, 

nq‡Zv cv‡e bv Luy‡R mvd‡j¨i, c‡_i mÜvb,Ñ 

mvgvb¨ mÂq wb‡q †h †P‡q‡Q mgy‡`ªi cvi; 

Zey g‡b †i‡Lv Zzwg bMY¨ G ¶wY‡Ki Mvb 

wgbv‡ii `¤¢ †Q‡o g~j¨ Pvq a~wjKwYKvi|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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The English Translation of Some Selected 

Sonnets of Farrukh Ahamad 

By Abdur Rashid Khan 
 

 

AA  MMOOMMEENNTT’’SS  PPOOEEMM  
 
Time – eternal, still. Only the fleeting moments 

Swift restless like the wag-tail visit the sea-shore 

In the strong tide just like the seasonal birds 

And fill the earth with a spectrum-white yellow and blue. 
 

These heavenly birds leave the unknown sky 

And rush towards the earth in dusky twilight 

For the sighs of life, very intimate to the heart, 

And sing in a passionate tone the eternal song. 
 

This poem of a moment, these momentary songs 

May not reach that height of music, 

May not find its way to success; 

They braved for the sea-shore with little capital. 

Yet you keep in mind : this worthless momentary song 

Discards the minaret’s arrogance and prizes the dust. 
 
Dhaka- 24.09.2006 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KKwweeZZvvii  ccÖÖwwZZ  

 

Avi GKevi Zzwg Ly‡j `vI S‡ivKv †Zvgvi, 

AvmyK Zvivi Av‡jv wPš— vi RwUj EY©vRv‡j, 

†h gb we¶Z, AvR Rv¸K †Zvgvi Q‡›` Zv‡j 

GLv‡b mgm¨vKxY© G RM‡Z Gm GKevi| 

 

c„w_exi cÖ‡qvRb Kwiwb KL‡bv A¯̂xKvi, 

Zey g‡b †i‡Lv Zzwg cjvqbx g‡bve„wË bq, 

†h cv‡i mn‡R wb‡Z Avb‡›`i iw³g mÂq 

msMÖv‡gi c_ i‚ × †Kvb w`b nq bv †Zv Zvi| 

 

Aviw³g †Mvjv‡ei cvcwo‡Z, †Mva~wj a~mi 

ü`‡q Rv‡M †h ¯̂cœ, †h ¯̂cœ wkïi gy» †Pv‡L, 

Zvi‚ ‡Y¨i KjMv‡b cÖwZ¶‡Y †h ¯̂cœ my›`i 

RvMvq †ivgvÂ Zvi Adziš—  cÖv‡Yi Sj‡K 

 

†h ¯̂cœ weåvš—  g‡b †gvngvqv Av‡b wbiš— i 

†m ¯̂cœ bvgyK GB c_-kªvš—  †Mva~wj Av‡jv‡K|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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TTOO  MMYY  PPOOEEMM  
 
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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ee„„wwóó  

 

e„wó Gj ...cÖZxw¶Z e„wó ! ÑcÙv †gNbvi 

`ycv‡k Avev`x MÖv‡g, e„wó Gj cy‡ei nvIqvq, 

we`» AvKvk, gvV †X‡K †Mj KvRj Qvqvq; 

we`y¨r Ñiƒcmx cix †g‡N †g‡N n‡q‡Q mIqvi| 

w`Kw`M‡š— i c‡_ Aciƒc Avfv †`‡L Zvi 

el©Y-gyLi w`‡b Ai‡Y¨i †Kqv wknivq, 

†i․`ª-`» avb‡¶Z AvR Zvi ¯úk© †c‡Z Pvq, 

b`xi dvU‡j eb¨v Av‡b c~Y© cÖv‡Yi †Rvqvi| 

 

i‚ Mœ e„× wfLvixi iM-IVv nv‡Zi gZb 

i‚ ¶ gvV Amgvb †kv‡b †mB el©‡Yi myi, 

Z…wlZ e‡bi mv‡_ †R‡M I‡V Z…lvZß gb, 

cvwo w`‡q †h‡Z Pvq eû c_, cÖvš— i eÜzi, 

†hLv‡b we¯§„Z w`b c‡o Av‡Q wbtm½ wbR©b 

†mLv‡b el©vi †gN Rv‡M AvR welYœ †g`yi|| 

 (gyû‡Z©i KweZv) 
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TTHHEE  RRAAIINN  
 
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 

 

KK¬¬vvwwšš——  

 

Avgvi ü`q —̄ ä, †evev nÕ‡q Av‡Q †e`bvq, 

†hgb c‡Ùi Kzuwo wbi‚ Ëi _v‡K wng iv‡Z, 

†hgb wbtm½ cvwL GKv Avi †d‡i bv evmv‡Z; 

†Zgwb Avgvi gb gyw³ Avi †Luv‡R bv K_vq| 

hLb mKj myi †_‡g hvq, Zviv-iv nvivq, 

wb‡f hvq Abyf~wZÑ AvNv‡Z, KwVb cÖwZNv‡Z, 

wb¯ú›` wbtmvo n‡q _v‡K cvwL, cvq bv cvLv‡Z 

mgy`ªcv‡ii So w¶cÖMwZ wbkvš—  nvIqvq| 

 

gyL ¸u‡R c‡o Av‡Q †m cvwLi gZ G ü`q 

i³¶iv| fviMÖ —̄  G Rxeb AvR wd‡i Pvq 

cÖv‡Yi g~Q©bv Avi beZi m„wói we¯§q, 

DÏvg Aeva MwZ, eRª‡eM cÖgy³ nvIqvq; 

A_P GLv‡b GB g„Zz¨- —̄ ä ivwÎi Qvqvq 

i‚ × Av‡eó‡b AvR jyß nq mKj mÂq|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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DDEEJJEECCTTIIOONN  
 
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 

 

ccwwiiwwPPwwZZ  

 

hLb `yÕLvbv †Uªb gy‡LvgywL nÕ‡Z bv nÕ‡ZB 

wb‡g‡l we`y¨r †e‡M Qz‡U hvq †h hvi wb‡Ri 

c‡_, ÑZLwb †Zvg‡K g‡b c‡o, g‡b c‡o †di 

A‡bK A¯úó Qvqv gyL‛QweÑ Zey †iLv †bB| 

mgvš— ivj †i‡j cvkvcvwk †m GK gv‡VB 

KLb nj †h †`Lv (†h wnmve mb Zvwi‡Li 

wK jvf †m w`bUv‡K †U‡b G‡b) Zey mg‡qi 

†Ri †U‡b Pwj, hv‡K †fvjv †h‡Zv AwZ mn‡RB| 

 

Avevi KL‡bv hw` †`Lv nq, wKsev wd‡i Avwm 

(Avevi KL‡bv hw` †`Lv n‡q hvq, cvkvcvwk) 

mg —̄  A¯úó gyL RvM‡e wK g‡bi kvwk©‡Z, 

GZKvj †R‡M Av‡Q †Mva~wji A¯úó Avwk©‡Z 

†h me K_vi `xwß, fz‡j hvIqv Avb‡›`i ivwk 

DV‡e wK †R‡M ZvÕiv GK w`b †hgb PwK‡Z 

mgvš— ivj c‡_ D‡VwQj dz‡U cvkvcvwk|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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AACCQQUUAAIINNTTAANNCCEE  
 
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 

 

 

ggqqbbvvggZZxxii  ggvv‡‡VV  //  wwZZbb  

 

ANÖv‡Y wn‡gi iv‡Z A‡b‡KB †`‡L‡Q Avevi 

KvK‡RvQbvi mv`v Kvd‡b kixi †X‡K †i‡L 

kªvš—  †mB gymvwdi G‡m‡Q my`~i †`k †_‡K; 

Avgb av‡bi gv‡V G‡b‡Q jywK‡q ¸jbvi| 

iv‡Zi `yÕ‡Pv‡L S‡i kebvg AkÖ‚ KYv Zvi, 

cvk w`‡q e‡q hvq gaygZx b`x Gu‡K‡eu‡K 

eÕ‡q hvq eû `~‡i, hvq bv ¯§„wZi wPý †i‡L; 

†h c_ G‡m‡Q †d‡j ZvKvq bv †mB c‡_ Avi| 

 

ZeyI †m ZvwK‡q _v‡K cÖZx¶vq K‡i †h wbf©i 

(Zey †m ZvwK‡q _v‡K, †h GKv wbf…‡Z Rv‡M, Avi) 

Avgb av‡bi kx‡l Rv‡M hvi ¯̂cœ I cÖZ¨vkv 

†h Pvq AkÖ‚ i ey‡K Rxe‡bi A_©gq fvlv, 

g„Zz¨i Zzwnb ¯ú‡k© †Luv‡R gy³ cÖv‡Yi Lei, 

(g„Zz¨i Zzwnb ¯ú‡k© †h †Luv‡R cÖv‡Yi gy³ Øvi) 

`yÕ‡Pv‡L Rovq Zvi ANÖv‡Yi wn‡gj Kzqvkv, 

gqbvgZxi gv‡V †g‡j bv †Zv cÖ‡kœi DËi|| 

(gqbvgZxi gv‡V †g‡j bv DËi wRÁvmvi||) 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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IINN  TTHHEE  MMEEAADDOOWW  OOFF  MMAAIINNAAMMOOTTII  ::  33  
 
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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

bbvvww¯̄——‡‡KKii  ccÖÖvv__©©bbvv  

[GKRb bvw¯—‡Ki ¯̂xKv‡ivw³] 

 

hLb ï‡bwQ Avwg g„Zz¨ Av‡Q m~‡h©iI, A¤­vb, 

AMYb †R¨vwZ‡®‥i fvM¨wjwc g„Zz¨ w`‡q †Niv, 

ZLwb nÕ‡q‡Q g‡b G AvKvk in‡m¨i †Wiv; 

ZLwb nÕ‡q‡Q g‡b G Rxeb ¶wY‡Ki Mvb| 

msÁv Luy‡R mg‡qi `uvov‡q‡Q ksKvnZ cÖvY; 

†f‡ewQ AwPš—  ̈ ~̀i K‡¶ hviv K‡i †Nviv‡div 

cÖv‡Yi ùzwj½ wb‡q msL¨vnxb †RvbvwK †g‡qiv; 

Kv‡ji Ai‡Y¨ n‡e mn‡R Zv‡`i Aš— a©vb| 

 

Avðh© inm¨gq G c_-wb‡`©k 

(†f‡ewQ G K_v hZ n‡qwQ ZZB Ab¨gbv), 

Rxe‡bi g‡Zv mZ¨ g„Zz¨ Avi Zwgmªvi †`k 

me msk‡qi gy‡L †M‡Q Zz‡j Avðh© g~Q©bv 

ARvbv f‡qi; Í̄ä m½x‡Zi| Avi wbi‚ ‡Ïk 

EaŸ© k~‡b¨ †M‡Q wg‡k bvw —̄ ‡Ki bxie cÖv_©bv|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 

 



 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 71 72 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 

 

  

 

 

AANN  AATTHHEEIISSTT’’SS  PPRRAAYYEERR  ::  HHIISS  CCOONNFFEESSSSIIOONN  
 
When I heard that even the sun has death, 

And numerous celestial spheres’ fate lies in death, 

That very moment I 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 I 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 
 

 

 

 

KKwweeii  ccÖÖwwZZ  

 

eRª we`y¨‡Zi evmv †h AvKvk, Zzwg †m AvKv‡k 

mn‡R wb‡qQ Zzwj cv`wcó a~wjKwYKv‡i, 

Zvivi J¾¡‡j¨ `xß gwngvq mvRv‡qQ Zv‡i 

†h mËv Aciv‡Rq Zv‡i g~Z© KÕ‡iQ wek¦v‡m| 

msKU msNvZ Ø‡›Ø ke©ixi NbZg Îv‡m 

†Zvgvi DÏxß evYx wdwiqv G‡m‡Q ev‡iev‡i 

†hgb cÖfvZm~h© wd‡i Av‡m Nb AÜKv‡i 

†hgb cweÎ AvZ¥v wReªvBj GKv †b‡g Av‡m| 

 

Aš— nxb AvKv‡ki Nb bxj kvgxqvbv wQu‡o 

cvLvi AvNv‡Z Zvi `yB cv‡k ZviKv wQUv‡q 

†b‡g Av‡m, †b‡g Av‡m ü`‡qi K¬vš—  wng‛Qv‡q; 

Ac~e© Avb›` evZ©v wb‡q Zvi m½x‡Zi gx‡o 

g„Zz¨ mgvKxY© c‡_ Rxe‡bi Avb›` weQv‡q 

(AMY¨ wen½wkï †h m½x‡Z †R‡M I‡V bx‡o)|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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TTOO  TTHHEE  PPOOEETT  
 
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 

 

††ZZvvggvv‡‡KK  RRvvMMvv‡‡eevv  

 

†Zvgv‡K RvMv‡ev eÕ‡j ØvicÖv‡š—  Avwm hZevi 

ZZevi wd‡i hvB (m¤ú~Y© wbtmvo, A‡PZb 

mywßi gv`K ¯ú‡k© kvnRv`x NygvI hLb 

†g‡j bv cÖv‡Yi mvov; cvB bv †Zv ewý †PZbvi)| 

 

iƒcvi KvwVi ¯ú‡k© G wK Nyg `yÕ‡Pv‡L †Zvgvi ! 

†Kvb hv`yKi G‡m cvov‡q‡Q G Nyg KLb ? 

cv‡i bv Lywj‡Z †KD G Ny‡gi RwUj euvab 

wd‡i hvq kvnRv`v md‡ii c‡_ †eKvivi| 

 

ew›`bx, •`‡Z¨i nv‡Z Zzwg AvR c„w_exi gZ 

c‡o Av‡Q wbtmnvq (wR‡›`Mvwb g„Zz¨i mgvb, 

Rv‡M bv †Zvgvi K‡É fvigy³ Rxe‡bi Mvb), 

`ye©n hv`yi †evSv KÕ‡i‡Q †Zvgv‡K AebZ ! 

fz‡ji cswKj c‡_ nviv‡q‡Qv †m cÖvY A¤­vb| 

(AvZ¥vi gi‡Y AvR `yiv‡ivM¨ welv³ G ¶Z)|| 

 (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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II  SSHHAALLLL  WWAAKKEE  YYOOUU  UUPP  
 
Every time I 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 

 

 

 
 

 

 

KKuuvvPPoovv  ccvvoovvqq  iivvwwÎÎ  

 

KuvPov cvovq ivwÎ| wW‡cvZ‡j GwÄb weKjÑ 

my`xN© wekªvš—  k¦vm †d‡j Rv‡M dvUv eqjvi, 

ÑAei‚ × MwZ‡eM| Zvici Av‡m wgw ¿̄`j 

Mjv‡bv B¯úvZ Av‡b, `„p A ¿̄ nv‡b evi evi| 

 

R¡jš—  AwMœi Zv‡c GB me hš¿ Rv‡bvqvi 

w`b ivwÎ †Nv‡i †d‡i my`yM©g †`‡k, mgZ‡j 

mgvš— ivj, †i‡j †i‡j, †mZzc_ cvi n‡q Avi 

Afxó j‡¶¨i cv‡b `vwR©wjs‡q Avmv‡g R½‡j| 

 

AvnZ mÜ¨vq Zviv Ae‡k‡l KuvPov cvov‡Z| 

`~‡i bvMwiK Avkv R¡‡j evj&‡e jvj-bxj-cxZ, 

D¾xweZ Kvgbvi AwMœ †gvnÑAkvš—  ¶zav‡Z; 

KuvPov cvovi K‡j wgw ¿̄‡`i bvixi m½xZ| 

 

(nvZzwoI j¶¨åó) ¤­vb Puv` K…òc¶ iv‡Z 

KuvPov cvovq Rv‡M bvix Avi ¯̂‡cœi Bw½Z|| 

             ( †n eb¨ ¯̂‡cœiv) 
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NNIIGGHHTT  AATT  KKAANNCCHHRRAA  PPAARRAA  
 
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 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

iivvwwÎÎii  NNUUbbvv  

 

GK iv‡Î Wvwj‡gi Wv‡j wmœ» D¾¡j wkwki- 

we› ỳ e‡jwQj Zvi ¸jbvi †m‡nwji Kv‡Q, 

ÔÔAvi GK ivwÎ hw` cvB Avwg c‡_ wR‡›`Mxi 

†kl K‡i hve Z‡e Rxe‡bi hZ ¯̂cœ Av‡Q| 

ÔÔmeyR cvZvq R‡g mÜ¨vq, w`‡bi L‡ivËv‡c 

†h cÖv‡Y ïKv‡q hv‡e, KZUzKz Zvi Aemi? 

GK ivwÎ Avi †fvi, ÑGB mg‡qi cwigv‡c 

g‡bi gZb K‡i mvRv‡Z †K cv‡i Zvi Ni?ÕÕ 

 

wkwk‡ii K_v ï‡b ¸jbvi ewjj ZLb, 

ÔÔAvgv‡iv Rxe‡b Av‡Q eûMvb eû ¯ĉœ mva, 

gykZvix Zvivi gZ nq hw` my`xN© Rxeb 

Zvn‡j _v‡Kbv Avi AZ…ß Avkvi dwiqv`|ÕÕ 

 

mvš— ¡bvi †Kvb myi †cjbv †m K_vi wkwki| 

Kvbœvq DwVj `y‡j nZvk¦vm Rxe‡bi Zxi \ 

              (gyn~‡Z©i KweZv) 
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OOnnee  NNiigghhtt’’ss  AAffffaaiirr  
 

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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

††mm  bbvv‡‡gg  ††WW‡‡KKwwQQ  AAvvwwgg  

 

†m bv‡g †W‡KwQ Avwg †h bv‡g Wv‡Kwb †KD ZvÕ‡K, 

†m gb †`‡LwQ Avwg †h gb †`‡Lwb †KD Avi t 

kir ivwÎi gZ †h gb †g‡j‡Q jNyfvi 

¯̂cœ-myiwfZ cvLv ¤­vb KwiÕ a~mi mÜ¨v‡K| 

ARmª msNvZwK¬ó Rxe‡bi K¬vwš—  ̀ xY© euv‡K 

†h g‡bi `xß mvov †c‡qwQ AÁv‡Z eûevi 

Ñ†cÖ‡gi ¶wYK `y¨wZ †m D¾¡j we¯§q Avgvi 

gy‡P‡Q K¬vwš— i †gNÑ cyÄxf~Z g„Zz¨-Zwgmªv‡K| 

 

nvRvi S‡oi †`k cvi nÕ‡q Kwiwb mskq, 

†m `xß gyn~Z© †gvi AKjsK gvayh© ¯̂‡cœi 

g‡bi wbf…Z †Kv‡l †i‡L †M‡Q A‡kl mÂq 

mym¤ú~Y© AvKv‡ki cÖwZfvm i‡¶ wkwk‡ii; 

†h AvKv‡k Zviv R¡‡j †h AvKv‡k bvB g„Zz¨ fq 

kir ivwÎi gZ †h AvKvk A‡gq †cÖ‡gi|| 

 (dii“L Avng‡`i †kªô KweZv) 
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II  CCAALLLLEEDD  HHEERR  IINN  TTHHAATT  NNAAMMEE  
 
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 
 

 

 

††`̀vvjjvvii  eevvwwnn‡‡ii  ††__‡‡KK  

 

†`vjvi evwn‡i †_‡K Aweivg w`‡q hvI †`vj, 

`yB my‡i µgvMZ †`vjbvi IVv bvgv; 

GK my‡i Nyg fv‡O Ab¨ my‡i mylywß we‡fvj|| 

 

†`vjvi evwn‡i †_‡K Aweivg w`‡q hvI †`vj, 

GK my‡i †gvngy» Avb›` †gwj‡Q i³`j, 

Ab¨ my‡i wK¬ó AkÖ‚ , †¯̂`wm³ e¨w_Z K‡cvj|| 

 

†`vjvi evwn‡i †_‡K Aweivg w`‡q hvI †`vj, 

GK my‡i Zß k¦vm km¨nxb gi‚ f‚ a~mi, 

Ab¨ my‡i f‡i I‡V k¨vgvwqZ emyavi †Kvj|| 

 

†`vjvi evwn‡i †_‡K Aweivg w`‡q hvI †`vj, 

`yB my‡i µgvMZ †`vjbvi P‡j IVvbvgv; 

†`vjbvi wkï †kv‡b Aš— nxb my‡ii K‡j­vj|| 

      (dii“L Avng‡`i †kªô KweZv) 
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FFRROOMM  OOUUTTSSIIDDEE  OOFF  TTHHEE  CCRRAADDLLEE  
 

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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ÔÔww`̀jjii““eevvÕÕ 

[cÂg ¯—eK 1 bs KweZv] 

 

GK. 

ivwÎi AiY¨Z‡j †n wewPÎv! Øvi Ly‡j `vI, 

gyLi `„wó‡Z Ze, MÖxevf‡½ inm¨ A‡kl! 

AÁvZ RM‡Z †gvi Avwe®K…Z nqwb †h †`k  

myKwVb in‡m¨i e¶evm †m_v Zz‡j bvI| 

hw` †Kvb fyj _v‡K Z‡e AvR me fy‡j hvI| 

†h Abvwe®K…Z †jv‡K ivwLqv‡Qv ¯̂‡cœi Av‡ek, 

`yÕ‡Pv‡L, wPey‡K, e‡¶ m„wRqv wewPÎ cwi‡ek 

Mv‡bi cvLxiv †gvi eû w`b †mLv‡b DavI| 

 

hvi Aš— nxb hvÎv †_‡g †M‡Q †Zvgvi `yqv‡i  

Avovj Kwi‡Z PvI hv‡K Zzwg e‡¶i mylgv 

AKviY J`vwm‡b¨ mÕ‡i hvI `~‡i wbiƒcgv; 

AcwiP‡qi Zx‡iÑ‡m_v wg‡k †hIbv Avuav‡i| 

ivwL‡Z cv‡ivwb †X‡K †h mylgv †i‡LwQ‡j Rgv; 

†Zvgvi AÁv‡Z †`L wNwiqv †m †i‡L‡Q Avgv‡i \ 
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-1 
 

1. 

OO  LLoovveellyy  OOnnee  
 

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

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

The unknown domain that I 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 

 

 
 

 
[cÂg ¯—eK 2 bs KweZv] 

`yB. 

hLwb †`‡LwQ Ze MÖxevf‡½ cÙ-cÖf gyL 

Am¤§wZ Rvbv‡q‡Q `ywjqv †Kvgj e„š—  Õc‡i  

ZLwb g‡bi Av‡jv cÕ‡o‡Q dvwUqv —̄ ‡i —̄ ‡i, 

cv‡iwb XvwK‡Z wKQz I ü`q GKvMÖ D¤§yL| 

wZ³ J`vwmb¨ †f‡e hZevi nÕ‡q‡Q wegyL 

†gvi Abv`„Z †cÖg gyn¨gvb wi³ nZvkvq 

ZZevi Zzwjqv‡Qv (ivwÎi wekªvš—  Zgmvq) 

A‡kl Bw½‡Z †Niv Aciƒc †Zvgvi wPeyK| 

 

wbi‚ × ¯̂‡cœi cÙ! †Zvgv‡K wNwiqv Awekªvg 

Avgvi †g․gvwQ †d‡i wb‡q Zvi Z…òvi ewZ©Kv, 

AcwiP‡qi `~i Aš— iv‡j _vwK cÖ‡nwjKv 

g„MZ…wòKvi gZ wccvmv evovI ïay Zvi| 

†`‡LwQ AmsL¨ evi, †`Lv Zey nqwb Avgvi; 

m‡¤§vwnZ Kwi †gv‡i †i‡L‡Q †Zvgvi wcÖq bvg \ 
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-2  

 

2. 

WWhheenn  II  ssaaww  yyoouu  
 

When I 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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[cÂg ¯—eK 3 bs KweZv] 

wZb. 

†h ¯̂‡cœ Nygv‡q cwo †mB ¯̂cœ †`‡L DwV †R‡M; 

†h ¯̂cœ nZvkv Av‡b †m †`q Avk¦vm ¯̂cœv‡jv‡K 

euvav cÕ‡o AvwQ Avwg †m ¯̂‡cœi mwc©j Av‡e‡M; 

Lyu‡R cvB miwY †m ¶Y-`xß ¯‡̂cœi Sj‡K|  

 

Aš— nxY AÜKv‡i hw`I †m ¶z`ª L‡`¨vwZKv 

evi evi wb‡f hvq, Zey Rvwb wK¬ó Zwgmªvq 

GKgvÎ mZ¨ nÕ‡q †mB †cÖg-c‡_i ewZ©Kv 

R¡wj‡Z‡Q Rxe‡bi w`Mš— ‡i wZwgi cÖ‛Qvq| 

 

Awbe©vY †mB wkLv! cÖwZ wkiv, mœvq~y agbx‡Z 

Abyfe Kwi Avwg †m Av‡jvi wewPÎ cÖKvk, 

K‡evò DËvc Zvi ü`‡qi wbi‚ × msMx‡Z 

ivwÎi we¯§‡q Av‡b ¯̂cœ-m„R‡bi AeKvk| 

AvKv‡ki me Zviv wb‡f †h‡Zv, gÕ‡i †h‡Zv b`x 

¶z`ª †gvi L‡`¨vwZKv wkLv nÕ‡q bv R¡wjZ hw` \ 
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-3 
 

3. 

TThhaatt  EEtteerrnnaall  FFllaammee  
 

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 I 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! I 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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[cÂg ¯—eK 4 bs KweZv] 

 

Pvi. 

†h `„wó-ms‡KZ †gvi ¯̂‡cœ‡i RvMv‡jv GZ Kvj 

wbwg‡l wPwb‡e hw` †`L †mB AvuwL AviY¨K, 

PÂj eb¨ †m †PvL, KL‡bv ev w ’̄i wb®újK; 

wbwg‡l wQuwo‡Z cv‡i g‡bi K…wÎg DY©vRvj| 

DMÖ kvjxbZv `xß †h Kb¨vi Hk¦h© wekvj 

Avðh© we¯§‡q †`wL †PvL Zvi wek¦vmNvZK; 

Avw`g ¯̂fve wb‡q cÖwZ¶‡Y nv‡b †m kvqK 

euvKv åƒ abyi bx‡P iwk¥ Zvi Avb›` DËvj| 

 

†m `„wó †`Lwb Zzwg, †`wLqv‡Qv `„p kvjxbZv, 

†`‡L‡Qv ivYxi gZ †m Kb¨vi kvmb fw½gv, 

me© Aeqe wN‡i ke©ixi w ’̄i bxieZv 

(†`Lwb †Mvcb `y¨wZ)| cvi nÕ‡j `„pZvi mxgv 

†`wL‡e mvRv‡bv Av‡Q cyÄxf~Z ZviKvi K_v 

`yÕ‡Pv‡L; wPey‡K Zvi Aviw³g Dlvi iw½gv| 
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-4 
 

4. 

TThhoossee  WWiilldd  EEyyeess  
 

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 I 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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[cÂg ¯—eK 5 bs KweZv] 

cvuP. 

ïwb‡Z †P‡qwQ Avwg- †Zvgvi ¶wYK A`k©b 

G g‡bi Awaiv‡R¨ G‡b‡Q Kx Aš— nxb Kvj 

myKwVb cÖZx¶vi! -DËi w`qv‡Q `yÕbqb 

Ze c_-cÖv‡š—  RvwMÕ kªvwš— nxb cÖ‡`vl mKvj| 

 

ïwb‡Z †P‡qwQ Avwg-Ai‡Y¨i mKj fvlY 

†gUv‡Z wK cvwiqv‡Q Ze KÚ-aŸwbi wccvmv 

Awbe©vY †gvngq!-ewjqv‡Q Avgvi kªeY 

DrKY© †Zvgvi ¯̂‡i Av‡Rv †gvi †g‡U bvB Avkv| 

 

ïwb‡Z †P‡qwQ Avwg Ñcj­weZ c‡Ùi gayi 

cvcwo wK w`‡Z cv‡i Zby¯úk© wbZ¨ Kgbxq 

 †Zvgvi ¯ú‡k©i †P‡q! Ñ ewjqv‡Q e¶ †jvfvZzi 

AZ…ß Rxe‡b Avi †Kvb ¯úk© b‡n ¯§iYxq| 

 

ïwb‡Z †P‡qwQ Avwg me †P‡q Kvg¨ †Kvb ¶Y 

DËi †`qwb Avi, Ze m½-wjáy †gvi gb \ 
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From ‘Dilruba’ (Sweet heart)- 5th Canto-5 

 

5. 

II  lliikkeedd  TToo  KKnnooww  

 

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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
[cÂg ¯—eK 6 bs KweZv] 

Qq. 

w`Ibv bZzb Z_¨, ewjIbv ZË¡K_v †Kvb 

(cwÊZ R‡bi gy‡L ZË¡K_v ïwbqvwQ †Xi 

cvBwb cÖkvwš—  Avwg, cvB bvB mvš— ¡bv KL‡bv 

Z…òvi mÂq ZvÕ‡Z †g‡jwb AZ…ß ü`‡qi) 

Zvi †P‡q Kv‡Q G‡mv, Av‡iv Kv‡Q, GKvMÖ Dš§yL 

DËß Dli GK cÖvYnxb Rxe‡bi Zx‡i, 

Avgvi KwVb e‡¶ ivwL ¯^cœ-myiwfZ eyK 

my‡ii gyn~Z© †gvi mylgvq `vI Zzwg wN‡i| 

 

AvKv‡ki inm¨ ev mvgyw`ªK Hk¦‡h©i K_v 

bZzb b‡n‡Zv Avi (c„w_ex nÕ‡q‡Q cyivZb); 

†Zvgvi bv-ejv K_v, PvÂj¨ A_ev bxieZv 

AÁvZ in‡m¨ †Niv wPiw`b iwn‡e b~Zb| 

K_v ewjIbv †Kvb, iv‡Lv e¶ G ey‡K Avgvi 

   ¯ú‡k©, M‡Ü, e‡Y© wg‡k ỳB mËv †nvK GKvKvi|| 
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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 

Are 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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ee¨̈ww³³MMZZ  

 

wn‣Zlx gnj †_‡K eûevi †kvbv wM‡qwQj 

Avgvi m¤§y‡L bvwK weij †m․fvM¨-m¤¢vebv 

A_©vr AwR©Z cv‡c, 

†gvUv †bvK&wi, 

UvKv, 

cvK© mvK©v‡mi evox; 

abx Kb¨v cÖ‡gv`-mw½bx| 

 

wKš‘ mg‡qi P‡µ AKv‡j hLb 

wbf‡jv Zuv‡`i Avkv ZLb Avgvi fxgiwZ 

(AKv‡j, Kz®§vÊ- `‡j f¨vMveÛÐ)! Avwg 

Av`‡k©i dvwj wb‡q wdwi dzUcv‡Z| 

cvK© mvK©v‡mi mv‡_ †gjv‡Z ev‡a bv 

nvwfqvi †Kvb cj­x; 

 cyuwRev`x cyuR 

†h‡nZz Rgv‡bv †`wL D³ Wv÷we‡b 

(hw`I mw¾Z Avnv wewPÎ f‚lvq)! 

`yg©i ZvwK` Av‡m 

cvk¦©eZ©x ew —̄  †_‡K Zey; 

ÔBZ‡iiÕ g‡a¨ Avwg 

Lyu‡R wdwi mËv gvby‡li 

¶zwaZ cÖvYxi k¦v‡m 

†gkv‡q wb‡Ri `xN©k¦vm 

Av`‡k©i cš’v K‡Zv `yiv‡ivn eywS cÖwZ cvÕq! 
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The English Translatio Some 

 Selected Poems of Farrukh Ahamad 

By Abdur Rashid Khan 
 

PPEERRSSOONNAALL  EEXXPPLLAANNAATTIIOONN  
 

Many a time my well-wishers opined that 

I have a very bright future before me− 

That is, through sinful earning, 

Big post, money, 

House in Park Circus; 

Purse-proud daughter as pleasure companion. 
 

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 I 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. 

w`bivwÎ †P‡q †`wL wec‡¶ Avgvi 

AMYb †divDbÑKvi‚ ‡Yi e~¨n, 

†`wL †P‡q ko‡Ki 

cÖwZ cÖv‡š—  Amnvq ewb-BmªvBj 

†Zgwb mÜvb K‡i gymv Kvjx‡gi, 

mviv c_ †Ku‡c I‡V e›`x †e`bv... 

gRjy‡gi †jvûav‡i †f‡m hvq 

 

c„w_ex †Zgwb... 

msMÖvg-weaŸ —̄  gb fz‡j †h‡q msNv‡Zi M­vwb 

†R‡M I‡V w`‡K w`‡K me©MÖvmx Avmbœ †Rnv‡`, 

gymv Kvjx‡gi †Luv‡R †mbvbx †h wbf©xK m‡Z¨i|| 

      (†n eb¨ ¯^‡cœiv) 
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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 

 

 

ggbb  

 

gb †gvi Avmbœ mÜ¨vi wZwg gvQÑ 

   Wze w`j ivwÎi mvM‡i! 

Zey ïwb `~i nÕ‡Z †f‡m Av‡mÑ†h AvIqvR 

   Aei‚ × Lv‡Ki wmbvq! 

m~h© gywQqv‡Q eY© †Mva~wj †g‡Ni K¬vš—  wgbv‡ii Mvq, 

MwZ AvR bvB‡Kv nvIqvq 

wbweo mywßi Av‡M †ev‡Sbv †m kvwš—  bvB Zwgmªv cv_v‡i| 

Zey cwikªvš—  ¤­vb mœvqyi week mÂi‡Y 

AvZß MwZi ¯̂cœ Rgv nq g‡b,  

eywS •PÎ Aembœ AvKv‡k AvKv‡k †d‡i S‡oi ms‡KZ 

eywS `yt¯̂‡cœi g‡Zv wfo KÕ‡i Av‡m †KvwU †cÖZ, 

Agwb 

g‡bi w`M‡š—  †gvi PgKvq mnmª Akwb! 

 

ïwb AvKv‡ki aŸwb : 

  †Zvgvi `yf©vM¨ ivwÎ gy³ c~e©vkvi Zx‡i 

     nÕ‡q‡Q D¾¡j, 

  †Zvgvi Ai‡Y¨ AvR cyivZb eb¯úwZ 

    Qvwoqv‡Q wekxY© eéj| 

w`Mš— -ewýi gZ nvbv w`‡q †d‡i †m fvebv, 

Aembœ RbZvi g‡b †`v‡j •ekv‡Li 

   eRª-`xßÑ†gN m¤¢vebv! 

ivwÎi mgy`ª QvwoÑgb 

cÖfv‡Zi gy³ wen½g| 

 

AvKv‡k DavI Wvbv, †Q‡o hvq cyivZb jywÚZ wgbvi, 

†Q‡o hvq AvKv‡ki eY© wefv, w`Mš—  wKbvi, 

e›`xi ¯̂‡cœi gZ evagy³ gb,Ñ†gvi gb\ 

 (wmivRvg gybxiv) 
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TTHHEE  MMIINNDD  

 
My mind is like a whale in the approaching evening 

That dives into the night’s sea; 

Yet I 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 

 

 

ccUUff‚‚wwgg  

 

mv‡o AvUUvi †Uªb DMvwiqv †Mj Zvi Avnvh© iv‡Zi : 

DËß gw —̄ ®‥ wb‡q ivZRvMv gvby‡li `j 

c‡_i `yÕavi †Nu‡l P‡j †hb mixm„c cv_i kxZj 

Avi P‡j cÖvYnxb bvMwiK, bvMwiKv‡`i 

   D¾xweZ cvkweKZvi 

   bMœiƒc g„Z RbZvi| 

 

weKU k‡ãi †gN weQv‡q‡Q bMixi AvKv‡k a~mi 

   iO&PUv weeY© Pv`i 

Uª¨vwd‡Ki AvZ©bv‡`, Uªv‡g, ev‡m c‡_i cv_i 

¤­vb nÕ‡q hvq †hb, 

   Ggb mgq 

cvnvox wK‡kvi K‡Ú †kvbv †Mj QvZv-mviv‡bvi 

    †k¨b-Zxeª ¯̂i| 

 

g„Z Ai‡Y¨i ey‡K †hb †Kvb DÏvg, ewjô `uvoKvK 

  †W‡K †Mj KK©k cÖej †kl WvK| 

kã I‡V QvZv-mviv‡bvi 

wbR©xe ivwÎi ¤­vb-¯̂cœ Z›`ªv‡Nvi| 

 

Qz‡U †Mj †m AviY¨ ewjô k‡ãi Zv‡c Zv‡j Zv‡j, 

jvj `xwN Zx‡i Zx‡i A‡Pbv SvD‡qi Wv‡j Wv‡j 

i³-ivOv weivU gnv‡j 

   PvZv‡ji Õci 

Zx¶è ej­‡gi gZ Qz‡U †h‡q jv‡M †mB QvZv-mviv‡bvi  

      Zxi-Zxeª ¯̂i| 

 

†f‡m hvq †Pv‡Li cj‡K 

  dzUcvZ, KviLvbv, hš¿cxov GB e× NiÑ 

ïwb †hb Rxeš—  D‛Qj 

  cÖvYeš—  Rxe‡bi cvLvi Lei, 

wbweo AvOzieb, eid-Rgv‡bv P‚ov, my`„p cv_i| 
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TTHHEE  BBAACCKKGGRROOUUNNDD  

 

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 I hear the message of flying wings 

Of that lively life:  

Dense vineyards, icy peaks and hard rocks. 

The smell of solid hills, 

we‡`kx mvB‡cÖm kv‡L `„p cvnv‡oi NÖvY 

    `yM©g c‡_i 

  A‡Pbv eÜzi RM‡Zi, 

mv_x Zvi cv_y‡i ev`vg, 

†me bvkcvwZ Avi †ckx `„p nvZ 

Zi‚ Yxi †Kk`vg, cvnv‡oi P‚ov-†Niv Zviv-fiv ivZ| 

†mLv‡b †h Puv` I‡V 

  (KjywlZ weK…Z `„wói 

   e¨_©Zvq b‡n Amy›`i) 

 

m~‡h©i Rvdivb wb‡q †hLv‡b evmvq †d‡i bxj KeyZi 

     cwic~Y© bx‡o, 

AmsL¨ †mZviv R¡‡j Nb bx‡j, ivwÎi wZwg‡i| 

 

cvnv‡oi wecyj —̄ äZv, 

cÖvYeš—  Rxe‡bi Pig c~Y©Zv 

AvKv‡ki Mvp bxj Pzu‡q c‡o 

Avbv‡ii Nb i³-cvcwoi Õc‡i, 

   Zi‚ Yxi iw³g K‡cv‡j 

big ey‡Ki iO ¶‡Y ¶‡Y ivOv †XD †Zv‡j| 

 

wb —̄ ä cÖMvp kvwš— , 

  gvV, Nb eb, 

  ewjô myVvg Zbygb 

  eyjeyj, my‡ii c­veb... 

 

Rvwb bv †m KZ`~‡i cvnvox eb¨vq, S‡o fvwm‡Z‡Q mvZiOv KzwP  

fvOv Avbv‡ii `vbv AbM©j S‡i c‡o wn‡gj nvIqvi mv‡_ hywS 

—̄ ~cxK…Z R‡g I‡V MvwjPvi GKcv‡k †c —̄ vi iwOb cv_i 

AvOzie‡bi nvIqv, cvnvo c‡_i nvIqv e‡q Av‡b Puv‡`i LeiÑ 

 

hvwš¿K Pv‡ci bx‡P †m ¯̂cœ fvwO‡q c‡o Rvwb bv KLb, 

AvL‡ivU eb †Q‡o `yt¯̂‡cœi gZ †R‡M dvB‡ji eb; 

GLv‡b mg —̄  w`b cÖej el©vq wf‡R cvnvox wK‡kvi 

kZvãxi e¨_©Zvq ivRc‡_ Ny‡i Ny‡i QvZv-mviv‡bvi 

     †Zv‡j wZ³ myi... 

     (†n eb¨ ¯̂‡cœiv) 
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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 

 

 

††hhŠŠee‡‡mmbbvv  

 

gi‚ i evZv‡m †Sv‡ov G‡jvPzj 

AvKv‡k evZv‡m aŸwb‡Q Zvi 

AvMgbx c`-aŸwb PUzj 

wcÖq-evwÃZ AZ¨vPvi! 

 

`~i w`Mš—  gixwPKv Qvqv †`v‡j 

evjy •mK‡Z wen½ wbf©q 

wkKvix cvLxi AvuwL‡ZI we¯§q 

Dwo‡Z cv‡i bv, AvKv‡ki c_ †fv‡j| 

 

Zij †kvwY‡Z Zß cÖ`vn R¡‡j 

gw`i †dbvq agbx‡Z D‛Q‡j 

wkivq wkivq Dò msµvgK 

i‡³B Zvi †jvf †m gvivZ¥K| 

 

Kvgbvi wel jvj Zvi †Pv‡L gvLv 

µ‚i `„wói nvRvi wkLvq euv‡a 

Z…ß b‡n †m, †mvbvwj †fvMwjáv‡Z 

AvRxeb ZvB †`n gb Zvi Kuv‡`| 

 

cv‡qi Zjvq gi‚ f‚wg nÕj jxb, 

evjy mgy`ª DÏvg Aw ’̄i 

wbtk¦vm †d‡j PÕ‡j‡Q `xN© w`b 

gi‚  mvM‡ii Akvwš—  I‡V RvwM 

iæÿ AvuwL‡Z mnmv Nbvq bxi| 

 

†n weRqx exi! Aaxi wP‡Ë R¡‡j 

Avgv‡iv Agwb wkKvixi gZ †bkv, 

ïwb †hb †Kvb PZz®ú‡`i †n«lv 

ej­gLvwb AvuKwo‡Z PvB e‡j! 
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TTHHEE  YYOOUUTTHH--BBRRIIGGAADDEE  

 

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. 

Avgv‡i wK †`‡e `xÿv †Zvgvi gš¿Yvq 

hvhvei †e`yBb! 

hvÎv Kwie w`Mš—  awiÕ c_ mÜvb-nxb 

fvwOe †Mva~wj-Z› ª̀v aivi gi‚  a~jvq| 

 

Z‡e Zzwg †kv‡bvÑAvwg †mB AZx‡Zi 

cïi †kvwYZ wkivq wkivq ewnÕ 

D×Z g~K ey‡Ki †e`bv mwnÕ 

Avevi RvwMe GB †gvi cÖv_©bv| 

 

†h eb-fzRM µ‡g nÕ‡q Zx¶èax 

Abvqv‡m cvi nÕ‡q †Mj wMwi b`x, 

eûw`b c‡i e„× †m ARMi 

cðv‡Z ïwb AvnŸvb g„`yZi 

wd‡i †h‡Z Pvq Avw`g cÖv‡Yi Uv‡b| 

i‡³ Avgvi c_ Pwjevi †bkv 

c_ LyuwR ZvB A‡Üi mÜv‡b\ 

    (†n eb¨ ¯̂‡cœiv) 
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Would you initiate me into your doctrine, 

O nomadic Bedouin ! 

I will start for the horizon without any track 

And break earth’s dusky stupor with desert-sand. 
 

Then you listen − I bear in my veins 

That bestial blood of the past, and suffering 

From the indomitable mute heart’s pangs 

I will rise again − this is my prayer. 
 

The serpent which gradually became sharp-witted 

And easily crossed hills and rivers 

Turned long after into an old python and 

Heard a soft call behind and wanted 

To return to its past attachment. 

I feel in my blood a craze for wayfaring, 

So I roam about in search of the blind. 

 

Dhaka- 09.10.2006 

 

 

††`̀vv‡‡qq‡‡jjii  wwkkmm&&  

 

`y‡f©`¨ wZwgi Nb ivwÎi †ZviY nÕ‡Z †f‡m Av‡m †`v‡q‡ji wkm&  

mÜ¨vi evjy‡Z R¡‡j w`e‡mi †kl m~h© wewPÎ f‚lvq 

AÁvZ ivwÎi Zx‡i †kvbv †Mj †klevi †`v‡q‡ji wkm& 

Zx¶è myi myZxeª msMxZ! 

Rvwb G †Zv eRª bq 

e‡RªiI we¯§q 

ivwÎ Avi g„Zz¨i BswMZ 

†`v‡q‡ji wkm&| 

 

mv`v-Kv‡jv ỳB i‡O Ave× ZbyKv my‡Kvgj 

†mB cvwL! K‡Ú Zvi e‡q wb‡q Av‡m †Kvb MxwZ kZ`j 

†Mva~wj-fiv‡bv myi gyg~ly© m~‡h©i i³ iv‡M, 

K‡Úi wbS©i Lywj Õ‡klevi ivOv‡q †m †Mj PwjÕ we`vqx civ‡M 

my‡Kvgj my‡i| 

GLb AvKv‡k Zvi µgvMZ Kv‡jv ivwÎ c‡o Sz‡i Sz‡i 

wZ³-Zxeª-wel, 

w`M‡š— i Zxi †Q‡o Avuav‡i P‡j‡Q †f‡m `~i nÕ‡Z `~‡i 

 †`v‡q‡ji wkm& \ 

 

Nyg cvov‡bvi my‡i GÕ †Zv ïay Nyg fvOv‡bvi wZ³ gv`KZv 

GB myiRv‡j ïay eÕ‡q Av‡b wecyj —̄ äZv 

`xN© bvwi‡Kj Zvj †i․`ª `xß w`‡bi wgbv‡i 

fq- —̄ ä ke©ixi av‡i 

eY©nxb Zvj- —̄ ‡¤¢, AvKv‡ki M¤^y‡R, wLjv‡b 

ivwÎ Zvi Kv‡jv Zxi nv‡b 

Zxi nv‡b †`v‡q‡ji wkm&| 



 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 111 112 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 

 

  

 

 

TTHHEE  WWHHIISSTTLLEE  OOFF  TTHHEE  MMAAGGPPIIEE  RROOBBIINN  
 

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. 

†m welv³ g„Zz¨-Zx‡i SÕ‡i SÕ‡i c‡o iO w`M‡š— i av‡i 

Avwk©i cvivi gZ Rgv nq GK †Kv‡Y ¯§„wZi wKbv‡i 

g„Zz¨i Avkxl; 

†`v‡q‡ji wkm& \ 

 

ïwb †`v‡q‡ji wkm&, myZxeª SuvSv‡jvÑ 

m‡e bx‡o †d‡i cvLx, wb‡f hvq Av‡jv, 

R¡‡j I‡V Av‡jv, 

Ny‡gi mgq Av‡m, Nyg fvOv‡bvi 

ZxeªZvq †Ku‡c I‡V †`v‡q‡ji my‡ii SuvSi| 

giv Mv‡Q, Wv‡j Wv‡j 

jNycvLv †gwjqv †m we`v‡qi µ‚i KiZv‡j 

Rvbvq fvlY 

Rvbvq kvmb 

†bkvZzi wel t 

†`v‡q‡ji wkm& \ 

 

Ny‡gi mgq nÕj i‚ ×Øvi| cvwL 

DRvo Kwiqv myi ebcÖv‡š—  wdwi‡Q GKvKx 

kyb¨ bx‡o|  

†Kvb bx‡o? 

†hLv‡b g„Zz¨i Qvqv XvwKqv‡Q †m cvLxi myi 

cÖvš— ‡ii †kl mxgv †h_v nÕj KuvKi-eÜzi 

ivwÎi c`©vq 

me R¡vjv †X‡j †h_v c‡o Av‡Q KsKv‡ji Kvgbv wbwe©l 

†mLv‡b Ny‡gi cvwL, AveQvqv nÕ‡q Av‡m 

 Z›`ªZzi †`v‡q‡ji wkm& \ 

 (†n eb¨ ¯̂‡cœiv) 



 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 113 114 The English Translation of some selected poems of Farrukh Ahmad 

 

  

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 

 

 

wwmmiivvRRvvgg  ggyybbxxiivv  ggyynn¤¤§§`̀  ggyy¯̄——ddvv  

(mvj­vj­vû AvjvBwn A-mvj­vg) 

 

c~e©vP‡ji w`Mš—  bx‡j †m Rv‡M kvnvbkv‡ni gZ 

Zvi ¯̂v¶i evZv‡mi Av‡M I‡o bxjv‡å AbeiZ| 

Nyg fvO‡jv wK †n Av‡jvi cvLx? gnvbxwjgvq åvg¨gvY 

ivwÎ-i‚ × KÉ nÕ‡Z wK SÕi‡e Gevi w`‡bi Mvb? 

Gevi wK myi Nb AkÖ‚ i Kviv ZU †_‡K cÖkvwš— i? 

Gevi †m †Kvb Av‡jvi ¯̂‡cœ ZvKv‡e ¶zä cÖjq bxi? 

G †evev ewai AvKv‡k Gevi fzj‡e wK Zvi bxieZv‡K 

†mB gymvwdi my`~iPvixi myMfxi my‡i `i`x Wv‡K? 

 

H Av‡m Av‡m †mB wen½ mvZiOv Zvi †k¦Z cvLvq, 

AvKv‡ki eyK Nb nÕ‡q I‡V bxj giKZ ¯̂‛QZvq, 

†mvbvjx Av‡jvq k¦vc` ivwÎ AvnZ, jyß wb‡gl gv‡S; 

w_i-we`y¨r Avfv Zi½ Av‡jv‡Ki myi AvKv‡k ev‡R| 

 

†n A‡Pbv cvLx †Kvb& AvKv‡ki MfxiZv nÕ‡Z G‡mQ DwV? 

†Zvgvi c¶-mÂv‡i fvlv-fv‡ei Kzmyg DwV‡Q dzwU; 

†Zvgvi Rwib Rwii wdZvq wbwLj gvbm K‡iv Rwic 

KZ AÁvZ mvM‡i mnmv †f‡m I‡V KZ †mvbvi Øxc, 

fvlv-gyLwiZ †Zvgvi cvLvq me mvM‡ii AkÖ‚ Rj, 

†Zvgvi Qvqv‡K Pz¤̂b K‡i Zi‚ Y g‡bi jvj Kgj, 

Av‡jv-wen½! gy³ bx‡ji mKj iwk¥ S‡ivKv †Pb, 

†Zvgvi MwZi Bw½‡Z ZvB wbwLj ¯ĉœ dzU‡Q †hb| 

AÜ iv‡Zi Zzwg bI, Zzwg bI g„Z ’̄weiZvi 

me AvKv‡ki `yqvi Ly‡j‡Qv, Ly‡j‡Qv mKj g‡bi Øvi, 

†Zvgvi Avmvi c_ †P‡q †P‡q Av‡e‡M mKj AvKvk Kuv‡c, 

gy³c¶, †n Av‡jv! ab¨ aiYx †Zvgvi Avwef©v‡e| 
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TTHHEE  BBRRIILLLLIIAANNTT  LLAAMMPP  ::  

MMUUHHAAMMMMAADD  MMUUSSTTAAFFAA  ((SS..MM..))  
 

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. 

†K Av‡m, †K Av‡m mvov cÕ‡o hvq, 

    †K Av‡m, †K Av‡m bZzb mvov! 

Rv‡M mylyß g„Z Rbc`, Rv‡M kZvãx Ny‡gi cvov| 

nviv mw¤Ẑ wd‡i w`‡Z ey‡K Zzwg Av‡bv wcÖq AvenvqvZ, 

Rvwb wmivRvg-gybxiv †Zvgvi iwk¥‡Z Rv‡M †KvwU cÖfvZ, 

Ze we`y¨rKYv-ùzwj‡½ jyKv‡bv iÕ‡q‡Q j¶ w`b, 

†Zvgvi Av‡jvq Rv‡M wmwÏK, wRbœyivBb, Avjx bexb, 

Nyg †f‡O hvq Avj dvi‚ ‡KiÑ†nwi I cÖfvZ †R¨vwZ®§vb 

gy³ D`vi Av‡jvK †Zvgvi AMYb wkLv cvq †h cÖvY| 

 

 (ÔwmivRvg gybxivÕ Kve¨MÖš’ †_‡K ÔwmivRvg gybxiv  

 gyn¤§` gy¯—dv (mv.)Õ KweZvi cÖ_g K‡qKwU PiY) 
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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 

Siddiq 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 

 

 

 

IINN  TTHHEE  CCOOMMIINNGG  WWIINNTTEERR  

 
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 

Are 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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TTHHEE  VVUULLTTUURREESS  
[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 snatched 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 

 


