



















































	1. Mukund Das, Pagla Kanai, Hason, Madon and Lalon  are celebrated bards of Bengal. 
	Such a wonderful day today,  nobody laments for the dead, none  fears death's grim face. A strange gleam  lights the weary body and face ; in each footstep  the glittering light of determination is aglow.  As if,-they have signed their names  in Bengali  On their own death-sentence;  "I have taken up my mother from the dust  to my bosom."  There have been Salam, Barkat and thousands  of unknown names, They were their father's only hope, their mother's last possession, someone's partner for life or a lone brother of some hapless sister - They are no more now. They are no more? No, that's not true ?  They are here in the sky and wind  very close to our hearts.  They are in the marching feet of the processions,  with the undying song of death in their throats,  in the fiery looks of the angry protesters.  Ekushey is now mixed with blood and  the Bengali tongue.  It is now unconquerable by any,
	Translatedby K. Ashraf Fiossain  

	In my very being you live  Fluttering your flag like a cluster   Of shining stars:  A soothing tenderness always holds you  in a loving embrace. 
	HASAN HAFIZUR RAHMAN  
	Won't mother then ever call him again by his name ? That name will rise up again and again in the meadow of her hearing mind. like a whirlwind, but won't it come out of her two lips like a bright rounded pearl ever again in all her life ?  How will you bear this heavy weight,  O, how long ? Abul Barket is no more,  that oversize big-bodied boy whose tall frame nearly touched the roof  of Madhu's stall.l  Salam, Rafiquddin, Jabbar  what a sad clulster of names, a row of names that now strikes at our heart  like the sharp point of a spear.  We lost them before we were ready to part, for the jaws of reaction feared not life and humanity. We lost them before we could organize our thoughts, for the vile strategy of reaction through one death ushers in a thousand deaths. This time we lost some persons whose memory we shall cherish till eternity, who will never let us rest in peace. Those we have lost have expanded us, spread us over, from one corner of the country to the other; even as they sank in the darkness of death they scattered themselves in a million particles in the fiery soul of our land Abul Barkat, Salam, Rafiquddin, Jabbar, What a cluster of amazing, sad, flaming names.  Like a peasant sowing his paddy seedlings  in rain-drenched silt enriched land  hoping for golden grains to sprout  I, too, sowed my fine sensibilities  in the very core of the crowd.  O my native land,  from the knowledge vouchsafed me by history in its inexorable process I sow in a single day your heart bathed in a divine light Whose sudden touch splintered the Kohetoor 2  into innumerable fragments and showered them generously on our parched souls. O my native land,  this time I have bathed in the still  deep waters of your soul wrapping around my consciousness the petals of immense satisfaction that engulfs a worker  when he succeeds in blending the sweat  of his genius with his handiwork I looked up at the sky. Dipping my eyes in the muddy currents  of your rural streams  I saw the multitudinous green flames of bubbling life stretching to the horizon like the endless expanse of a transplanted paddy field.> And with great wonder I noticed the fire of life you had enkindled all on a sudden,> the slightest hint of which I did not get even a day before. You firece flame lit up the souls of millions of your children  and O native land of mine,  I had no idea of this even a single day before.  Think for once of the tear-filled eyes  of your father from whose loins you were born.  Think of the frightened shriek of a sister robbed of her only brother.  Of those two who once quietly talked to each other in the privacy of Time's peaceful temple,  talked of the integrity of their hearts, today one is no more.  Of the loving pair of birds one is gone forever, The sad-eyed doe has lost her tender baby. Now only heart-rending wails reign everywhere  like the ocean's ceaseless waves. Now only tears-flow that could wash all away in a mighty flood. The people have lost their eye-sight, They can't see any more. O my knowledge, give me the venom of a lone utterance that can travel from one heart to another lighting up an undying fire of bitter hatred. They had stood up together to protect the honor of the sound that issued from the lips of a new-born babe churning the very core of his existence, the utterance that sanctified for him his first lesson of humanity. They shone like the effulgent gaze of Buddha and Mohammed. Their emotions seethed in the depths of some subterranean stream. They were unique like the seven stars marked apart form the rest of the galaxy, in the wide blue sky - and those devils, the enemies of life, cruelly snatched their sacred bodies away  And now we cherish their souls in our hearts  in a blaze of glory and love.
	One of them is no more today - No, fifty of them are gone.   And for those immortal martyrs,  for their dearly beloved language Bangla, > We have turned into a rocky mass.  We have grown big and invincible  like the mighty Himalayas.  O my native land, gathering the silt of all experience  like the gift of a benign flood  I have made fertile a single awareness. Here is the meeting point of life and death. like the sights of a distant wind Whistling through the skull of a dare-devil sailor on a lonely beach You can hear at this spot the laments of a heart-broken desolate tender woman. Here you can find parents, brothers, sisters, grieving near and dear ones, and here too do we stand, You and I, O my native land.   We are face to face here  With the arrogance of the last few years  of Pharaoh's life.  Here we stand for the final duel on the earth.  O my native land, reaching the edge of this fight of silence or of chirping voices, We raise a tremendous shout aligning ourselves on the side of our mother's love: Now we are all yours.
	We have found you, mother,  and finding you we have forgotten the pain  of the death of our fifty martyred brethren  in the same way that a slum-dwelling mother forgets the pain of numberless deaths  when she holds close to her breast a healthy robust living child of her own. O mother mine   today we do not have the least little doubt left of what you want, What you want,  What you want.
	Translated by Mohamed Mijarul Quayes 

	All the people got united in a second,  they anointed their sinews, ribs and muscles  with a new-born pledge.  The history of the land pulsates on the horizon  of time.   Feruary 21 is a fearless Journey  On the road of consciousness,  February 21 is a united being  of million men.   February 21 is written with the sleepless terror  of the conscience-stricken egoist,  who starts at the sound of falling leaves.   Februrary 21 is the tearing explosion  of rage, of hatred,  with her black flags, posters and blood-red  scribblings of tears.   She is much changed now, alas !  The unseen magic hands of treachery  stifles her; the black vampire of prudence  spreads its wings; a shrouded giant stalks the stage  of sorrow every year!  ( his name is foresight)  A great popular upsurge, a strong faith in life is now nothing but a corpse of vows.  February 21 is a mere silent memory  of the past,  a mis-spent tear of people's pride,  a pale history of ap atrophied urge. 
	Translated by Kabir Chowdhury

	Have they destroyed your memorial monument Don't you fear, comrade, We are still here, A family of forty millions, alert and wide awake.  The base that no emperor could ever crush, at whose feet the diamond crown, the blue proclamation, the naked sabre and the tempestuous cavalry crumbled into dust, We are that simple hero, that unique crowd, We who work infields, row rivers, labour in factories!  Have they destroyed your brick monument? Well let them. Don't you fear, comrade, We, a family of forty millions, are alert and wide awake. What kind of a death is this ? Has any one seen such a death When no one weeps at the head of the departed ? Where all sorrow and pain form the Himalayas to the sea Only come together and blossom into the colour of a single flag ? What kind of a death is this ?  Has any one seen such a death  Where no one laments aloud ? Where only the sited turns into the gorgeous stream of a mighty waterfall, Where the season of many words leads the pen on to an era of poetry ?  Have they destroyed your brick monuments?  Well, let them, we forty million masons  have built a monument with a violin tune and the dark deep eyes of  rainbows and palash flowers.  We have etched for you their names through the ages in the foamy stone of love.  That is why, comrade,  On the granite peak of our thousand fists shines like the sun-  The sun of a mighty pledge.
	Translated by Kabir Chowdhury



