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Dedication

"Nilufar, my love, thy name is beauty"






An Apology

After the sad demise of my wife Nilufar, | decided to write a book on her
life. Of late | was not pulling well with my health.

However, | decided to translate the poetry of "Rupasee Bangla" by
poet Jibanananda Das. | thought it to be done in a short time. But, Oh
my good Lord, it turned out to be a very difficult task. | translated the
title 'Rupasee Bangla' as 'Bengal, Thy Name Is Beauty' in English.

Once | had started, | was determined to have a go at completing it.

The poet's ancestors lived in Vikrampur and then migrated to
Barisal, on the other hand | was born in Dhaka District in 1942.

| believe in only one God, i.e. | am monotheist, but | equally respect
other religions.

The great philosopher George Barnad Shaw said about
monotheism:

"There is only one religion, though there are a hundred versions of
it".

The poet felt strongly against the inequality in gender. | do the
same and feel disgraced for inequality inflicted to women.

In my budget speech 1993 in parliament | requested to defer my
scheduled time of speech to enable my wife and daughter to reach
Parliament and hear. With the strong support from Barrister Moudud
Ahmed (in opposition then) other honorable Members of Parliament my
request was accepted by the honorable Speaker.

| told the epic story of ruddy shelduck (chakha and chakhi) there.

The story went to reveal that the female duck was better half of the
pair than the male one. In the case of human beings the gender
inequality has never been gauged properly, neither duly recognized for
women ab initio.There are lots of areas where we need to make
adjustments in order to cover the gaps.

Anyway, to understand the poems of Jibananda Das, | think it is
important to consider the issues given bellow:



(1) Generation gap between the poet and myself.

(2) Flora, fauna, rivers, meadows, crops and so on and so forth
have changed substantialy over the decades.

(3) The poet's concept and perception eight decades ago might
not have been on the same footing to that of mine.

(4) Technological advancement has taken newer dimensions.

(5) Inthose days cholera, small pox, T.B., malaria and typhoid etc
diseases were deadly. Now many new ones have emerged for
some of which medicines are yet to be discovered.

(6) There have been many socio-economic, geo-political
changes. In many cases, it may not be possible to cope in a
short time, as ways are yet to be explored.

(7) When the poems were composed it was a united Bengal i.e.
in pre-1947 days, the conceptualization was on different
platform, now the overall scenario is different. "Bengal" meant
united Bengal. Now it should be Bangladesh because most of
the pictures inplaced in the poems are from the land of
Bengal, which is now Bangladesh.

The esteemed readers' concepts may not entirely match to that of
mine. However, | tried my best to minimize the gap. In spite of that, if
the gap in between still remains too wide to reconcile, | sincerely
apologize for that.

Abdul Mannan



Index
Part - 1

Title of poem

The day, this earth

You might move on your own accord
Bengal as viewed

As | had been surviving

On a day at Jalshidi

Seven Stars in the sky

Oh, seen nowhere?

Oh bird! One Day!

Life or death

That day when | would go

The world keeping busy

| would fall asleep

When | would be asleep

When would lie in of death sleep
Would come again

If I would detach

Perhaps someday

The Myna that died
Somewhere | would go

Off your bosom

Huts of fan-palm leaves
Evening breeze on Ashwathwa
Getting soaked by cloud

No where to look for

Mid-day in a country side

Long back the golden sun shine gone out?

Page

11

12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21

22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31

32
33
34
35
36



Title of poem

A place here on earth

In so many mornings - mid-day

Why would leave the highland?

Here the Sky would be blue
Somewhere near the Meadow

Intent going

Voice of doves here

In the land of crematorium

Yet knew wrongly

Inside a golden cage

So many days in the darkness of evening
When all these poems were composed
So many days you and |

Here life would be in stream

If on one day!

Sensing the smell of the far away world
Alley trough the "ashwathwa and banyan tree"
Of the embracing grass

This water was endearing

One day on the path of this earth

On my way to this world

Felt sorrows of human beings

Why would you be far away?

Our hard talk

This world and |

Sound of paddy in the wind

One day this body

Where would they be all today?

Would never see again

Days of love in heart

In the grass ........... that

All there, would appear to be likeable
Evening all around

One day in the mist on this meadow
Having thought a lot would develop pain
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The day, this earth

That day, this meadow wouldn't remain quiet
Encompassed between rivers and stars

Dream would keep coming,

When does the desire for golden dream die down?

As | would leave,

Would not the flowers of elephant apple be wet with dews?
With the wave of mild smells?

Would not barn owl sing for its consort?

When does the desire for golden dream die down?
Amidst smooth lamps all around, soggy smell, mild noise
When the ferries had anchored very near

To the island

All these legends of earth would live forever

Today Assyria is dust -Babylon turned into ashes.
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You might move on your own accord

You may go anywhere you wish,

| would remain here in Bengal,

To view jackfruit leaves

Falling in the morning breeze,

Watch dark brown Martin getting chilled as day closes,
Beneath its fine white feathers, its yellow legs

Would keep dancing in the grass in dark, once - twice,

Before mango-pine calls it to its heart;

Would find female hands with sad white bangle

Crying like conch;

She stands near the pond.

As if she would take the duck of colour of fried grain

To a mythical land,

As if mythical odour is pertained to its tender body

As if it has born out of water spinach in the house of the pond
Silently wash the legs once

Before disappearing aimlessly into the mist in the far away,
However, | know | would not lose her in the crowd of the world
She is there at the riverbank of Bengal.
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Bengal as viewed

| have seen the face of Bengal,

So | don't go for searching beauty of the earth;

| come to see having got up in the dark

A morning magpie sitting under a a big leaf of fig tree like an
umbrella,

And gazing around | find stacks of leaves of berries,

Banyan, jackfruit, mango-pine and sacred fig remaining quiet there.
Casting their shadows on the bushes of prickly pear and zedoary;
Don't know how long ago, sitting in a canoe called Madhukar near the
town of Champa

Mythical trader Chand saw

The blue shadow of mango-pine-banyan-mottled ebony,

The unprecedented beauty of Bengal,

So did Behula with a raft on the water of Gangur River

When the moonlight ebbed at the riverbank

On the twelfth night of the dark fortnight of lunar month,

On the shallow side of the river

Saw countless sacred fig trees beside golden rice,

Alas, listened yet to Shama's soft tune,

In heaven, once, danced

Like a lone dancing wagtail in the Assembly Hall of Indra

Rivers, meadows,Glory Bower, of Bengal,

All in alliance cried like dancing anklets

In her feet.
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As | had been surviving

As long as | am alive

| want to see

The sky that has spread

To a faraway sky,

Being blue like blue pea

More blue, yet more - more blue;

Where the morning egrets and kingfishers fly

In the Ashwin, second month of Autumn,

Having swept the sky by their wings;

| want to see

| wish to sit

On the grass of Bengal;

After wandering around the earth

Taking much pain in heart

| would blow along the path towards the river Dhanshidi
To the crematorium of Bengal

Where that Shama, of Ramprasad, comes

Still today,

Where the corpse of a beautiful lady

In the embroidered saree

Rides on a sandal wood pyre

Where parrots loses its words on the mango branches,
There is the most grace

The deepest sorrow,

Where lotus dries up,

Where Vishalakshi is quiet for a long time;

Where once upon a time

Bangles of Shankhamala (conch), Chandramala, and Manikkumar rang,
Ah, would they ring again ever?
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On a day at Jalshidi

One day on the bank of the river Jalshidi

In the meadow of this Bengal | would lie under a shrivelled banyan tree;
Its red fruit as soft as hair

Would fall on the desolate grass;

The crescent would remain awake,

The river water

Like a Bengali girl would keep knocking with fear

At the grey door of the Vishalakshmi temple.

Then at the broken stair into the river,

Where beautiful ladies don't come any more,

Only jute farments,

The river will cry the whole night

Like a witch

Tying herself with water spinach, -

Will see

Some people at some time

Have prepared mango wood funeral pyre;

The surprised sky of Shravan, the second month of rainy season, would
stare;

Wet barn owl with placid open eyes

Would tell stories of Lakshmi in the forest of burflower tree
The river would play songs of Bhasan opera in solitude;
The paddy fields of Bengal spread like saree, white conch,
A blue monastery surrounded by the grass of Bengal

And giant calotrope, adulsa shrubs

Eroding slowly aside;

All these emotions surging around.
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Seven Stars in the sky

When the seven stars have appeared in the sky

| stay put on this grass;

As if the clouds that are red like star-fruit have sunk in the waters of
Ganges like Monia, a girl, did -

The blue evening of Bengal,

Calm and devoted,

Has arrived -

as if a girl with thick hair

Has come in the sky:

Her hair falling on my eyes and face;

Nowhere

The world has ever seen this girl,

Never had | seen

So many kisses

That her hair had

Relentlessly

On mango-pine, jackfruit,

And berries,

| haven't known of

So much soothing smell

That comes out of the hairdo of the beauties

Anywhere in the world:

The smell of tender paddy,

Fragrance of water spinach, feather of duck,

Reeds, pond water,

Mild smell of pomfret and olive barb,

Wet hand of teenager girl after washing rice - a cool hand;
Nut grass trampled under the feet of adolescent boy, - Exhausted silence
of distressed smell of red fruits of banyan tree - Lying there the life of
Bengal;-

| can sense when the seven stars appear in the sky.
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Oh, seen nowhere?

I have seen nowhere the grass so desolate, ah

In one side the meadow,

Gazing with sad eyes

In their blue heart are

Grasshopper's nest

Green beetle, butterfly, plenty of black green beetles,
Exhausted leaves of mango-pine - where

In thousands banyan tree fruits

Fall on their beautiful green heart time and again, -
When the adolescent village boys come to the bushes
To have soft fruits of cane, nickernuts,

Or search for tapered gourd seeds in the grasses,
Egrets don't know that

Nor martins or female wagtail,

Which day in the past

Do the countless grass

On both sides of the river and in the bushes

Think of, lying on this village?

At that time, this river Jalshidi didn't dry

Neither the sky lost its charm

When there were sounds from Ballal Sen's horse
And the saddle with bell around the mane,

In this way.

Even before the prince used to search something, by intermittently pulling
up

In this way, Ah, and became sad;

Today there is nothing to look up,

Now nickernuts satisfy.
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Oh bird! One Day!

Oh, bird, were you in Kalidaha one day -

Did you not tweet in the midst of its winds of whirlpool,

At the mid-day of the first month of rainy season in this Bengal?
The whole day today

In the sounds of rain

Under the shadow of cloud

Reminds of Chand Sadagar

And his Madhukar boat

When they were caught in storm in the deep of the river,

Did many birds then fly against that black wind?

All day today the flock of bank mynas on the island of the Dhaleshawri
seems to be like they are floating in the middle of the river Kalidaha:
As if all these birds are not the one of today,

They are not -

Neither is it the river Dhaleshwari -

And the sky is not of today:

Is the snake goddess Manasa in the bush of cactuses?

Yes, it seems she is there,

Isn't this river Kalidaha?

Ah! Isn't it the face of Sanaka, wife of Chand Sadagar,

With loose hairdo, who | see?

How depressed, pale, and tired all the truths are!

This dream of you is true; snake-goddess Manasa herself said
Before leaving.
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Life or death

Life or death would stay on the eyes

And grass of Bengal would also be in the heart;

This grass: Sitaram, Rajaram, Ramnath Ray -

Their horses still tread through the grass

In the dark - this grass;

Kankabati, Shankhamala are living underneath:

This grass covers odour of their bodies,

Their bathe with Champak flower, hairdo:

When late autumn comes in the ancient north Bengal
Leaves of mango pine fall in the afternoon

On the white yard in its first month,

Ducks go away, leaving the exhausted water of the pond,
And | lie down on this grass -

Martin wrung up this grass with the soft yellow legs;

Wet dust are lying in the grass - Blue bumblebees are rubbling gently
their wings transparent like glass with castor flower -
Milkdrop falling from oleander: perhaps some teenager girl
Had torn the flower and left,

So oleander's milkdrops are falling on grasses:

Tenderly anxious.
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That day when | would go

That day when | would go away from you

| would go into the mist

That day when death would come in the dark

And take away my body, begging it;

Would | think myself alone that day

Sleeping in a corner of this blue Bengal

For a while, Oh; -

There would be no agitation in my mind

Whoever has passed the life in Bengal

In the dust of the grass on the wet earth -

Surrounded by the crowd of Bengalis

Whose life moans like Shravan, the second month of rainy season,
With the mild and intense rythms myth-based folk songs like Kirtan,
Bhashan, folk tales, folk drama, folk song Panchali,

That gave me satisfaction;

For, | had never passed through glamourless path abroad

Not having forgotten land of Bengal

For days and months

Like that of spoiled parrot in a cage;

| have given away the Benali women my heart in the roads

With their footsteps

In the lovely world of Behula, Chand Sadagar's daughter in law, and
Lahana, his first wife,

Their soft hand after washing rice,

Rice grains in their hair,

Scarlet border of saree in hand;

Almost ripe mango, star-fruits and plum.
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The world keeping busy

Where the world remains busy in making success and power,
Where tough monuments are rising up into the sky,

Where the crowd of ships touching the cloud raising their mast,

| have no idea,

| got raised house in the village of Bengal:

The raven flies to palm forest-With a couple of straws in their mouth-
To the palm forest,

And the mythical bird,

Which calls in the night that only the dying people can hear,

Fly down to the blue tamarind trees

In the morning with distress-

A feeling like that is in the heart;

| felt distressed

Seeing the beauty of fireflies in the gooseberry bush;
Also heard that barn owl

Had already sung on the branches of Bur flower-tree
In the deep of moonlit night,

That whole night dews dropped with sounds of falling;
That in pale face moat called

The eroded, wet bricks-

What murmur does the river to its heart;

But there was nobody anywhere

However, if you give ear to the moonlight,

You would hear sounds in the wind:

Where are you going, riding on the horse,

Oh, Rayrayan, the top revenue official under landlord?
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| would fall asleep

Someday | would fall asleep in your starry night, Having overhead
summer cloud

As if hills of cowrie and conch

Would keep watching from the other side of the river,
Reminding me of some the grey beauty of a

girl decorated with conch shell,

Whom | saw at some time

Under the shades of mango and berry trees

Someday | had also kept my hands on hers;

Someday thereafter her remains,

Withered-away in the crematorium

Under the funeral pyre;

| wonder when, as if not in this lifetime,

Perhaps | spent time with her

Three centuries ago

In this village path, - or may be five centuries ago,

- then perhaps seven centuries then

Passed in your land of mango, berries and jackfruits;

After the paddy harvest

I don't know how many times | collected hays in the fields and
And raised huts having loved this land of Shama and Wagtail
Many times listening to the traditional Bhasan songs Huts and hays were
washed away,

Many times per

The house and hays were gone

Performing the narrative opera of Mathur.
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When | would be asleep

Someday | would be asleep in your starry night;

Perhaps my youth was still in my heart -

The my days were not still finished

That was rather good

It feels sleepy

The grasses of Bengal close their eyes under my heart,
Green beetles have been in sleep in mango leaves

As | would also be sleeping with them,

| would sleep in this meadow out of desire of my life

On this grass

The story of my life without words would go to you slowly,
Many new festivals of upstream, life will be in your busy mind

In spite of that, boy, when you will go tearing the grass
With the scratch of your nails, -

When Manikmala would come in the morning

To gather red banyan fruits

And star-fruits in this path, -

When causing the horsinghar with its yellow-stalk

To exude on the grass;

How far are martins and wagtails flying today?

How much sun shine and cloud can be felt while sleeping in
In sleep in the illusion of death
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When would lie in of death sleep

When | would lie down in the sleep of death under the stars in the dark,
May be under the shades of jack-fruit tree

Or by the river Dhaleshwari or Chilai-

Perhaps none come to the crematorium in the day time

Yet jackfruits and berries of Bengal - their shades that are falling on my
chest-

Brown leaves of sacred fig treesare falling on my face-

Plum, flowering thistle, love my body,

So they become intimate in the ash of my pyre-

| am sleeping in the

grass of Bengal,

In the dense cluster of grass,

The stars are moving

In far, far, far into the lonely sky of Bengal

Then | fall asleep drowsily without reason

When | wake up again, my cremation pyre has got fully covered by the
grass of Bengal As | look, | smell adulsa,

And hear bumblebees flying over the pineapple flowers,

Hear, the fain murmur of blowing in the air inl hear them

They love me.
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Would come again

| would come again on the bank of the Dhanshidi river

In this Bengal, perhaps not as a human being,

But as a brahminy kite or myna

Or might be as morning crow

In this autumnal harvesting land,

One day | might come floating through the mist

Under the shadows of jack-fruit trees

Or may be as duck or as a teenage girl

Wearing anklet around red feet,

All day would pass

Floating on the water filled with the smell of water spinach,
| would come back again

Loving the rivers, meadows and fields of Bengal

In the gloomy green land wetted by the waves of the river Jalangi
You may see bright green insect

Flying in the evening breeze

Perhaps a barn owl calling

Sitting on the branch of silk cotton tree

A child perhaps scattering

Perched paddy in the grass of the yard;

Perhaps a teenager boy hoisting a dilapidated sail

Plying a canoe on the muddy water of the river Rupsa;
You would find white egret coming to its nest swimming through the red
clouds in the dark,

It is | whom you would find me in their crowd.
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If | would detach

If | fall one day in the blue mist of Kartik, the first month of late autumn,
When harvest are falling in falling in paddy fields of Bengal, closing their
gloomy eyes,

When sparrows have put their beak in its nest

Of tail grape,

When yellow leaves are mixing with brown ones,

When ducks gets only the smell of dews in the muddy water of pond,
Snails and oysters are lying on the faded green of mosses

If you would not find me

In the red spinach field

If I am not sitting there leaning against the wild elephant apple trees,
Then, be sure, the call of death has come in the dark

.At the call, flocks of kites That fly In scorching red sun and martins
Would leave

the blue land of Bengal for forests of mango and berries

At whose call, today rice that would be parched are falling apart

In in the fields,

When would the death come?

Oh, girl, keep your hand, whitened, being wet from washing Basmati rice,
on your chest,

| would put it as as a mark from Gorochona, the sacred pigment from the
bezoar of cow.
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Perhaps someday

Perhaps someday | would see no more the Venus in the sky,
I may not see when a battalion of fire-flies douse

From the bush of Buffalo spinach

Neither would | see any more this bamboo clump,

The earth covered with by dried leaves of bamboo
Would turn into a deep darkness before my eyes;

| don't when would the barn owl call

In the light of full moon night in the autumn

And bent branches of mango would murmur

The red border of a girl's saree is seen in the moon
Bangles ring, - | don't not know who she would give the sacred water of
the Ganga and sweet balls made of coconut to.

| don't know if she would be staring at flame tree
Standing at the doorsteps

Holding sugar and kernel of palm in hand

Who she would have relationship again

| don't know that-

Who remember death?

Like the river Kirtinasha move on towards new land
Digging all the year round

She passes her days leaving behind dead island behind,
Does the sky at all cry

When the Venus goes out?
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The Myna that died

The martin that dies in the fog

Never returns

And Kanchanmala flowers had fallen long before -

Pink morning glory still blossoming in the bush,

Alas! Martin never comes back;

Also Vishalakshmi had also left

After wiping off red tint on her feet;

The river have lost its flow as its surging water faced barriers in the mid-
stream -

They don't come to the crematorium;

And tigers, wetted in the mangrove forest, looking with sparkling eyes,
Does it know densebut ruffled hair of so many chief queens

Of this golden Bengal lying

Under of its feet on the grass?

Does it see the temple remained clattered in the forest under the stars?
Awfully dried lotus ponds -

Dilapidated stairs of the locality

Thousands of such localities, all dead beauty-

Todayhornets sing on on the castor flowers -

Canals flow by with noise of water,

Yet not awakened - who gets up if they sleep once,

Though brahminy kite continues wailing,

While purple coraltree die with the murmur of dried leaves/
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Somewhere | would go

Someday | would go somewhere;

Then the night sky with countless stars would come and go
For how long | would not know,

Neither would | know for ages

How long would keep falling on the yard

These yellow-brown leaves

Of coral and fig trees -

With wetted odour of

of Bengal in their breathing;

Nor would | know for how long

Grass like Parthupi and Madhukopi

Would lay scattered on the meadows;

And

Owl would rub its wing on this grass

Getting down

Off braches of jackfruit trees -

The Pashmina Shawl of green of Balami paddy of Bengal
Is on its chest -

How long it would extract the leisure from the sun of autumn?
Forgetting the Nickernut, in her saree's expanse end
The teenage girl would look slightly down

Looking at the face of the boy;

The crow, the sad flock of the crows, of near evening
Would fly away

In search of hollow nests,

At noon vermillion red lifchis would remain fallen

On the grass hiding their faces -

As | would also lie down hiding face on the grass;

| wouldn't be able to recognize

The mild sound of Bangles

Made of conch shell or sacred cow bezoar
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Off your bosom

Off your bosom someday your child would leave;
And leave the land of Bengal;

At the signal in which the star falls,
Leaving the blue soft bosom of the sky
To sink into the cold;

Someday Rupshali paddy fall

All around in the mist;

Perhaps rock eagle-owl

Would be singing in the dark,

And would take me away like

a rat of the field to the home of death
There is a smell of hunger in the heart,

Yet there is blue above the eyes,

Sleepless death, crescent moon, empty field, odour of dews,
Who knows when the death would come?

When storm break the stalks of lotus in Kalidaha - | don't know -
When it tears apart lives of sea-gull and martin;

Yet | wish | could die in this meadows and quay,

Not in the in the Black Jamuna river

So that the fragrance of the waves of this river

Pertains to the eyes and face and

Beautiful Bengal remain alive in the heart

And | remain lying while in between the life and death
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Huts of fan-palm leaves

Blue smoke kissing the hut of nipa palm

fly away in morning and evening,

And mingles with autumnal mist in the

In the mango forest,

The red cream over the pond with its mild waves

Want to embrace tender branches of oleander

And kiss at

the feet of kingfisher;

Where do the Bricks get lost after drowning in the deep water
In this dilapidated stairs -

No one come any more with wet hand after washing rice
And open their braid -

Dry leaves keep rolling all the day

The board for playing dice game drawn on the earth
Mixes with cobra's hole;

| don't understand

What bushes of hill glory bower and gin berry

Talk about in the wind

Raising hands like that of a witch;

Nor do | get why the kites cry;

Neither had | seen anywhere on the earth

Alas, path that is so lone white and

Smelly of wet dust had gone to the rooftop of the widow
By cremation site,

Wearing the bamboo veil;

When it is suddenly evening!

Eagle-owl cries in style on the moringa branch
Under the autumnal moon.
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Evening breeze on Ashwattha

When evening breeze touches the sacred fig tree

In the blue forest of Bengal

| would go back to fields after fields all alone:

It feels all the crises of life in in Bengal is over today,
look, centuries old banyan tree

With thousands of green leaves and crimson red fruits
Singing song of hope playing its branches;

Does the sacred fig tree also feel desire in its heart:

As if it has got the story of Uma

After carrying the cold body of sati (chaste) in its lap for long

Its elflock is getting brighter Like Chandrashekhar (Shiva)

On return of seventh day of the moon;

| know,-

Now 'Ballal Sen' of ancient North Bengal would not come On the bank of
the Dhaleshari river that is covered with Mudhukupi grass -

Neither would poet Ray Gunaker come -

But DeshBandhu has come this time

To the strong current river Padma,

As if a storm had come among the crowd of exhausted sea gulls in the
deep of the river

Chandidas has come

Along with mythical Shyama songs of Ramaprasad, Shankhamala,
Chandramala: noise of bangles of hundreds of dead teenage girls.
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Getting soaked by cloud

This noon gets soaked by the cloud;

A kite sitting on the branches of Jarul tree

All alone by this side of the river

stares on the other side.

Pigeon has flown to the island, its nest

And bees have left cucumber creepers

And black cloud had gathered in the winter sky,

Ants go to the grass leaving behind

pollen on the soft wings of dead butterfly and,

Martins fight each other, making noise for a while on mango tree
The Indian cuckoo no more calls its red complexioned daughter-in-law
Its yellow wings perhaps lost

Somewhere in jackfruit and flame-of-the-forest trees;

The daughter-in-law not in the yard,

Only a rice husking pedal was left there,

Who else would husk?

For long she has not done that;

She doesn't even come to dry her hair in the sun - doesn't
bathe in this pond.

See her paddy seeds in the store has already

Started to germinate,

Yet she doesn't come any more

Would she come back at noon today

To fry rice?

Oh, kite, the golden kite, would not

fair complexioned princess get back her life?
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Nowhere to look for

You are dying for no reason by searching for her,

You would never find in the rural path;

There are many crows in this yard—

But that exhausted raven is no more;

Many years ago

A flock of healthy ravens used to be seen day and night
On the mango and berry trees—

That story goes back to my young days,

Of how long ago!

Those days would never come again on earth!

It used to start croaking before dawn

Up from the branches of Burflower-tree

Still | get absent-minded with noise of crows

Surprised, | only keep thinking of it

Where it might be by this time so long?

What has happened to it? Where has it gone along with that river
Field, meadow, grass,

Those days and nights, those faded hairs,

Wet white hands,

Those custard apple fruit trees and Bengal currant, snails and oysters
Tender kernel of palm, those paths covered with

Wet and dusty Jasmine flower buds,

Smoky rice,

Where have all gone?

Early morning, sounds of croaking by

Countless crows fill the sky

What is striking me in the heart today

In the morning of harvesting time?
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Mid-day in a country side

| love the mid-day in a county side,

The sun-shine is like it has the smell of dream;

Ah, none know what story, which tale, which dreams have set
in my heart except the meadows who know that,

And know that brahminy kite,

To them not only in this life but also for ages

The heart learned to speak,

The sorrow that is there in the dream: the song of martin,
broken temple, the girl's saree with embroidered edge, move away like
dried leaves, the branches of wild elephant apple,
Rhythmless for long, have stooped on the grass beside the river Jalshidi
Her face can be seen in the water—

In whose water

The canoe without an owner is floating,

The owner is nowhere

Never would he come to this side,

He left the dilapidated canoe tied with

Mango-pine tree;

| like the midday in the village— in the sun,

Smell of soaked sorrows can be felt,

Ah, that is crying while floating beneath the sky.
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Long back the golden sun shine gone out?

How long ago the golden sun had gone out—

The endless row of betel nut trees

Are immersing into the dark

Hot wind, coming from the other end of the meadow,
The dark of hot summer is panting like hungry kite

So long ago in the hot spell of spring that beauty had left,
Never would she come back,

As she grudgingly uttered not to return:

Could | say standing alone by the cucumber plant,—
She is nowhere in this world.

As her breathing dropped,

The endless sky of stars has forgotten her,

She is no more anywhere—I wouldn't find her,
Despite searching the entire world.

In this meadow,

Still today her smell remains in this grass, In falsa,
in cucumber,

Whenever | go to pluck vegetable fern—

| regard mustard field on a mid-day

pick up a few bunches of

harvest of late autumn in my palm

| see

The red sun-on the earth intensifying desiringly
With solitary pleasure

on Chini chanmpa, a species of banana, plant,

I know she is still with me

She is still with me.
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A place here on earth

There is a place here on earth: The most beautiful, sad,

There endless green land is covered with Modhukopi grass

There trees are called: Jackfruit, sacred fig, Banyan, giant crepe-myrtle,
mango-pine.

There the sun gives rise to red in early morning cloud like nickernut;
There goddess Varuni (another name of the Ganges) live in the heart of
Gangasagar,-

There god Varun non-stop gives water to the river Karnafuli, the Padma,
and the Jalangi;

There brahminy kite is restless like

betel bush,

There barn owls is subtle, tender like the smell of paddy,

There the branches of lemon plant stoop on the grass

There Bright green insects fly back

To its nest in the dark evening breeze,

There yellow saree wraps body of the 'beauty,

Her name is Shankhamala:

You would never find her in any river or grass in the vast world

For Bishalakshmi blessed, she was born amid grass and paddy fields of
the blue Bengal.
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In so many mornings - mid-day

In so many mornings, mid-days as well as

Evenings, | see the blue orchard of betel nuts,

Slowly shaking in the wind

Some princess is singing like a caged parrot,

Wearing a saree of grass,

Black hair as if autumnal black paddy of Bengal.
Welcoming them in the yard,

Smell of water in the heart of the girl - she has no sleep,
She has no death ever

She never sleep in decorated bed, never gets pale,

She is enlivened by the songs of

Barn owl, songbirds and martin,

All day, All night, she is carried in the heart of betel nut orchards,
Light comes in the morning at the croaking of crows

Having opened my eyes | come to see the black ravens

The rich betel nut orchards, being covered by the green jungle, have also
seen that:

When the peacock shaped boat

Got surprised seeing the red cloud of dawn,

The orchards of betel nuts of Bengal that came from far foreign land have
seen sudden deep blue

Have heard exhausted croaking of sad crows -

When they croaked so many centuries ago
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Why would leave the highland?

Oh, who goes for searching beauty on to the path of the earth,
Leaving this land.

As if the dried leaves of banyan tree reminds stories of ages.

All scattered on the paths through the paths of meadows in the solitude
of late autumn;-

Who would go abroad overlooking them, tell me - | would never opt for
Malabar, Oti hills, leaving behind Bashmati paddy's field,

Neither would | watch the palm trees shaking heads with the rhythm of
songs of the ocean in any country,

Where do the cardamom flowers and cinnamon

bring dreams in the heart of goddess Varuni to settle with open braid?
| would never go to the paths of the world:

Fallen leaves of sacred fig tree in the white dust,

When there is be no one here on this mid-day,

Not even the bird;

Only endless grasses lying spread over soil and pebbles.

A few distressed sparrows returning after turning over straws,-

Leaves of sacred fig trees fell on the dull, white dust,

So leaving this path, this life, hasn't gone anywhere!
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Here the Sky would be blue

The sky is blue here.

All over the bluish sky

Horse-raddish flowers bloom, cool white -

Its colour is like the light of autumn;

The black hornet hums here on crown flower during the whole mid-day,
Time and again

The sun wring its thin hair on the the jackfruits and berries,-

The forest of berries, litchis and jackfruits

Have arrived here touching the river, waters

With their restless fingers

And touched the feet of

Sreemanta, Behula and Lahana, all mythical figures;

The dust of crows and cuckoos

are mixed with the earthen way.

Do you know how long ago the cuckoos are from?

When Mukundaram was writing his cherished

Chandikamangal epic on mid-day, stopped he in between,

Hearing the call of cuckoos,

Or when Behula was passing alone through the waters

Of the river Gangur in the darkness of the evening, across Paddy field
and mango forest,

She had only the touch of mist in her eyes, upon hearing call of cuckoos
sitting on the

Hazy branches of trees,

40



Somewhere near the Meadow

Somewhere near the temple

Where broken temple

Tuned blue with algae -

Deep rooted grass has filled the heart,

Pond nearby got dead dry -

There the head Queen and her beautiful companions listened
Desire in the voice of silver fish

long ago -

There Shankhamala sewed embroidered quilt,

Who knows how many centuries ago, kingfisher - glittery - Cowrie game;
All gone

Perhaps by the sorcery of witchcraft.

Then someday on a mid-day | would go

To that far away meadow,

Where people do not go any more,

Strips of tigress are seen there in cane bush -

Face of beautiful female deer are seen as it get warm from the sun sitting
under the giant crepe-myrtle, -

Where white hill glory bower flower bouquet spread

Its scent by the side of Cuscuta, on the milkweed and adulsa;

Yet | shall take there someday brick-red horse

Whose beauty made me cry in incarnation after incarnation,

There | would look for her.
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Intent going

I'll go to the grass, covered by dried leaves -

To star-apple and mango-pine bush ;

I'll have a fishing angle of light bamboo -

I'll catch no fish; -

Where knifefish is playing secretly in the blue water with leaves of
berries.

Nearby in the pineapple bush a kingfisher is withered away from its
consort's mind

In the dim light.

litchis, red like vermilion, fall on the leaves and grass, -

| come to see the teenage girl is looking down -

She has come to collect star-apple and litchis

On a mid-day leisure -

Then she leaves;

Delphinium disappears like Cuckoos's feather

Touching cucumber creepers,

Leaving branch of elephant apple,

Behind the bamboos.

She goes to the field of aspirations,

Like non-stop.

If you follow her you will see that she is more afraid than hoernet in the
bush of crown flower, and oleander,

After strolling for a long while, she left indifferently,

She had flown along with blue bumble-bee.
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Voice of doves here

Here Human beings find peace at the call of doves in the afternoon
Here criss-cross green branches of vegetation give shelter to golden
oriole bird,

If you see once again the Indian cuckoo

And get caught up in the humming of this dove on a mid-day

Then you would have to stay in the forest for eternity;

Having the exhausted body laid on the

Grass flavoured of aniseeds,

| would stay calling the young green beetles borne out of autumnal fields
like the pair of red-legged bartavelle living in love.

Which beauty is playing at the yard -

Scattering paddy for Martin;

So it is eating those picking one after another from the grass;

The yard is filled with brown martins with their yellow, soft legs

Look at the beauty: Has Shri Radha come like sacred cow bezoar!
How long ago had | seen her bathing in the river Nile

Under intense sun
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In the land of crematorium

You have come in the land of crematorium

Had sung long

Like a golden kite flying up in the sky

Through the sun shine and cloud.

As the barn owl, the Laxmi's carrier, sing

With the passion of autumnal moonlight.

| have heard your call is like her the full moon;

It sings ceaselessly on mango, banana and burflower-tree
As if lovely paddy fall inexhaustibly,

As if Green winter rice held in your bosom;

When had you got up in Ballal's Bengal? -

Not only Padma, Meghna and river Ichchamati - when did you bathe in
The water of seven oceans,-

You marched riding on horse with your force

like Arjun

In the disguise of woman, Ah!

You broke into pale blue like mist further away

like, Pegasus

In love for the colours at far, and lines further away;

Yet our rivers Kalidaha and Gangur and its kites

Still expect your love - they do -

You sacrifice yourself without a remainder deep in this river,
In this dilapidated temple - in temples - make a home in this ancient
banyan tree
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Yet knew wrongly

Yet | knew that wrong - the river Kirtinasha demolishes the kirti, glories of
Raj Ballav.

Yet the beauty of Padma is deeper than the Ekushratna castle -

Her life is vaster, of faster flow, much more water, more water;

The world is also your path;

You are playing chess with stars,

Not only that of Shankhamala, you want love of of Anuradha and
Rohinee too,

How much expection that is

How much love you can love!

Here on the river bank, basmati rice have been falling again;

Bats are coming and going in the mist over the meadow -

Evening crows have come back to their nest - ancient temple is standing
there,

A child is crying on the way in the dark of meadow,

The image of old crimson red bordered saree wipes out gradually -

Who has come to me? But whose child it is? You tell: | asked, but there
was not really any response;

There was none nearby - mist all around om the fields and paths;

| ask you, the poet, do you know anything about this child?
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Inside a golden cage

| would not stay in a golden cage

like the parrot;

What stories do you want to hear from me -

Tell me, which songs,

If so, let's leave the arch of this temple, fly, - where custard apples have
ripen in the early dawn - there is forest of that fruit,

In the wet early morning of the winter,

Oh, how worried | feel today; -

Chandramala, the princesses

Could raise your head and see, | tell, listen, what stories would you
like to hear to-day from me - tell me, which songs,

Open my golden cage,

| am none but Hiramon, the parrot of the myth, of the forest,
Princess doesn't hear me - she doesn't look at her face on the mirror,
Far away hills look white as if shell,

Looking at there, her heart breaks down for the whole day;

Even then, does she realize that | too have my own desire,

She remains absent-minded,

Although | too have desire -

Chandramala, the princess, listen

Raise your chin,

Regarding hill of bones

Her breast turned cold.
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So many days in the darkness of evening

So many days in the darkness of evening we met together:
Somebody have decorated the month of Kartik, the first month of late
autumn, with the lamps in the sky -

The dull and smokey tune of Gajan song comes floating from the field;
Tiger Beetle raising wings fly aside to the crown flower bush,-

A group of ravens in feeble noise

having wrung the cloud coloured as that of nikernuts

Momentarily would keep the sky well-filled up -

Then the aniseed flavoured grasses are left behind:

Barn owl in the feeble moonlight

Would keep flying from branches to branches in the forest;

Then in so many days you sat beside me here in the dark, wrapped in
yellow saree

Like the wing of the black drongo -

Deep darkness came, crossing anise shrub - | have seen bats come and
go frequently -

We talked about bits and pieces of our stories of meadows and moon,
You would perhaps remember you used to listen to all these

With your tired eyes. .
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When all these poems were composed

When | composed all these poems sitting alone;

Dews trickled were trickling from the leaves of elephant apple in the
moonlight;

In the mist the bank of the fading river Dhanshidi.

Stood upright static,

Where bat stretching its wings in the dark

Drew its line of aspiration;

The beauty guarding the dim lamp visited

Here with host of bees and teenaged beauties of times long gone by
Given mango blossom in the winter night

While brought cold milky contents of winter custard apple
In dim light | saw them,-

The poem was composed

Remembering their pale hair,

the beauty of their grey hands like cowrie,

For their heart.

Oh, many centuries ago,

Their breast as sad as conch,

Their yellow sarees and

Slender body -

Their wonderful heart

All gone to the quietest, coldest

Place on earth:

In my sad dreams,-

Their sleep breaks intermittently
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So many days you and |

So many days you and | sat here in the hut,

Under the thatched roof

In the dark:

The grey, wet, soft

Hands were playing on the branches of mango-pine and blackberry trees
Only bats were going and coming through the easy way in the sky -
The tender meadow is lying like Sanaka holding wet and torn straws in
the chest; The crescent moon was staring - the dung-beetle, tiger beetle
and paddy green beetle float themselves in the mist -

mild smell of rice washing all around -

The mild tone of grey saree was heared -

The smell of pains in the heart of people are floating -

Under the thatched roof

You and |

In the fading moonlight

Sat together

Heard and understood all these.

Getting down into the twilight of dream

Getting some leisure

Sitting under the thatched roof

face to face

In the gray light

You and |

In so many days

Saw and understood all these.
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Here life would be in stream

Here stream of life would comes and goes -

In the evening it sleeps quietly

On the elevated ground -

Taste of dust odour struck on their eyes - faces; -

Owl would keep talking

On the branch of Burflower-tree

tree;

It feels like one day only this moonlight will persist on the earth, Only this
winter,

Throughout the night, this barn owl will talk.

Jumping from branches of jackfruit tree

To that of mango-pine, it will invite

the tiger beetle...on that day in the dark

Paddy would move in the lip, eyes of rat;

And black wings of bat wringing out mist on the leaves of bengal currant
would fly to the far away blue mist, none would see it;-

That day | would no more see the wonder of the paths of the countryside
- all would remain asleep, as like as those who are dead tonight;

Like the leaves of sacred fig and tamarisk trees quietly getting decayed -
quietly tonight,

Alas, sleep like the way dead woman does, - the way her saree remain
asleep on her bosom.
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If | one day!

If some day in a faraway foreign

Sea water | float like foam

In a cold winter,

If I don't return amongst you any more -

In the way, | trode

litchi leaves

in the evening

on many days, -

Once beneath the stars

Picking up some nickernut

In the fold of the edge of your Anarashi saree
You left

like Black Drongo

with apathetic eyes

For your daily life work,-

Only this ...If footsteps of mongoose sounds whole night...
Hazy shadow of wings of bats get exhausted

If treading over those leaves,

In the wee hourse

In the dark of a winter of the earth

Your milky white soft body,- grey chin, the left hand
Nicely sleep in a thatched hut

In solitude

Beside the elephant apple tree

Yet your sleep would break one day suddenly in silence,
The necklace of cowrie that you had given,

The shadow of someone came to return that necklace,
Didn't knock at the door.
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Sensing the smell of the far away world

My Bengali mind gets filled with the smell of the far away world

Tonight;

If one day death comes and asks me

To sleep on the unknown grass

Beneath the far away stars,

Yet that grass

like the endless grass of Bengal Stay filled with the flavour of aniseed, -
The way the breast of teenager Melts into milk becoming mother from the
first time -

In every country on earth

Under the the stars furthest away

In all paths

There is all this peace :

Grass - eyes- white hand - breast-

Somewhere death would come-

Somewhere soft green grass

Would cover me -

In the dawn, night or mid-day

The heart of bird will be filled with desire

Like Grass

The sky of night will blossom in the blue flowers of stars - won't the stars
of Bengal?

| don't know that;

Yet they feel peace in their heart, constant peace;

The stars in the sky are like eyes- white hands are like breasts - grass -.
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Alley through the Ashwattha and banyan tree

On the way toward sacred fig and banyan trees, | became
your companion many times;

Scattered parched rice and paddy In the yard

Many times

For martins;

On many days | brought the duck from the pond to your house,- and see
you igniting incense or holding evening lamp

In the white wet hand

like banana shoot, -

Apprehending the night shortly befalling,

You made braid -

Then you put on a dot on your forehed like green-beetle

Then you fell asleep:

The edge of your saree

With embroidered border falling on the betel leaf tray;

You slept on the a solitary couch

Laying your body, soft as

Winter custard-apple,

As if the young one of Indian cuckoo was asleep in moon light,
And the night is spreading its wing like the mother bird,

Today with the eyes exhausted

| have gone far away

With the dust and thorn of usual life; - you didn't see, understand,
Nor you stopped me

You, the beautiful conch case, are lifeless

In a betel leaf tray.
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Of the embracing grass

When did | get my body from the spread of grass - of green grass;

So the sun feels good -

So the blue sky deems mild wet sad;

This grass feels lovely like water - As if this grass is beehives,-
Whatever distance | go to on the earth

Underneat my soft feet, it feels like breathing of so many teenage girs
talks -

Their calm hands play

Their coiffure gets unfolded -

They come in smell of grey sarees -

Many tell the stories of old life - about pain in heart -

soft private words of consolation -

They talk of the moon of the meadows - stars of the sky;

They love the cold and simplicity of dews , - They love mist over their
eyes; They like the warm raindrops

- the soft nature of owl;

They love that the leaves of sacred fig and mango trees fall all through
the night.
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This water was endearing

| like this water; the silver rain water washed my body so many times -
rubbed my hair - caressed on my eyes with its calm and soft hands, -
kissed me on my lips passionately like teenager girls do lovingly;

| like this water; - like the black drongo like its days in the country of blue
leaves, Soft grass and sun - fly to the forest repeatedly,

Likewise this water falls on my body, eyes, out of secret love,

If falls with the passion of paddy

When in the night of late autumn the field filled with crop has become
yellow.

When from the branch of blackberry soft, cold songs of owl is heard

As if the rice falls in the forest, which keeps the granules in its bosom,
Like that the rain is dropping on my lips, eyelids and hair, -

In the afternoon, under red sun, as if the rain has kept her soft hand on
custard apple - feeding me from her breast.

55



One day on the path of this earth

One day, on the path of this earth

| left my my body

That walked along the path of soft grass,

Sat on the grass

Saw the stars play like fire-fly in the

Hilariously unmeasurable sky;

The pleasant wet river bank is filled with smell of river water

in the dark,

Sound of whose soft sarees do | get in the paths,

Faded hair is seen,

Who come up with consolation -

Their hands in the grey shell,

Bare hands can be seen during

evening breeze: beautiful sad wings of butterfly remained near the yellow
grass - | see; | silently stop there;

The colour of orange becomes visible in the sky in the evening - crows
seemed to be blue;

| immersed into the crowd of people, talk to them and hold their hands,
It suggests someone from somewhere has deep wonder about the sad
gloomy hair

| sleep alone under the stars

The gray wings of owl talks with with the fireflies throughout the night.
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On my way to this world

Having lived in this world for many years | learned many delicate secrets
of heart; | have spent long on earth;

Branches of forest are moving -

As if spirits talk; In the gray evening | have seen few drops of rainfall, like
perched rice, ceaselessly on their bodies, -

White dust became dirty, damp smell in the fields,-

Feeble sad sound from the tiny heart of dung beetles is drowning into the
rivers in the evening,

I have seen this all; - seen the river - dying in the slopy dark;

Tiger beetles fly away; Ravens continuously make sound in the nest on
sacred fig tree; someone is standing alone in the mist

On the other side of the meadow,

A few thatched huts remained at more distance; why does frog make a
call in the bush of reeds?

Can it stop?

Why are you here, why are you here, he makes a reply from the bush of
reed.

Then again wings are flapped

the new eggs of crow slips into the mosses.
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Felt sorrows of human beings

| have got the pain of human beings coming here in the world, also got
how it feels to smile;

Seen also up in the sky far away

On the cloudy hills, white as shell,

The red horse of the sun;

It flaps its orange wings

Like Pegusus

Tearing apart the mist of the night;

Seen desire arousing in the white ganders in the shrubs of reeds out of
pleasure;

It went towards the flow of the rivers like unhindered wind while
clamoring;

Seen green grass across, as far as | could see;

I have continuously seen expression of grass, covering the long pain of
the earth;

Seen both Basmati rice and reeds wiping off the blood and crimes linked
to desire

So that none is borne out of the mist of mystery

None dies there,

Coming from that mystery,

Red rays of the sun, autumnal paddy, reeds and ganders

covers again and again

Our hard questions, like

Exhausted hunger, clear death-

Kept us aghast and silent for all these,-

| have scratched while walking on the earth

| had left tears

Yet those geese f

Reeds shrubs, paddy, sun shine and grass would come to wipe them all
time and again.
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Why would you be far away?

Why are you far away - so far - this far -

The unclear sky of stars,

Why don't you come and talk to the crowds in the earth?

We build tombs

That collapse in a short time,-

The wings of dream tears and bleed only here -

Hunger makes suffer - blue frustration;

Complicating all around the year from the time of pyramids,

Our truth, drop down as blood only,

Our strength of life fly with the wings of Grasshopper,

Ah, witness dark solid power Merciless - time and again they raise
obstacles on the way, repeatedly swallow;

Then lookin up | see the exhausted arrangement of stars at far, asking to
forget our all fatigues,

Red-blue flames are burning on the gold lamp fueled by butter as if in the
far mist of mystery,-

The smell of dream upsets mind again -,

Though we had known tears tiredness blood drops falls from our dream -
Did not Buddha dream?

Didn't Monica sitting in New Sedeyia?

Or Rome, Assyria, Ujjain,

Gauda Bangla, Dilli, Babylon?
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Our hard talk

The blue sky seems to move further away hearing our harsh talk,

Your limitless blue will immerse in peace with golden

Bumble bee?

How long time has gone,

The curtain of mist not being drawn

Pyramid and Babylon was finished - Withered away many times grass on
the meadows;

Yet the beauty that was hidden in the stars never came out,

With that dream and that truth we go back to our dens today,

In some dark, perhaps it gets new pulse at the voice of wandering gander
in the sky , the breath of earth is filled with smell of new hopes;

Then we look to the stars and feel

That all haziness is clearing off, -

The scenario that we had never seen on the way of earth before,

The kind of peace stares like like dead mother - doesn't talk,

That dream that spoils over and over again in this world of real blood,
What today is broken, decayed, naked - blind frozen dead -

One day amongst the stars they would become like

red like roses.
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This world and |

I have come this world with leisure,-

| am a delighted poet, | am one; -

| have washed my body in the dark alone in the sea water.

| loved the red sun,

The exhausted field of late autumn,-

| have travelled like a grasshopper,

On the expanse of grass.

| have seen a teenager beauty have plucked yellow oleander,
Wet saree with red border on her bosom makes image of a pale conch,
The morning sky was full of ganders,

With new din and bustle to bring about new beginnings,

Yet the pink waves of the river talk,

Yet they talk,

Nevertheless, we know her talks never end in the mist,

As if someone listening all of it

Sitting on the fabrics like satin

In the cloud,

Perhaps no one was listening

May be all wipe out in the void of mist;

One day | would also be wiped out with all my colours;

Yet | keep sitting to-day on the green grass

| love it,-

In expectation of love,

| keep my ears to the sound of her feet quietly;

While | had started picking up fruits through hedges of prickly shrubs
As if | would give someone these

Alone on the soft grass - One could sit alone

With all these desires

When | would feel sleepy,

| would go to sleep.
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Sound of paddy in the wind

Heard the sound of paddy in the wind-

Befalling slowly all through the afternoon;

Seen also the colour of golden sun-

The beauty was like some first love to her body,

Ruffled hair spread, covering her secret beauty

Pineapple orchard,-

Grass | have seen

| flowers of Horse-raddish trees befalling

In silence on the mild grass, getting peace,

Seen golden oriole remained silent for long,

Then gone swinging on the desolate branches of mango trees
Went on swinging with the wind for long,

Only talks, not songs, creating silence in our life | have realized;
When rows of betel nut trees agitated and fluttering

In the wind day and night

Not talking all the time

Holding milky white flower on their bosom

Their celebration never ends;

Consort of the kingfisher had perhaps died -

In the solitude of mid-day wind

Yet its blue-red-orange colour wings remained

In clear display on the trees of mango, mangosa and star apple
Complacence of life flow, no tears,

Neither any question

But would fly with its dazzling wings from one sky behind far away one
When eyes opened, felt, got no sleep - no tears -

No question on the banyan fruits flavored grass
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One day this body

One day this body, grass, smell of paddy arose in this Bengal;
having looked at the face of woman of Bengal,

Realised then the charm of beauty ;

Walked through the paths of Bengal enjoying freedom

As that of seagull and martin.

Bathed with the water of Bengal and cleansed

Well-grown, like that of grass, body of hers;

One day also saw the evenfall of Bengal

That came with the gray egrets,

Pyre of raw wood would then start burning,

And blue smoke blow into soft and pale wind like sadness of thin river in
the mist,

With the smell of excess water in the boiled rice mixed the smell of
mango flower time and again;

Seen all of these beaties that kindle the kind of dream - which has
bloodshed

Learnt one day all these from Chandramala, beauty of Bengal;
Thereafter through the cane shrubs

And the paths of fireflies and cricket in the darkness of mango-pine,
mango trees

Wandered with blue dream in the heart

But did never go to wake up the sleeping girl anymore

After having gone through the crowded uproar

Her heart might, perhaps, be unkind as hard conch

Or as lotus, yet sleep is not to broken
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Where would they be all today?

Where are all of them today? There was a mango-pine tree up there -
which has seen its face in the water of the pond many times.

Then what did crop up in its mind

When all its leaves fell,

Gone, ah, -

| never noticed when it went away quietly;

A raven with broken beak appeared

under that wood-apple tree in everyday morning ,

| don't see her in the sizable pack of crows

And martins,

Haven't seen her for a long time;

It would be in my boyhood

There was wasp hive

near the window

They used to play there

in intense celebration of their heart so many days,-

As long as butterflies and insects were available

They used to remain nearby- enjoying the sun -

Searching peaceful sleep

They stayed close by for long,-

Many dogs now-a-days, wander around in the paths,

Yet lots of faces of dead dogs and shadows of dead cats float in the
darkness;

Where have they all gone?

Either In the blue and red stars

in the far away sky.

Or have mixed with the soil on earth only - remained as grasses in the
grasses!

| called them - none responded from the indifferent endless sky.
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Would never see again

| would not see her any more,

In autumn paddy would ripen,-

In the rainy season

green clump of bamboo shoot

Would sing the song of celebration the whole night,

Wringing the black cloud, -

Yet | would not find her either on

The in the dark path where snakes wander or in the reed shrub,

She would neither come back on the side of the pond with the duck, She
would not come in the moonlight

Neither would she come in the morning,

When in the sun at mid-day

The face of pigeonwings remains pale,

When raven has found its nest that lost its way due to the colour of cloud,
She would not come back here in the gray evening either; -

Here would only come fireflies in the tapered gourd creepers,

Only crickets;

The grasses would be talking to each other whole night

Would fly past only bat having soaked its wings calm and quite
Through the winds of the night,

Every star would search and remain awaked by the side of another star
And quiet gray particles would get attached

To the breath of each insignificant minute patrticle,-

In the dark.

Yet, my love, you

left and went far away?

The leaves of

sacred fig tree are swinging;

Light comes, morning appears.
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Days of love in heart

When do the days of love end in the heart,

Only her pyre remained left behind,

| don't know that;

It seems to be whatever left to-day in the life is autumnal paddy, silvery
paddy is that,

Beauty, Love, etc feels like

spoiled like husk only,

One day their worthlessness is exposed,

When it is green darkness,

the country of delicate night.

Smell of river water

brings a face of a stranger, | wonder then if | have ever got a cordial call
of love, so deeply on earth?

Love that is star and it songs,

While the heart remains impatient

in the deep blue dark of new moon in the meadow

Go off in the sky far away in search of Red-blue flame of stars

My life that is like a dark night

You came as that of Shwati, wife of the sun, with varieties of beauty, -
So, my love that remained dead in dust and thorns, brought sensation in
the empty path of earth.

You, my love, would be lost in sensations in a moment

And in irresistible sun bath, | know,

But love is love, that would live with dream, it knows to survive.
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In the grass ........... that

White egg of that sparrow has broken in the grass ;

| love that silent and sorrowful face,

When was it broken? Enough dust and straw are attached on it;

| regard for long;

Thereafter white particles of dusts are lying in the grass,

| see a heap of paddy sprea there quietly,

Mild and sorrowful smell coming from the pond water;

I lay my ear to, if it can be heard, the loud voice of

Olive barb and flat silvery fish like that of mermaid,

Through the green water, their house in the underwater world can be
seen,

Immensely beautiful in the mist of mystery,

The silvery fish indifferently heavy, pass through Like the son of minister,
far away, in search of some interest, like prince, like son of guard,

| regard alone a long while,

Is it afternoon in the offing ?

In the crimson sun, kingfisher flies away - With its bright wings, perhaps
evening is imminent

When the twilight will come in the earth, soft face of river would emerge
So many light lines in her body, face,

Like that of yours,

Still we would never see each other again
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All there, would appear to be likeable

(I like it all) ;

Golden morning sun, peeping through window, finds me sleeping, -
My sorrowful eyes, my sad and pale hair,

It play with them: For, it knew the mistake | committed long ago,
Having loved the most merciless

deep face of a beauty.

| see in a late night of winter

she returned again to our country,

How was her complexion only known to Juicy wet star-apples, her hair
was like soft blackberries and fingers were dim like dove's chest;-
She comes floating with the brown fish owl in the late night of winter

As if a dead crow of how long ago; She is no more in the way of earth;
Yet it would fly back to the window out of silent affection

Its pale wings take the cold of thatched roof;

At that time no other bird woke and sat on the branches;

There is no world either,

The raven is alone

Keep awake alone in the whole night

"What would happen, what would matter if | never get her back!'
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Evening all around

Evening appears - mild silence all around

A martin flying silently with a straw in the beak;

A bullock cart plying slowly through the alleys of the meadows;
The yard is overwhelmed with Heavy heaps of golden straws.

All the doves of the world are calling in the mango-pine forests
All beauties of the world are flickering in the grass;
All loves of the world are in the heart of two of us;
The sky is spread as peace over the sky after sky.
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One day in the mist on this meadow

One day amid the mist in this meadow

No one would find me out, | know;

Heart stopped only the other day

It had gone to the calm-cold- mortuary

Or it would be delay to get consolation -

Or it would take some time to forget

This meadow of this earth,

| would be staring on the dark bed out of the surprise and wonder about
few martins of this field,

And does the golden kite spreading wing still come

Flying through the mist in the meadow?

Do it go back when the evening getting golden

To that leafless sacred fig tree?

Do the eyes of the rats of the meadow at the tender sheaf of paddy
regard the stars?

Would the bees build this honey-comb on the dense branches of
blackberry trees?

Do they, after having sucked all of the honey,

Do they fly into the wind of evining in the mist?

How far they go!

Ah!

Or, someone is burning dried

leaves of elephant apple under the honey comb and

The bees fly away

Fall

Lie dead on the grass.
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Having thought a lot would develop pain

Pain will grow from thinking,

It feels like, if | had lived a life on the earth, looked at the face of that
barn owl that | had never seen meticulously, -

It is such a bashful bird

Does her wings dance

With the waves of mist

When the seven stars

rise in the sky,

in the dark

Does she come

down on the bosom of Velvet apple tree?

Does it lights up through the alleys of sheuli flower plant

and acacia tree, mystery and fireflies ?

Does it forget the life of infants and brides seeing the green mass of
cricket;

Where has it got lost searching it in the dense bush of crown flower
plants,

None know her whereabout under the Colocynth

In the blue water of dews.

And the wings of golden kite Does it come floating through the

Mist in the meadow?

Does it go back when the evening getting golden

To that leafless sacred fig tree?

Would the eyes of the rats of the meadow

Does the eyes of rats in the tender sheafs of paddy look up to the stars?
| would remain in the dark bed out of surprise and wonder
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Index
Part - 2

Meanings And Or Explanations Of The Words Whose
English Translation Not Obtainable And Printed In The Book
In Italic Version Shown Alphabetically As Below:

Akanda Bashaklata
Anarashi

Anuradha

Aparajita
Arjun
Ashwathwa

Assyria

Balami
Ballal sen

Ballal (Ballal sen)

Bengal, Thy Name-10

Sun plant and Basil.

Low priced but very colourful saree for lower
and lower middle class women for ceremonial
occasions and special invitations, made of
synthetic silk.

Common name of beautiful teenager girl of the
Hindu Community.

Blue tone flower of the tropical region.
The 3rd Pundav of the Pundav dynasty.

In Bengali also called as pakur, Hindu
community considers sacred for worship
underneath of it. This tree along with Banyan
tree planted usually together.

Assyria an ancient country whose territory
changed from 2500 BC to 605 BC and its
stability lasted really during thes bronze and iron
age. It was located mainly at the North
Mesopotamia's Tigris rivers upstream.

A variety of paddy harvested in the autumn.

He was the ruler of ancient North Bengal having
his capital at Gauda Bangla famous for
advocating caste system in the Hindu
community.

Ballal Sen (1083-1179) was the second king of
Sen dynasty. He ruled Sen dynasty (1160-1179).
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Barun, Baruni
Bashak

Bashmati
Bau katha kau

Behula

Bishalakhmi
Brown fish owl

Chad

Chalta

Chandidas

Chandikamangal

He was the son of King Bijoy Sen. Ballal Sen
introduced Hindu caste system (same as
previous one i.e Balla Sen).

Barun also named Baruni as water goddess. She
married Barun Deb.

Name of small plant having fragrance of aniseed/
basil leaves.

A variety of rice of high price quality.

Speak up, daughter in law" species of Hawk
Cuckoo/nightingale.

(Myth) Ancient Bengal's story of love between
Behula the beautiful girl and Lakshindar. He was
snake bitten and was brought back to life.
Behula wife of Lakshindar who himself was the
son of Chand merchant i.e the main character of
famous book of verse "Mongal Kabbya" and
prayed to Monosha goddess of snake and the
snake goddess advised Behula to bring her
father-in-law (Chand merchant) back as devotee
of snake goddess, only upon fulfillment
Lakshindar got his life back.

Durga goddess.

Is called Hutum or Bhutum owl. Details are
mentioned in the Hutum/ Bhutum.

Name of the merchant, father of Lakshindar of
Behula.

An edible acid fruit abundantly available in the
subcontinent.

Chandidas (1370-1430) was Bengali poet. He
was the composer for worshipers of Vishnu. The
folk songs/lyrics of this kind of songs in devotion
to Vishnu, thus became widely practised. (Myth)
Legendary story of Chandidas and Rajakini for
folk songs of love between them while they were
engaged washing cloths and fishing respectively
and is widely heard in the rural village.

Chandimangal name of the famous Mongal
kabbaya (poetic verse) of the middle age Bengal.
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Chandramala
Chini chnampa

Chnapa

Common myna *

Dark death

Desh bandhu
Devi Durga

Dhaleshshari
Dhanshidi

Dilli

Durga

Durga goddes

Fanimanasha

Gab

Gangoor

Garuda

Gauda Bangla
Gooseberries

According to the adage the original poet
Chandimangal was Manik Datta. The most
famous poet of this book was however poet
Konkon Mukandaram Chakrabarti.

Name of Princess.

A variety of very sweet but small in sizes
banana.

Name of tropical flower.

A variety of myna, 'Shalik in Bengali'.

With reference to dying on the lap of "Jama"
often refereed to as dark death.

The title of "Desh Bandhu" Chittaranjon Das.

Wife of Shiva the 3rd god of the Hindu
community

Name of a river flowing in between Manikgonj,
Dhaka and Munshigonj districts.

A river in Barisal.

Ancient name of New Delli

(Myth) Durga goddess, wife of Shiva the 3rd god
of the Hindu triad, destroyer and reproducer.
(Myth) goddess Durga daughter of Daksha and
wife of god Shiva.

(Myth) A variety of cactus shrub usually referred
to the story of Snake goddess.

A tropical fruit, now almost extint, its juice was
used to soak and dry fishing net to protect
against water

Gangoor river used to flow Baiddhyadanga river
of Bardawan district. This Gangoor river pertains
to Behula Lakshindar history. That river having
its flow past Mithapur village has become now
big waterholes.

(Myth) Legendary horse with wings to fly in the
sky.

Name of ancient capital of North Bengal.

Small prickly plant bearing fruit like Baichi /
gooseberries
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Hades

Harpahar (Hadpahad?)

Hawk Cuckoo
Hiramon
Hizal

Hutum

Ichchamati
Incense

Indra
Jalshidi
Jama

Jarul

Kadam

Kalidaha
Kalmi
Kalmidam

Kanchanmala

Underwater i.e. beneath the water abode of the
mermaids.

A hill of fossil of coral / cowrie or lime stones.
One of the species of Indian nightingale birds.
Blossom headed parakeet of forest.

A kind of tropical wild tree, can survive in the
water.

A variety of owl, called as brown fish owl, also
called Hutum or Bhutum owl. This variety is the
largest and ugliest. As per superstition it comes
to a tree of a house at pre-dawn and howls
"nim", "nim" i.e. "take away", "take away".
Incidentally and seemingly appears to be near
truth, as residents/relatives of the house would
make a final journey to destiny eventually. i.e.
why its howling call of "nim" is considered as bad
omen.

A river.

In Bengali called 'dhup' a fragnant powder,
ignited specially by the Hindu Community at the
evenfall for its fragrance as well as to drive
away mosquito / insects.

The king of gods / goddesses (Myth).
Name of a river in Barisal.

(Myth) In Bengali called emissary of death or
called a controlling deity.

A typical tree abundantly grows in the
"Sundarban".

A variety of topical tree bearing beautiful flower,
called Kadam.

A river.
A variety of water cress vegetables.

A kind of floating raft, usually formed of
decomposed water hyacinth and vegetation
where grows kalmi i.e. water cress.

A name of beautiful girl/ lady.
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Kankabati, Shankhamala Names of beautiful girl/lady.

Karamcha

Karnaphuly
Kirtinasha
Krishna’
Knatalichnapa
Lakshmi

Laxmi's Carrier
Litchis
Madhukopi

Makal
Manikmala
Mathur

Meghna
Mint Herbal

Mukundaram

Mutha

Myna

Nata
New Sedeyia :-
Nile river

Nata fruits i.e. a variety of sour fruit, when ripe
takes the colour of crimson red.

A river.

A river.

The god of Hindu community

A variety of flower that has fragrance of jackfruit.
The goddess of wealth and prosperity worshiped
by the Hindu Community

(Myth) Barn owl, the carrier of goddess Lakshmi.
Tropical sweet fruit.

A variety of grass that grows abundantly in the
meadows of the land of Bengal.

A beautiful fruit to look at but nonedible.
Name of teenaged girl.

A cycle of songs ventilating the sorrow of the
people of Brindaban caused by Krishna's
departure.

A river.

Herbal having fragrance i.e. Mint, anise,
zedoary, basil, mixed in combination or
otherwise.

He was a poet of middle age Bengal. His famous
poetical book "Chandikamangal kabbya"
panchali (folk lyrics) was the best and in
recognition of his services the King Rogunath
awarded him "Konkon". Thus his name came
into being as "Konkon Mukundaram
Chakrabarti".

A kind of grass called 'Mutha' in the land of
Bengal having aromatic smell in its roots.

Usually called common myna in Bengali called
‘Shalikh'.
Karamcha fruit, crimson colour tastes sourish.

The river Nile flowing through Sudan, Egpt down
to the Red sea.
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Padma
Palash

Parthupi

Radha Krishna
Raj Ballav

Rajaram

Ramnath Rays

Ray Gunaker

Ray Rayan

Ruhinee
Rupsa

The mighty river of the Ganges basin.

Name of tropical flower of crimson colour like
rain tree flowers.

A variety of grass grows densely in the land of
Bengal.

(Myth) goddess and god of Hindu community.

Raj Ballav was the Dewan (Revenue collector)
and Fauzdar (kind of police chief) of Monger
district of Bihar. He became the Dewan (Chief
revenue collector) of Dhaka 1756-63, through
patronization of Mir Jafar Ali Khan and Ghasheti
Begum. He misappropriated huge sum of money
and created misunderstanding and mistrust in
the mind of Nawab Sirajuddula.

Rajaram temple is an oldest one in Madaripur
district. It is located in Khalia union. Devotee of
goddess "Kali". Rajaram Ray Chowdhury built
the temple in the 17th century spending huge
sum of money. Temple was named after him.

In 1722 the temple at Dinajpur was started to be
built by Maharaja Prannath Ray but completed in
1752 by his foster-child Ramnath Ray.

Ray Gunaker Bharatchandra Ray 1712-1760

was the Bengal best poet in the 18th Century.
He was the most famous and popular poet of
"Annadamongal Kabbaya" i.e. a poetic verse

book.

Many historians say that Nawab Murshid Kuli
Khan awarded 10/16 and 6/16 share of land
survey work to Shiv Narayan and Jay Narayan
respectively but after the death of Nawab
Murshed Kuli Khan, Nawab Sujauddin become
the Nawab of Bengal and he appointed one
Amal Chand as chief revenue collector of Khalia
and obtain from the Emperor the title "Ray
Rayan" for Amal Chand.

Name of a beauty.
A river.

78



Rupshali

Sati

Seven stars

Shankhamala

Shapmashi

Sharpnuti

Shefali

Sheoda

Sheuli

Shiva

Shwati

Shri Radha
Shyama songs

Shyama of Ramprasad

Sitaram

Snake Goddess

Sreemanta
Sudarshan

Paddy that is usually harvested in the autumn.

(Myth) The daughter of Daksha and wife of
Shiva or a wife who is intently devoted to
husband. The spelling may be "Satee" as well.

The planets known to ancients, called pleiades in
the constellation.

Name of beauty.
Greenish colour having wings to fly, it is

serpentine look like beetles, i.e. grasshopper
[caterpillar (variety).

The biggest variety of pnuti fish, a silver white
fish.

An aromatic flower white in colour but the stalk is
yellow and it is fragrant.

A wild variety of trees found in the bush and also
in the dewelling places, not much of use except
firewood.

Same as Shefali
(Myth) Shiva the 3rd god of the Hindu triad,

known to be destroyer and reproducer, his wife
goddess Durga.

The fifteenth of the 27 stars according to Hindu
astronomy and known to be wife of the sun.
(Myth) goddess of Hindu community.

It is a new line of songs (folk songs) a kind of
devotee's songs mainly with regard to
worshipping goddess Kali.

Shyama songs of Ramprasad. Prashad who
became most famous in his life time for Shyama
songs.

Sitaram Ray (1658-1714) was a self-styled king
who established a small kingdom at the fag end
of Mughal rule. His state was in Mohammadpur
in Magura district.

Goddess worshiped by Hindu Community (Myth).
Richman / well-to-do man.
Egrets / cranes.
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Tamal
Uddyani

Uma
Vnat flower/Drun Flower

Veranda
Vnat Anash sheoda

Zedoary

A tropical tree.

Ancient capital of Raja Viramadyatya, at
Goaltior, Maydhay Pradesh of India.

Goddess Durga.

Kind of tropical white colour flower, of its stalk a
small quantity of honey comes out and children
suck and have a taste of honey. It is a herbal
medicine plant. Most common ones are called
laucas aspera and zelanica.

Castor oil plant/ its flower.

A wild bush/ shrub of flower i.e. vnat flower. It
has long life, its height is naturally 2-4 meter,

details have been shown above under vnat /

drun flower.

In Bengali "shati", used for production of
pulvarised powder used as starch.

80



Life history in short, of Poet Jibanananda Das

He was born on 18th February 1899 in Barisal. His father was
Satyananda Das(1863-1944). His ancestors settled in Barisal from
Vikarmpur of greater Dhaka District, from village Gaon Pada on the
bank of river Padma.

His mother Kusumkumari Das, a poet hailed from Barisal. Her
famous lines : (translated from Bengali to English having kept the
concept are :

"When would a boy be born to excel in works than talk and to help
make our life sublime. And, departing we can leave behind footprints of
ours on the sands of time".

Poet Jibanananda Das obtained his M.A. in English from Kolkata
University in 1921.

Thereafter he started his career in teaching as lecturer in different
institutions.

He was married to Labanya Gupta in 1930. His family title was Das
Gupta, thereafter he started using only Das. His book 'Banalata sen'
was declared best book award by the All Bengal Rabindra Literature
Conference in 1952.

He started composition with 61 poems of his book 'Rupasee
Bangla' but unfortunately the book was published after his death. He
died on 22/10/1954.
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Life history in short, of Nilufar Mannan

Nilufar Mannan was born on May 19, 1947 in a respectable zaminder
family of Raipara under Dohar Upazila in the district of Dhaka. She died
on November 11, 2017 in Singapore while undergoing treatment.

Her maternal grandfather was late Khan Bahadur Fazlur Raschid
Chowdhury and paternal grandfather late Harunor Raschid Chowdury.
The wife of Khan Bahadur Fazlur Raschid Chowdhury was the first
cousin of Begum Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain. They grew up together in
a joint family in Kolkata. Late Mahbub Raschid, former governor of
State Bank of Pakistan was the brother of Nilufar's mother. Nilufar's
father late Aminur Raschid Chowdhury, was one of the founders of
Dhaka Stock Exchange Ltd (DSE) and also chairman of DSE. He also
served as (Hon) Treasurer of erstwhile Red Cross, which is now Red
Crescent Society.

Nilufar obtained her MA Degree in Philosophy from the Dacca
University in 1968 and was married (Aqd) to A Mannan on September
1, 1968 and the wedding ceremony took place on January 29, 1969.

Nilufar played the role of Saju, one of the two main characters of
Nakshi Kanthar Math by Palli Kabi (Pastoral Poet) Jasimuddin, in its
staging as dance drama. She became the first Bangladeshi Secretery
General of WVA after the independence of Bangladesh. Later she also
served as the President of Inner Wheel Club of Dhaka North and later
District Extension Organiser of Inner Wheel District of Bangladesh.

She was chairman of Air Alliance Ltd (service provider of UPS), and
chairman of A. R. Chowdhury Securities Ltd., also a Director of a few
sister concerns of the Bengal Airlift Group of Companies.

Bengal Airlift N.F.K. Textiles, the 'N' stands for Nilufar.

82



1jcmy evsgu
Riebvy™ “vk

83



84



miP

wkiivbig

tmB 1"b GB g
tZigiv thLitb mia
eisjui giy Ang
hZi"b tetP AuQ
GKi'b Rjimio b uUi
AKitk miziu Zviy
tKv_ vl t7ilib

nig cul, GKi'b
Rieb A evg/z
thi”b miiqy hve
cierifgiQe”
Ngviq cioe Aug
Ngviq cioe Awg GKi'b
hLb g7 Nig
Avevi Aume rdti
hi™ Aug Siti hiB
gtb nq GKi'b

th kwjL gti hig
tK_vl Piyqy he
1Zigii esKi t 1K
tMij cizv QDibi
AKET mUvi nvlg
iR niq Avim tgiN
LYR Zvti gfivigiQ
cioMd “feni

KLb tmvbvi tiv
GB ¢y ertZ GK
KZ tfiti— “§cnti

(o]
87
88
89
90
91
92
93
94
95
96
97
98
99

100
101
102
103
104
105
106
107
108
109

110

111

112

113

114



kiivbig

GB WiOv fQfo nig
GLvtb AKIK bj
KL givi KifQ

Pitj hie TKtov cizv-Qulgy

GLytb Ny WitK
kikvibi 17tk Zmgy
ZeyZini T3 Rub
tmibvi Lavi e3K
KZ b mUi
G-me KieZv Aug
KZ v"b Zzy Aug
GLvtb citYi tmiZ
GKi'b hi™ Aug
¥ cy_exi MU
AKI etUi ct_
Niimi eyKi t 1K
GB Rj ftjv juiM
GKi'b cy_eri ¢t
cj,_exi ct_ Aug
gyl e”_v Aug
Zm tKb el "H
Aigit™i ifp KLy
GB cy,_edZ Aug
eiZvim aibi ka
GKi'b GB t™n
AR Ziiv KB me ?
n"iq fctgi b
tKvtbw™b 17ile by
Niimi tFZi tmB
GBme fitjv juiM
mU"v ng— Priv" 1K
GKi'b Kavkvi
tfie tfle e” v cie

chy
115
116
117
118
119
120
121
122
123
124
125
126
127
128
129
130
131
132
133
134
135
136
137
138
139
140
141
142
143
144
145
146
147



tmB 1"b GB gw

tmB b GB gV & nte bviKy Rub—
GB b x byiTi Ztj

tmi by Thilte T c—

tmibvi " fci ma cy_extZ Kie Aii Sti!
Aug Pitj hie eltj

Pij2idg 1K Avi rfiRe by ikikiii Rij
big MiUi 1XDiq?

J2xtck Mib Mvte buK Zvi j=2ali Zti ?
tmibvi ~ fci mia cy_exdZ Kie Ani Sti!

Puin iK kis enZ—fiR MU—g, Kjie;
fLOW0SKy, 1§ Gim T§iMIQ P Ly KitQ;
cy, exi GBme MT tetP ilte IPiKij:—

Gikiiqr ajgv AR—teiejb QB nig AQ|
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tZvgiv thLvtb mia

tZvgiv thLtb mva Pitj hvl— Awg GB ewsjvi citi
i0tg hie; tTiLe KWijoizy SIitZiQ thtii eizvm;
t iLe Ligri Wibv kwjtLi mU'vq ing niq Avim
aej tivigi ibtP Zmi njy Vis Netm AUKuti

thiP Pij— GKevi— “Bevi— Zvici nVir Zinii
etbi nRj MQ WK 1" fq wbfq hig n“1qi citk;
tiLe tgigy nvZ mKisY— kv'v ki ami evzZvim
kivi gtzy Ka™ : mUvg “wij tm ciddi ari,

LBiOv numUti 1big hvie thb tKvb Kunbxi 7 tk—
OciY-K i MU t3iM AiQ thb Zvi big Kiiti,
Kjgrvigi t_tK RiS#Q tm thb GB citédi bifo—
brite cv faig Rij GKeli— Ziici “H bl Ttk

Pitj hig Kavkig,— ZeyRub tKitbi™b ¢y, eri ifto
nvive bv Zvii Awg— tm th AQ Aigri G eisjvi Ziti|
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eisgvi gl Ang

eisjvi gy Aug 1 iLguQ, ZvB Aug cy, exi ifc
LyR{Z hiB bv Avii : AUKit# tRIM DIV Waga i MitQ
tPtq 1 IL QZvi gZb etov cizulUi 1hiP eltm AitQ
tRiil “igqjewl—PuiniK tPig tTIL cjtel ¢
Rig— eU— Kiritji—inRtj i AkiTi Kiti AntQ Pe;
dYrgbmii tSvtc kiletb Zinit™ 1 Qugv criogquiQ]
gaili WOy T_1K bv Rub tm Kfi Pu Palvi KiQ
GgbB InRj-eU-Zgviji bij Quav ersjvi Acifc iic

t71LQj : teljvl GKi“h MOmi Rij tFjvibig—
Kou v ki TR wmyv hLb griqy tMIQ b xi Poig—
fmibwj aitbi citk AmsL™ AKT eU t™1LIQj, nig,
K'vgvi big Mib TihiQj— GKi"b Agivg iMiq

Qb LAbvi gtzv hLb tm thiPiIQ§ Bb i mfig

eisjvi b x gV Fwdg N9 i gizv Zvi tKinQj cigl
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hZi™b tetP AuQ

hZi"b tetP AuQ AKiKk Prjav tMiQ tKv vg AKitk
AciWRZyi giZv bij nfg— Aty bij— Ay bij nig
Aug th t7ILIZ PiB;— tm AiKik ciLbyg 1hOoviq jiq
tKi_yg ttii eK gQivov Dio hvg Aukibi gyim;
Aug th t7ILIZ PB,— Aug th eimiZ P/B eisjvi Niim;
ci_exi i N$i edr’b AtbK tebi citY] mifq
abmoUi m¢_ esjii kikitbi 1"1K hie elig,
thBLitb GijwPg ivgemit™ 1 tmB K'vgv ARy Avim,

thBLitb Kévtcto kwo citi tKvtbr GK my ixi ke
P>"b 1PZig Pfo— Autgi kiLvg TK Fg hig K_y;
thBLvtb meiPiq feik iic— meiPig Mip ielYZy;
thLvtb TKig cU— el 1" b rekyjnyx thLith brie;
thBLitb GKi"b keLgvjv P> gvjv gubKKagyi

Kub enRZ, Ay, tKvibw™b ewRie 1K Avi!
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GKi'b Rjimio b xUi

GKi'b Ryimio b™nUi citi GB eisjui gviV

lekxY efUi 1biP Tiq itev; ckigi gizZv jvj dj
Siite 1eRb Niim,— etki Pd 1RIM ilte— b wUi Rj
elowj fgiqi gizviekvjwr gn tii ami Kedl
ANVZ Kiiqr hvie Fq Fig— Zvici thB il NitU
iicmxiv AR Ail Avim bitKy, o TayciP Aleij,
tmBLvtb Kjgri “vfg feta fcizbi gZb tKej

Ku'fe tm miv ivZ,— t7iLie KLb Kviv Gim AigKitV

miRvtq TifLIQ 1PZy; evsjvi kietYi e Z AiKik
tPiq ilte; rFiR tcBr kS im» tPIL tgij K igi etb
tkibvte j=2xi Mi— fimitbi Mib b x tkibite 1bRib;
Puin™ 1K ewsjvi abr kwio— kv ki— evsgvi Nim
AIK>™ eimKjZv tNiv GK bij gV— Avchii gib
Tu0iZ1Q axti arti;— Pwin™{K GBme Avdh D"Qim—
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AKitk miziu Zviv

AiKitk miZi Zviv hLb D1ViQ d@) Awg GB Nvim
eltm _wK; Kigivoi— juj fgN thb gZ gibayi gizy
MWamMiTi TXDigq Wie tMiQ— AumgitQ kiS AbMZ
evsjvi b mU— tKkeZx Kb’y thb GimiQ AKitk :
Avgii TPiLi Octi Avgyi gyLi Octi P§ Zvi fitm;
cy, exi TKitbv c_ G Kb'vti ™ {LibiK— 17IL bB AZ
ARm Pg i PgvinRtj Kiitj Rifg Sti AleiZ,

Rub bvB GZ m» MU Sti ijcmxi P i iebvim

cy, en tKithv ¢t : big adbi MU— Kjgri NiY,
ndmi cijK, ki, ci@di Rj, Puv micyt i

0, WY, iKtkvixi Pvj-taigu iR miZ— kxZ niZLiby,
e’ Z MtUi Ki& bxieZi— Gii gitS ewsjii ciY :
AWKtk mziU Zviv hLb DiViQ dit) Aug cB Ui |
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tKy vl il

tKv vl t7ilib, A, Ggb ieRb Nm— ciStii citi

big regl tPL tPig AQ— bxj eyK AQ Zinvt i
Myadiostqi bro, K@tciKy, cRvciZ, K'vgiiciKv X1,
INRtji Ki§ cvizi— efUi ARm dj Sti ediedi

Zinit™ i K'vig eyK;— cioMu iIKikitiiv hLb KiSiti
tetZi big dj, bilvdj fLIZ Avim ay j exRi

tLR Kii Niim Nvim,— eK Zwnv Rvtb bitKy, cig bitKy Ui
kujL LAbr Zini;— §y j Nm GB b xi “favti

big KiSiti GB cioMu e¥K Tig tm tKib 1" 1bi
K_vfite; ZLb G Rpimo TKugib, giRib AKik,

ejvj tmibi tNvov— tNvori tKKi tNiv NQZ iR1bi

k& niz GB ct_— Adtiv AdM T"Rcy KZ b ik
tUtb fUtb GB ¢t — 1K thb LYR{Q, Ay, nigiQ D wm;
AR Ail TLIRILYR biB 1KQy- bilvdij igiliZiQ Avk—
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nig cul, GKi'b

nig cil, GKi*h Kij fniQtj bviK— “ini eiZvdm
Alvipi “§enti Kjie Kib 1K GB eisjiq!

AR miw b GB ev i i tKijwnij tgiNi Quovg

Pd m Wi : Zvi gaigi WOowUT K v gtb Avtm,
Kijx“in Kie Zviv ctoiQj GKi'b Stoi AKitk,—
tmi~tbv AmsL” cwl DioiQ§ by iK Kiijv evZvmi Mig,
AR mviw™b GB er"iji Rij atjkixi Poig
MiskwjiLi StK, gib ng, thb tmB Kijx fn fim :

GBme cul, 1jv 1KQ§ZB AwRKvi bg thb— bg—

G b™xl atjkix bg tho— G AKik bg AuwRKvi :
dbigbmvi etb gbmv i1giQ by 1K ?— A%Q; gib na,
GB b x 1K Kvjx™n bg? Ay, H NitU G juiby fLuevi
mbKvi g Aug 7L bviK ? ielY gijb KiS 1K th
mZ" me;— tZigui G ¢ mZ’", gbmv erjqv tMJ 1biR]
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Rieb A evg/z

Rieb A_ev gZztPiiL ilte— Avi GB ewsjvi Nim
ifte eyK; GB Nim : mzZvivg ivRvivg ivgby_ vg—
Brwt™i tNvov ARy AUKvti GB Nim 1§10 POtj hig—
GB Nim : Gri 1biP K¥aweZx keLgvjv KiiiZiQ em :
Zit 1 t7ni MU, Peidg-gilv @b Pgji ieb’im

Nim AR tXK AitQ; hLb tngs Avtm tMo ersjig
KwZiKi Acivin inRij1 cizZv kv DVithi Mg

Siti cto, cdi KiS Rj 1Qto 1 1q Pitj hig nun,

Ang G Niimi eyK Tiq _wK— kwjL wbiqiQ ibOovtq
big njy citq GB Nim; G meRR Nvimi rFZti

tmav aygv 11q AdQ— KdPi gZb ciLv G Niimi Miig
tFiOidg i bij thgiviveyZiQ— kv b Sti
Kieri : tKib GK iKtkvix Gim iQto btq Pitj tMIQ d,
ZB g SiitZiQ Kiexi Ném Nvim : big e"Kj |
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thi*b miigy hie

thi"b miigv hve tZvgvt ™ i KiQ T_1K— ~# Kaikig

Pitj hie, tmitb giY Gim AUKiti Avgyi Kii

iy Kiti Jig hite;— tmith "D GB eisjui Zxi—
GB bxj ewsjvi Ziti Tiq GKv GKi K Fuee, nig;—
fmib ilte by tKitbr tyvF gtb— GB tmadv Nitmi afug
Rieb th KuUgitQ ewsjig— Pwin™ 1K evOuj i 1fo

el 1™b Kxzb fimib Mib 1icK_v hilv catvjiri

big ibieo Qb hviv AfRv kietYi Rieb tMiOg,

Avgiti 171g1Q Z13; tKvtbv 1™ b 1icnib cevimi ¢t
eisjvi giy g Ldvi rFZti bo TiKi gzZb

KwiBib 17 gm, teljvi jnbii gay RMiZ

Zit™i ciqi aygv-giby ci_ reKvig 1" igiQ Aug gb
eouj bvixi KitQ— Pvj tavqy imU niZ, aib-giLy P,
niZ Zvi kwoli K v cio;— Wikv Avg KigivOr K |
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cl el ifgiQ e”

cyex iigiQ e tKwbLvtb mdj2Zv kiZi FZi,
tKibLvtb AvKizki Midq ifp gb$gU DIVEZ1Q TRIM,
tKi g gv' y Zig RindRi rFo me 1jiM AiQ fgiN,
Rwb bitKy; Awg GB eisjvi cvodg ewaquQ Ni :
mU'q th “wKiK Dio hig Zvjetb— git “$tv Lo
ibiq hig— mKitj th ibgenl Dio Avm KiZi AveiM
bxj tZdg i etb— tZgib KizYy GK eyK AviQ TJiM;
eBiP etb Aug tRbuKi iic t™iL niqiQ KVZi;

K igi Wit Aug 11hiQ th j=2icRr tMig tMIQ Mib
b1Z tRvrmii 1iZ, — Uz Uz Uz mivivZ Sti

TthiQ 1kiki _ tjv,— oib gk Mo Gim KtitQ Ainlib
Fi0v tmdv BU, 1jv,— Zwi eyK b x Gim wK K_v ggti;
tKD biB tKitbw™ tK— Zeyh™ tRvrmig fciZ K Kib
Tibte eizvim k& : 0tNvov Pito KB hwll th vgivgvb— 0
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Ngviq cioe Aug

Ngvtq cioe Aug GKib tzigit™i byiTi iZ
ikgti "ekiL tgN— kv*v ki*v thb Kio-kisLi cinio
b Do 11K 1Pl ilte— tKitbr GK keLewjKi
ami iffci K v gth nfe— GB Aig Rigi QuqiZ

Kie thb Zvti Awg 1 iLquQ— Kie thb iwLquiQ niZ
Zii nitZ— Kie thb Zvici kikib 1PZig Zii nio
Siti tMIQ, Kte thb; G Rbig bg thb— GB ciowid
ct_ ZeyZb tkv eQi AiM ngiZv ev— Aug Zvi mvi_

KiiaiQ; citkv eQi AviM ngiZy ev— miZiky eQi
tKIU tMIQ Zuici tZugwt™i Aig Rig Kiidji 1ik;
aib Kiv niq tMj gviV-gutV KiZwevi Kavjig Lo;
evajig Ni GB K'igv Avi LAlii 17k fitjitetm,
fimitbi Mib b KZ evi Ni Avi Lo tMj tFim
ov_%ii cijy teta KZ evi dukv nj Lo Avi Ni|
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Ngviq cioe Aug GKib

Ngviq cioe Aug GKitb t2vgit™ i byiTi iiZ;

ZLthv thigh citY T§iM AQ ngiZy ei— Augii ZiY 1°b
ZLtbv ngib tkl— tmB fiji— Ng Arim— eisjvi ZY..
Augvi e$Ki 1biP tPIL eyR— ewsjvi Avigi ciZiZ
K@tciKv NgviqiQ— Awg I Ngviq itev Zimvi™i mif_,
Ngve citY1 mifa GB gviV— GB Nitm K_vfvlinib

Avgii citYT MT adi arti gyQ hife— AfbK bexb

bzt Drme iite DRitbi— Rietbi gay AiNiZ

tZigt™i e gih;— Zey, Kikvi, Zg biLi ARio
hLb G Nim 1Qto Pij hite— hLb gubKgvjv tHti
J13-J1j eldj KigivOr KeviZ Aumie GB ct_

hLb njy fedv tkdwj tKithv GK big kiiZ

Svitq Nitmi Octi,— kwjL LAbv AR KZ # 1o
KZLwb tiv'— fgN— Ui cite Tiq Tiq gitYi tNdi|
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hLb gZa Nig

hLb gZa Nyg Tiq ite— AUKiti byiTi ibip

K MEQi Ztj ngizv ev atjkix iPjiBiqi citk—
I"bgvtb tKvtby gl ngfzv tm kikvibi KifQ bun Avtm—
Zey KWj Rig ewsjvi— 2t~ i Qugv th ciotQ

Augii e3Ki lcti— Agyi giLi (cti biite SiifQ

Ligix AKTciZi— eBiP, tkavj Ky Aigii G t™n Fifjevim,
ibieo niqiQ ZvB Avgyi IPZvi QBig— evsjvi Nvim

MFxi Niimi _1°Q itquQ Ngviq Awg,— by T biotQ

AKKI 11K T+ Artiv T+ Artiv "+ 1bRb AiKitk
eisjri— Zvici AKiiY Nyg Aug clto hiB Xg |

Averi hLb RuM, Augvi KikibiPZy evsgvi Nvim

fiti AtQ, tPiq t7IL,— emtKi MU ciB— Aibvim dgj
tfigiv DiofQ, Tib— _efi tciKvi Y _ givb fumiQ evzZyim
tivt™ i gy Fiti— Tib Aug; Brviv Augiti v jrevtm—
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Avevi Avime idti

Averi Aume idit asbmwiUi Zxti— GB exsjvq
ngiZv giby bg— ngiZv ev keLiPj kwjiLi tetk;
ngiZv tFdil KK nig GB KwziKi bevtbi 71k
Kavkii e$K tFim GKi'b Aume G Kivj-Quqig;
nqtZy ev nun nle— iKikvixi— NQT iinte jvj ciq,
miiv 1~b tKiU hite Kjgid MU Fiv Rtj tFim tFim;
Avevi Aume Aug ewsjvi b x gV tyZ Fitjiteim
RjWai tXDiq tFRv ewsjvi G meR KizY WOvg;

nqtZy 1 iLte tPig mykb DiofZiQ mUvi evzim;
naiZv Tibie GK j=2icBr WnKiZiQ wkgyg i Witj;
ngiZv LBigi ab QoitZiQ ik GK DVithi Nvim;
iicmii tNijv REj ngiZy iKikvi GK kv'v 1Qan ciij
WOV evq;— OV fgN mZivtq AUKiti AumiZtQ brto
t7iLie aej eK : AigitiB cite Zg Bnit™ i rfio—
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™ Ang Siti hiB

hi~ Aug Siti hiB GKitb KnZiKi bxj Kakig
hLb SiifQ awb evsjvi tyiZ tyiZ ab fPIL e3R,
hLb PoiB cilL KiijxPuevi bifo 1V AvQ MYR,
hLb njy ciZvigikiZ1Q DVitbi Liqii cizia,

hLb citf nun tmav Rj ikikiii MU Taycug,
kgt My MSgv cito AtQ Kl jvi gijb mesR—
ZLb Avgiti him crl bitKv jvgkvk-Qulgr gV LR,
tVm 1™t eltm Avi_wK bitKv hi™ esov Pij Zvi Mig,

Zinltj Rubl Zmy AumqiQ AUKiti gZa Anlib—

hvi WiK Tth 1vOv 18t iy iP§ Avi kwjiLi ifo

GKi™b tQfo hite Aig Rig etb bxj ewsjvi Zii,

hii WK Tt AR t1Z 1y1Z SiitZ1Q LB Avi tglii ab;—
Kie th Aumie gZz: emgZx Pitj-tFRv kv niZLib—

il eyK, tniKikvix, tMETPbvific Awg Kiie th mib—
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gtb ng GKi'b

gib ng GKi'b AiKitki TKZuiv 1 iLe by Aii;

tiLe bv tntjAvi tSic T_tK GK Sio tRibuK KLb
Ibtf hvg; t7ile bv Avi Aug ciitPZ GB etkeb,
TKiby edki cvizi-Qilqy gwU nig hite MFxi Awi
Aigyi tPELI KitQ;— j=2x ci¥gii 1WZ tm Kie Averi
fCBy WitK tR'irmig; nREJ i edki Wij Kti | AlY;
mviv vZ 1Ktkvixi jvj cio Pd™ fiim— niZi Kikb
tetR 13V : exBe bi— MARj, briiKujhioMyjy Zvi

Rub by fm Kvti t~te— Rub bv tm 1Pib Avi ki*v Zvj kmn
niZ Jiq cjuiki 1K tPiq "yt Twoviq ite 1K br...
Avevi Kinvi mii_ Ftjvenmi nie Zvi— Ang Zv Rub bi—
gZzi TK gtb 1ML ? ... KnZbvkv LYR Lyo Pij evtiv gim
bZtz WiOvi 1™ tK— icQtbi Aleij g7 Pi veby

b Zvi tKiU hig— TKZviv ibtf tMij Kd™ 1K AiKik ?
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th kwjL gti hig

th kajL gttt hig Kegikvg— tm tZv At idii bun Avm :
KiAbgijv th Kie Siti tMiQ;— eth ARy Kjgri dj

di) hig— tm Zeytdfi bv; nig;— rlekvjvyx @ tm-1 120 vZ3
PiY gyqu ibay Pitj tMQ;— giSct_ Riji D'Qem

evay tctq b xiv giRgy tMIQ 1 1K 17 1K— kkitbi citk

Al Zviv Adm bitKv; my ixi etb el ifiR RyRy

tPiL Zg 1Piq _iK— KZ cWivbit™ i Mip GijwPj

GB tMo eisjii— cto AdQ Zinvi citqi Ztj Nitm

Ritb tm K! 1711 buK Zvivetb cifo AiQ 1ePY 1°DJj,
ie"@ ctUi “uN— tdwcov gnjv NiU, miRvi gnij

gZ me ifcmiiv; eyK AR TFLiDil dg figizj

Mib Mig— ek ©ig Lj Lj Lj Lj eltq hig Lyj,
ZeWy fit0 bitKi— GKevi Ngvij tK DIV Am Avi
hi™ 1 WEwi hvq keLiPj— ggriqv gti tMv gv i
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TKv vl Pugqv hve

tK_ vl Pijqu hie GKi'b;— Zvici inTi AiKik
AmsL” byT ibtq Ngi hite KZKvj Rube by Aug;
Ruibe bi KZKvj DVith Siite GB njy ev vgr
CiZv, tjv-grii i Wasai-tmuv MU— evsjui kim
e$K 1biq Zinit™ i;— Rube by ci_gx gailer Nvm
KZ Kij cidti Qoitq ilte— Kinvj-kLvi 1 1K bug
ciLbv Wijte tcBr GB Niim— eisjvi meR evjugr
aibx kij ckighv e$K Zvi— KifZi tid™i iejim

KZ Kuij wbOoite;— APt bilvi K_v g iMig eyd
IKikitin gyL tPiq wKikvix Kiite Zvi g, ygv_vibPz
Amb mUvi KIK— KisY KidKi " tLitov bio LR
Dio hie;— “gia Niimi ey imtsa i giZyv ivOv 1jPz
g3 MSR clto ilte— Augl Nitmi e$K iter giy MiR;
0. WKIKibi ka— tMiiPhv iRib is iPibe br 1KQy-
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tZugui edKi 1 1K

tZvgui e$Ki T_tK GKib Pitj hite tZigvi m3ib

eisjvi el 1Qto Pitj hite; th BitstZ by T1 Sti,

AKvki bijvf big el 1Qfo 1" 1q infgi rFZii

Wie hig,— Kaikig Siti cto 1" tK-i" 1K iickijr aib
GKi"b;— nqgtzyv ev ibgicey AUKiti Mdte Zvi Mib,

Aigiti Kaviq tbie tgivi BUga gizZv giiYi Nii—

n"tg YE i MU tJiM AitQ AWKOYi— Zey 12y tPiiLi Dcti
bxj gZzDRWMi— ey Pd, kb gwV, ikikiid NiY—

KLb giY Aim tK ev Ritb— Kiji“in KLb th So
Kgtji by f0— Qto tdij MisiPj kujiKi ciY
Rub biiKv,— Zeythb gii Auwg GB gW-NiUi rFZi,
Kou hgiii bg— thb GB MO tXDigi AN
TjiM K Pl g3b— ifcmi ewsjv thb eyKi Dci
TRIM _tK; Zwi 1biP Tq _wK thb Awg Aabvirki |
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tMijcizv QiDibi

tMijciZy QDibi el Py bij tawy mKitj mU'q

Dio hig— 19tk hig Avgetb KuzZiKi Kavkia mif_;
ciai jvj mi yiY tXDiq evi evi Pig th RoviZ
Kiexi KiP Wij; Py tLIZ Pig gQivOwli cig;
GK-GKiU BU aftm— WeRtj We v~ tq tKv_vg nvivg
0y N\Wjvg GB— AR Avi KD Gim Pvj-favqv nitZ
ilebyp Lmig bitKv— TKibv cvzv miivitb K th Moz
Kio tLigevi Ni giR Miq tMiLyii dwij nvivg;

WiBbxi gizv iz Zig Zig f AkK'vlovi eb

evzZitm 1K K_v Kg exs bitKi,— exd bitKv iPj tKb Ka;
cy, exi tKvtbv ¢t 7L bB Awg, nvg, Ggb 1eRb

ki*v c_— tmudv c_— edki tNigUr gL 1eaevi Qd”
Pitj tMiQ— kikitbi citi eys;— mU'v mnmy KLb;
miRbvi Witj tcBi Kd™ 1bg— ibhg— 1bg KuZiKi Pd™ |
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AKET mUvi vl

AKET mU'vi nlgu hLb TjiMIQ bij evsjvi etb
gV gV idii GKv : gtb nq ewsjvi Rietb myU
tkl nig tMIQ AR;— tPiq "L KZ kZ kz/ai el
nRvi meR ciZv jvj dj eyK jiq kilvi e'Rib
AIKIOWvi Mib Mig— AK_fiviK thb Kighv RiiM gib :
mZii kZj ke el 1”b tKitj jiq thb AKcU

Dovi fcigi M1 fcigiQ tm, P ikLEii giZv Zvi RU
D¥%j niZtQ ZiB mRgyi Pd™ AR chiwgib;

gaitcr Nm-Qulgy atjkinUi cito tMSix eisjui
Geri ejvj tmb Aumie b Rub Auwg— ivg, YiKi
Aumie bi— 1~ keUzAmmaviQ Liavi clUiq Gevi,
Kigx“fn KvS MiskwjiLi rfto thb AumqiiQ So,
AnmgvQ PBxym— tvgemid i Kugy mid_ mid_ Zui;
KeLgvjyv, P ovjv; 9Z KZ iKikvixi K¥tYi i
(t"keUz 1326-1332-Gi litY)
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iR niq Avim fgiN

IR niq Am tgiN G-"gy— IPj GKv b uUi citk
Ritj M¢Qi Witj eltm eltm tPig _wiK lotii viK;
ciqiv MiqiQ Dio Peyii, fLitc Zvi;— kmyjZuUiK,
fQto tMiQ tgSowQ;— Kutjv tgN RigauiQ guiNi AKitk,
giv cRvcizii ciLvi big tiYydij v g Nvim
icatoiv PitJ hvg;— B D Aig MitQ kg iL— kil
Sithey, tKijinj— eDK K1 Avi 1v0v eDiliK

WitK bitKi— njy ciLbv Zvi tKib thb Kiij cjvik

niivigiQ; eDI DVitb biB— clto AQ GKLibr tXKK;

aib tK Kite etji— KZ v™b tm tZv Avi tKviU bviKv aib,
tivi™ 1 TKZ tm th Avim bitKv P§ Zvi— Kii bitKv mib
G-citd— fwiti atbi eR Kjvig MigiQ Zvi 7L,
Zey tm Aim biK; AR G-"g$i Gim LB fuRie 1K ?

tn WP, tmibwj WP, 1vOv IRKb'V Avi cite by iK ciY ?
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LYR Zvi gtivigiQ

LYR Ziti giivigiQ— cvomud ¢t Ziti cite bitKy Avi;
iG1Q AfbK KIK G-DVith— ZeytmB Ki KK

biB Avi;— AbK eQi AiM Aitg Ritg n/6 GK SIK
“wKK 1Ly thZ 1™b ivZ,— tm Avgvi 1QfjiejuKvi
KieKvi K_vme; Aumie by cy,_edZ tmi"b Avevi :

WZ by dBiZ tm th K igi Wij K v'iq thZ WK,—
GLiby KitKi kia AUKvi tHiti Aug iegby, AeiK

Zii K_v fuie TayGZ v"tb tKi_vg tm? 1K th nij Zvi

fKv_ig tm ibtq tMIQ mis KEiti tmB bx; 1¥7Z, g, Nim,
fmB vb, tmB iwl, tmBme @b PF, rFiR kv niZ
tmBme thibv MiQ, KigPy, kigik Mij, KiP Zvjkun,
tmBme FiR ajgy, tejKo-Qlqi c_, tawy-1W fiZ,
tKi_ig iMiqiQ me 7— AmsL” KitKi kia fiiiQ AiKik
ti 1Z— betbi tHti AR ek thb Kimi ANiZ!
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ciol “§eni

cioMd “ieni Fitjewnm— 1iSS thb MU TjiM AitQ
cthi;— Kb MT, 1K Kunby, 1K "¢ th evagitQ Ni
Aigvi ni"1q, Ay, TKD Zinv Rith biiKi— tKej ciSi
Ritb Ziny, Avi H ciStii keLiP; Zinv™ i KiQ

thb G-Rbig bg— thb tXi hit alti K_vikiLgiQ
G—n"g— "1c th te by AiQ : T® ciZv— kwjiLi i,
Fi0v gV— b -victo kwobiby tgtquUi tist i 1FZi

njy cizvi gizv miti hig, Rjimoii citk Nitm

kiLv, 1jv byg AdQ el b @ nib esby PrjZui :

Rij Zvi giLibv 1Ly hvg— W01 FumiQ Kvi Rij,
gujK tKv vl biB, tKitbw™b GB 1" 1K Aumie by Avi,
SBy tduciy, Ay, WiOIUTT teta TIiL wMigiQ inRij :
cioMd “ieni Frtjienm— 1St thb rFiR e b

MU 1M AQ, Ay, tKE K FumiZiQ AKitki Zij |
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KLb fmvbvi tiv®

KLb tmibii tiv™ woif tMIQ— Aveij Ty mui

Aati tThiZiQ We— ciStii cvi t_1K Mig evzim

ymZ Piji gizy PiTi G-AUKii tdijiziQ km;

fKib "P{T PHj tMIQ tmB fgiq— Aumte by, Kiti tMIQ Awo :
VB MEQi citk GKKx “wviq AR eljiZ iIK cui

tKv_vl tm biB GB cy,_extZ— Zwnvi kixi T_1K kim

Siti tMiQ etj Zuti Fig tMIQ byiTi Amig AKIK,

tK_vl tm biB Avi— cve biiKy Zvti tKiby cy,_ex ibOwo ?

GB gitV— GB Nitm djmv G-yxiztq th MU t§iM AiQ

ARy Zvi; hLb Zg1Z hiB tXIKkiK— “gsii tivt

mili tyiZi v iK tPig _wK— ANWY th ab SiiquQ,

Zinvi “¥GK ,"Q Zi 1bB, tPq 17l 1bRb Avigit”

cy, exi 1OV tiv” PiotZiQ AvKveyvg IPibPucy MidQ—

Rub tm Avgvi KiiQ AtQ AtR— ARy tm Avgvi KitQ KiiQ]
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GB cy,_extZ GK

GB cy_edZ GK b AiQ— metPiq my 1 KizY :
tmLitb meR Wiov Fiti AQ galex Niim Aieij;
tmLvtb MEQi big : Kj, AKI, eU, Rvizj, mRj;
tmLvtb i 1giN b i0i giZv RuMiQ Ai:Y;
tmLvtb evigYx K MyacmMiii eyK,— tmLvib eizY
KYdjr atjkir cUv Rjwati 1-q Aieij Rj:
tmBLvtb keLiPj ciibi etbi gizv nilqug PAj,
tmBLib j2idchr atbi MiUi gizv AQY, ZisY;

fmLvtb tjey kiLv byg K AUKii Nimi Dci;
mykb Dio hig Nii Zvi AUKii mUvi eizZvim;
fmLitb njy kwo 1jIM K iicmi Kitii lci—
keLgvjv bug Zvi : G-iekvj cy_exi tKvtbv b™x Niim
Ziti Al LR Zm cite biiKu iekvjwx it igiQg e,
ZB tm Rib4Q brj evsjvi Nim Avi aibi rfZi|
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KZ thiti— “§enti

KZ thti— “§enti— mUig 1L bij keyii eb
eiZvim KuciQ arti;— Lavi TiKi giZv ManiZiQ Mib
tKib GK iVRKb'v— cith Nvimi kwo— Kitjv Pg ab
eisvi kujab— AuObig Bnid ™ i KiiiQ ei,

n"tq Rtji MU Kb'vi— Ny biB, biBKv giY

Zii Avi TKvtbw™b— cyg ¥ tm tkig bitKy, ng bitKv aib,
J2xck Kvgy At kujili Mib Zvi RuMiZiQ ciY—
miiw™b— miivivZ e3K Kiti AtQ Ziti Toiii eb;

mKvtj KiKi WitK A jv Avim, 1Pig 1L Kiijy “oKiK
meRR R%j 1Qiq keyii— kigS1 171LiQ Ggb :

hLb gg#ceLx titii mUZ tgiN nigiQ AeiK,

my# ceim 1 1K ydii Gim essjvi Tcyi eb

1TILgQ— AK ir Mip bij @ KigY KK Ki§ WK
TibgiiQ— tm KZ kzZvax AiM tWiKIQ§ Zwnviv hLb]
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GB WiOv 1Qfo niq

GB WOy 1Qto nig ifc TK LYRIZ hig cy, exi ci_|

efUi TKibv ciZv thb GK hwiSi MT WK Aitb :

Qoviq iigiQ Zviv cvStii ci_ ct 1bRb ANiY;—

Zit™ i Dicyy Kiti 1K hite iet 1k etji— Aug tKitbi-giZ
eimgZx abiyZ 1Qto v"iq grjvevti— DT ceiZ

hve biiKy, t7iLe bv cigMiQ gv_v bito mgy/ 1 Mitb

tKib 171k,— TKv_vq BjwPdg “viaPib evizYii cifY

iebigx Lmitq elim _wKevi ~c Autb;— cy_exi ¢

hiK bitKy : AkiTi Siveizy ab kvv aggvi iFZi,
hLb G— “§rcnti tKD biB tKitby 1™ tK— culiUl biB,
Aveij Nim Taydovtq iliqiQ guU Kiktii (ci,
LoKi Dévtq idiitZiQ “§GKUv ielY PoiB,

AKETi cizv_tjv clto AQ b ki'v avi 1FZi;

GB c_ 1Qto 1" 1q G-Reeb tKvibiLvib tMJ bviKy ZiBJ
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GLvtb AiKVk bxj

GLvib AiKik bxj— bxgvF AKik Ryo miRbvi dj
dit) viKing ki*v— is Zvi Aukibi Aijvi gZb;
AK dg i Kitjv figizj GBLitb Kti ,AiY
ST “py Fiti;— evievi tIv Zvi mpKY P
Kiij Rtgi e$K ib0oig;— “in ietj PAJ AOF
eyviq eyviq tdfi GBLvtb Rig ijPKuiji eb,
abciZ, kigisi, tedjvi, ynbvi QgiqQ PiY;

tgivi ct_igik AQ KiK Avi TKuKiji Kigii af,

KieKvi tKuKiji RibviK Zv? hLb giZ ivg, niq,
1jILEZIQtjb eltm “§enti midai tm PIKiglj,

tKuKig i WK Tib tjLyv Zu evav cig— T_1g t_fg hig;—
A_ev tedjv GKv hLb Pj1Q 10 MODI Rj

mU"i AUKit, abtyiZ, Aigetb, A 06 kiLig

TKuKEj 1 WK ksb tPiL Zvi diQj Kepkv tKej |
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TKvl givi KiQ

tKi_vl giVi KiiQ— thBLwb Fi0v gV bxj niq AvQ
K1 jig— AtbK Mfxi Nim Rig tMQ eyKi 1FZi,
otk “uN giR AdQ— ifcrjx gviQi KIE Kigbii i
thBLvtb civbx Avi Zvi ifemx mLxiv TibgiQ
el— el 1"b AdM— thBLvtb keLgvjv Kuv expaiiQ
tm KZ kzvax AiM gQivov-iSjigj— Kio-tLjv Ni;
tKib thb KeKxi Swodi Wie tMiQ me Ziici :
GKi'b Aug hie “yentil tmB "+ ciStil KiQ,

tmLvtb giby tKD hig bitK— 1™Lv hig enNbri tWiiy
tefZi etbi duK— Rizj MiQi Zij il tcinig
ijcme g gl 1Ly hig,— kv'v FlicyRai 1Zvou
AtJIKZvi citk MU Xitj tWYdF emtKi Mig;

Zey tmLvtb Aug 1biq hie GKi"b cwiKtj tNvou

hvi ifc RiSH— R1S§ KuvigfQ Awg Zvti Lyre tm_iq|
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Pitj hve TKibv ciz-Qulg

Pitj hie TKibv cizi-Qvlgr Nim— Rugizj nRiji etb;
ZjZy edki 1Qc nidZ ilte— giQ Awg arie by IKQy—
“uNi Rigi MU ifcwj PZj Avi ijcmii icQy

Ritgi Mfxi cvZi-gily kiS bxj Rij tLijiQ tMictb;
AibvimtSitc H gwQivOr Zvi gQivowUi gib

A 06 Atjig thb g0 hvg;— imigii giZv 1vOv 1jPz

Siti cto cvzy Nitm— 1Piq 1L wKtkvix KEitQ gv v ibPz
GImiQ tm “gyii Aemii Rigiej 1jPANIY—

Pitj hig; bxjumix miti g tKuKij i cilbii gizy
yrigtqi kilv Qg PvjZvi Wij 1Qfo edki icQtb
tKutby ~# AWKIOYE T371Z gtV Pitj hig thb Ae'inZ,
hi™ Zvi 1ciQ hvl toiLte tm AiKD i Kieri etb
tHhgivi Fiq iz edyY cigPui Kiti Abgtb

Ziici Pfj tMj—Dio tMj thb by tHgivi mib|

118



GLuth Nyy Witk

GLvth Niy WitK Acivin kuS Avtm gibyli gib;
GLvth meR kiLv AkKvetky njy culti 1L XiK;
Ritgi Avovtj tmB eDK WK hiUti hi™ tdj 1L
GKevi— GKevi “§eni Acivin hi™ GB Ny , Atb
aiv “vl,— Zinij Ab3Kyj wKiZ th nie GB etb;
toda i MUgiLy Nvtmi Kidti Ki$ - miUi tiiL

Ankibi TyZSiv KiP KiP K'igicikKit™ i KifQ tWik
ile Ang;— PEKixi mit_ thb PIKitii gZb igjth;
DWib 1K ifceZr fLjv Kii— Qoviq 1" 1Z1Q exs aib
Ky tL1i; Nim 1K Nvim Ly LY tL1Z1Q tm Z\B;
njy big ciq Lion kwjL, tjv WijiQ DWb;

tPig ~iLv my ixti : tMEDPbY ifc ibig GimiQ 1K 1vB!
bijbt™— Mip Ti%— Kie Ang 1 iLoquQ— KiiQj mib—
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kkitbi 1 tk Zg

kiktbi 171k Zay AumauQ— elKvj tMig tMQ Mib
fmiowj WPji giZv Dio Dio AKitki fiS™ Avi fgiN,—
J =i einb thB im» cul Aukibi fRvrmvi AveiM

Mib Mig— TibquQ TwLcigri 1¢Z tZugii Ainfib

Zii giZy; Aig Proy K™ fgi MiQ t_{K Miin Adinb

thb im» ab Sti ... AbS meR kuj AdQ thb tjiM
eyK Ze; ejitji eisjig Kie th DVij Zg tRIM;

cUy, tgNby, BQigZx bg Tay- Zay Kie KiigqiQ mib

miZ mgy 1 Rij,— tNvov ibiq tMQ Zmy agr bvixtetk
ARSbi gizy, Aini,— Aiv "+ b bij iftci Kaik
dinQ mgY Zg— "+ is Adiv "+ filv Fijiteim;
Aigit™ 1 Kvjx™n— MiOa— Mii0i 1P§ Zeyfit jveim

Pig th 1Zigvi KiiQ— Pig, Zmy TX5§ vl biRET ibtikil
GB “in— GB PY giV giV— GB RiY eiU edav emi|
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ZeyZini T3 Rub

ZeyZini T3 Rub— nRejifi KnZ 10 KuzZbiky :

Zey cUi ilc GKKitZi tPtq Adtiv tXi Mip—

Aty tXi cY Zii, teM Zvi, Adiv tXi Rj, Rj Ay
tZvgitiv oy, ex c_; bytTi mt_ Zm tLijiZQ ciky
keLgvjv bg Tay: Abyav fiunYxi 1 Pyl Fit jvewm,

bv Rub tm KZ Avki— Kizy fit jvevmr Zgy ewmiZ th cii!
GLvtb b xi ati emgZr ab, 1jv SiitQ Avertiy;

citil Kgkig GLvtb e $oi hvlgr Avi Aimi—

GimtQ mUvi KK Nfi idti;— “witq ifgiQ RiY gV,
oV Aavi ct_1IkT Kd™— jvjicto cyivtby kuoi
QielU gdav hvg ati axti— tK GimiQ Avgvi 1bKU ?
0Kvi 1k 2 etjv Zm) - kvjvg, DEi 1™ J by iKQyetU;
tKD biB tKitbw™ tK— gtV ci_ Kepkvi 1fo;

tZvgiti TaB Kie : 0Zayl 1K Ritby IKQYGB 1k |0
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tfmvovi Lalvi e3K

tmibvi Létvi eyK 1ine bv Awg Avi k§Ki gZb;

IK MT TibiZ Pvl t2Zugiv Agvi KidQ— tKib Mib, etjy,
Zinitj G-t Diji iLjvtbi MT 1Qfo Pijy, Dio Ptji,—
thLvtb Mfxi tFdi thibvdj cuKgviQ,— AdQ AiZueb,
cDihi vFR tHdi, AR nig gb thb KiiiQ tKgb;—
P orgy, RKbY, g Zg 1Piq t"L— TaB, Tb tjy,
IK MT 1ibiZ Pvl tZugiv Avgri KitQ,— tKib Mib etjy,
Aigyi tmibvi Ldv LY “vl, Ang th etbi niivgb;

IRKb'V tkitb bitKi— AR tHiti ArikiZ 1711 biKy gl
tKi_ig cinio “H kv'v niq AiQ thb Kioi gZb,—

tmB 11K tPfg— tPfq v"bifvi tdiU hiq ijcmii ei;

Zey tm tevtS bviK Avgvtiv th ma AQ— ArtQ Aibgb
Awgitiv th ... P gvjy, IWRKD', tkatbr tktby 120t jv 12y Pel(]
niociniol 1" 1K tPiq 1Pig ing tMIQ Zvi Db
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KZ v*b mUvi

KZ b mUvi AUKuti igijaquQ Aigiv ~Rib;

AIKIk ¢ xc tRij ZLb Kinviv thb KwZiKi gim
miRviqiQ,— gV 1_iK MiRb Mitbi =ib tawgyiU D"Qum
tFim Avim; Wibv Zi micgimx Dio hig Avchii gib
AK>™ etbi 1 1K; GK™j “KiK oib Mty

bilvi gZb v0v tgN 1bOoutq Ibtg mUvi AvKik
“yopz it iviL— Zvici tghii MUgiLy Nim

cito WK : j2dch Wij 11K Witj TayDio Pij etb

Artar-tdUv TR wrmig; ZLb Nidmi etk KZ 1™b Zgy
njy kol esK AUKiti id%i ciLbii gizy

etmQ Avgvi KifQ GBLvth— AumaviQ kiUeb Pay

MFxI Al Afiv— 17iLquQ ev $oi g, \AieiZ
Ami-hvlgr Aigiv “§Rtb eltm enj quQ— fQaidwor KZ
gV 1 Pd™i K v: ovb tPviL GKiTh me 11hQ tZu]
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G-me KieZi Avig

G-me Kiezi Aug hLb 1jLiQ eltm bR gib GKv;
Pij2ii cizv t_iK Ue-Uz tRwrmiq SifQ ikiki;
Kavkig 1 i niq 1Qf imx» abimo b wli Zxi;

e’y Awvi Wbr tgij ing TR vrmig KulguQ tiLy
AKveLvi; i0FZ ic AMJvig gibvigyitig tMIQ 1L
mith Zvi KteKvi tgiguQi...IKtkuixi rfo

Aitgi eDj 1" J KiZiviZ;— Aubj AvZii ing Wii;
gijb Ajvg Aug Zinvi™ 1 TTILjvg,— G KieZy TjLy

Zinvt™ i b gib Kie, Zinit™i Kioi gZb

ami niZi iic gib Kii; Znd™i n™igi Zti|

tm KZ kZvax AdM Zinvi™ i KigY kisLi giZv b
Zint™ i njy kwo— yii t'n— Zinvt "1 Aciic gb
Ptj tMIQ cy_exi mefPfq kvS ing miShvi Nii :
Aigii el fc 1K 1 1K Zinit™ i Ng tFi0 cio|
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KZ v"b Zzy Aug

KZ 1"b Zgy Ang Gim GBLvtb eimaquQ Niii vFZi
Ltoi Pitji btP, AUKiti;— mUvi ami mRj

0, yWZ tLiJiZiQ inRj Ritgi Witj— ev’g tKej
KiifziQ Ami-hvlgv AiKviki g, yct —1Qb iR Lo
e$K ibtq mbKvi giZv thb cto AiQ big ciSi;

ety Pu 1Piq AQ— Kaykig M Fimiig 17q Alei j
ibtka , efi fcilKi— micgmi— abx KgviciKid i " j;
K K Prjtaigr MU g,y ami kwoi yY i

tkvov hig— gvbsd i ni"iqi cavib brie

te v MU fitm;— Ltol Pitji ibiP Zmy Avi Aug
KZi™b gijb Avtjug eltm 171L1Q e381Q GBme;
mgiqi niZ T 1K QW tciq cibi tMarjZ bug
Ltoi Pitji 1biP giligy eltm t 1K Zm Avi Aug
ami Aitjig eltm KZirb 171LiQ e381Q GB me|
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GLvib citYl tmiZz

GLitb citYi tmiz Atm hig— mU"q Ngiq brite
guUi rFtUi Octi— TJiM K AUKiti aggvi AN
Zinit~ 1 1PL-gL;— K 1gi Witj tCBv tMtq hig Mib;
gtb ng GKi"b ¢y, edtZ ngtzv G-tRirmi kgyilte,
GB kiZ ilte kgy iwl Fiti GB j2ichy K v Kite—
Kok j i Wij t K inRij i Witj iMtq Kiite Ambib
micgimx tciKuUti... tmB 1"b Awmiti Divie bito aib
Bugii fVdU-tPL; ev yoi Kt jv Wibyv KigPicjie

Keykiti bOovtq Dio hie Avtiv ~#bij Kakig,
tKD Zinv 7iLte bv,— tmi*b G-ciou ¢t i e ig
t7ILIZ cve bv Avi— Ngitg Tinte me; thgb Ngvg
AR 1#Z gZ hiiv; thgb niZiQ Nyg yq

AKI SiDiqi ciZy Pic— P AR ivZ, nig;

thgb Ngvg gZv,— Zinvi eyKi kuo thgb Ngvg|
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GKib hi™ Aug

GKi'b hr™ Awg tKvibv “# g iRi mgy/ 1 Rij
tdbvi gZb fum KiZiviZ— Aum bitKy tZigvi™ i gitS
idfi Avi— 1jPE cizvi (cti elrb mdS

thB ct_ Ami-hilqv KiiquQ,— GKi*b byiTi Zij
KigKUr bilvdj Zg 1biq Abvimi kwoi ARij

idOvi gZb Zmy jNyIPL Pitj hvl Rietbi KiiR,

GB Tay.. felRi citqi k& cizii Dcto hi™ eitR
mvivivZ...Wibvi A 06 Qugv ev $oi KiS niq Pij

hi™ tm cizii Octi,— tkl iwZ cy_eri AUK#i kitZ
tZigui yitii giZv g,y n— ami IPeif, eg niZ
PujZv MiQi citk tLvtov NiT im» niq Ngvg bz,
Zey tZigvi Ny tF10 hite GKi*b P AK i,

Zg th Kioi gvjv i~ iqiQtj— tm nvi wdivig 1 iq 1712
hLb tK GK Qugv GImiQj ... ~TRig Ktitb ANZ|
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¥y end MU

Yoy eni MU Fiti 13V Aigii G exOnjii gb

AR i4Z; GKI'b gZzGim hi° “#byiTi Zij

AfPby Niimi eyK Aigvii Ngiiq thiZ etj

Zey tm Nim GB ewsjvi Aiei j Nvimi gZb

gDixi g, WU Fiti ilte;— wKikvii ~b

c_g Rbbx niq thgb big tXDiq Mij

cy, eri me T 1k-metPiq tXi “# byiTi Ztj

me ci_ GBme kuS— AiQ : Nim— tPiL— kv’v niZ— ~h—

Kyl Aumte gZz— tKi_vl meR g, \Nim

Aigiti inLte tXtK— tRiti, itZ, “§enti culi nfqg
Nimi gZb mita tQtq ilte— iZi AiKik

byiTi bij dg div ilte; essjvi by T 1K bg?

Rub bviKv; Zey 2t~ 1 e3K 1 i kuS— kus tjiM iq;
AKviki e$K Zviv thb tPiL— kv niZ thb — b— Nim— |
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AKI efli ct_

AKI etUi ct_ AfbK ntqiQ Aug tZugit™ i my_x;
QoviqiQ LB avb eln™b DWibi kwjiLi Zii;

mU'vg CiKE 1K numUti wbiq Awg tZvgv™ i Nii
IMEqIQ AtbK 1™b,— 7ILguQ ae Ritjy, ativ mU'iewZ
t vtoi gZb kv'vFiR niiZ,— GLip Aumie Kby iwZ
iebyp tetaQ ZB— KidtoKile Zm Keitji cti
cliq ... Zvici NgviqQ : Kévcio ARjiU Sti

citbi e Octi; thibii gZb bg Kixi cnz

bRb cijt¥ Zg NgitqQ,— eDK_K Ui Qvbv

bxj Rigizj bifo— tRwrmig— Ngvq ifgiQ thb, nig,

Avi inT gizienliVi gizv Qovtg iqtQ Zvi Wiby]....

AR Aug KiS tPiL e'eniZ Rietbi aygvg Kiig

PitJ tMIQ e “#i;— 1 fLubiKy, tevSubiKy, KiiwbiKy giby
iicmx kisLi tKSUr Zay th tMi ciYnkb— citbi eilig]
(1326-Gi KZK_tji *tbi THity)
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Niimi eyKi 1 1K

Nifmi eyKi 1K Kie Aug tciqiQ th Aigii Kixi—

meRR Niimi 1 1K; ZiB tiv™ Fitjv juiM— 2B brjikik

g, yFiR mKizY gib nq;— ¢t ci_ ZB GB Nim

Riji gZb im» gtb ng,— gDguQi™ i thb bio

GB Nim;— hZ “#hB Aug Avtiv hZ "+ cy_exi

big citqi Zij thb KZ Kagyixi eyKi tbkm

K v Kg— Znit™ i kiS-niZ tLjv Kii— 271 tleeig Gijyv dun
L$j hig— ami kwoi MU Adm Ziiv— AtbK ibieo

cyivtby citYi K v Kig hig— n“igi te v K i—
miShii i FZ big K v— gaVi Pd™ i MT Kti—
AKitki byiTi K v Ko:— ikiktii KiZ mijzy
Zinvt™ i Fukjv JuiM,— Kekvti fijv JuiM tPiLi Dcti;
Mig eyoi fdwv Fijv juM; kiZiviZ— fcli bgzy;
fitjv juiM GB th AKT cvzv Aigeizy mvivinZ Sti|
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GB Rj fijv JuiM

GB Ry Tufjv juitM; eydi ifcuj Rj KZ 1™b Gim
ayaiQ Avgii T n— eyviq 1" 1giQ P§— tPviLi Dcti
Zvi ki im» miZ Titl KZ tLijouiQ,— AvetMi Fiti
tVdU Gim Pgy 1 tq Pitj tMIQ Kevini gizy Fitjvietm;
GB Rj Fujv juiM;— bxjcizy goym tist i 171k
idv thgb Zvi v"b, 1jv Fjedm— etbi rFZi
evievi Dio hig,— tZgib tMich tctg GB Rj Sti
Agi t™ini Octi Avgyi tPiLI Icti artbi Adetk

Siti cto;— hLb AN ivtZ Fiv tyZ niqiQ njy,
hLb Régi Witj tcBii big ing Mib tkibv hig,

etbi 1Kbiti Sti thB aib e§K Kiti kiS— kwjyz,
tZgib SiitQ Rj Avgvi Ui Icti— tPviLi ciZig—
Awgii Pgi Octi,— Acivtn 1v0r tivt™ meR AiZig
1itLtQ big niZ thb Zvi— XujtQ e$Ki 1 1K “g|

131



GKi'b cy_exi ¢t

GKi'b cy_exi ct_ Aug dijaquQ, Aigvi Kixi

big Niimi ci_ nulqiQ; eimaiiQ Nvim

iLguiQ byiTi tRibwKicKvi gizy tKSZEKi Atgg Avkitk
fLjv Kti; b i Rij MU Fiti hig vFER im» Zxi

AUKti; ct_ct_ k& cB Kinit™i big kuoi,

ayb PF tLv hug; miShvi K_v ibig Kviv Avtm—

ami Kioi gizZv niZ tji— bM miZ mUvi evzZitm

1Ly hig : njy Niémi KitQ giv ing cRvciZi

my i KigY cilv clto AQ— t7IL Aug;— PiC t_1g K
AKitk Kgjv i0 d) 1tV mUvg— KiK, 1jv bij gtb ng;
AbK 1juKi rffo We hiB— K_v KB— ni#Z niZ iL;
KizY 1elY Pg Kvi thb tKy vKvi Mfxi 1eig

JHtq ifqiQ exB... byiTi 1biP Aug NgvB GKIKj;

tcRim ami Wby mivivZ fRbuwK mii_ K_v Kq|
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cj, exi ct_ Aug

ci exi ct_ Aug elib em Kiti n1gi big KiZi
AbK 1bFZ K v RubquQ; cy, edZ Aug edi'b
KilviqiQ; etb etb Wijcijv DioiZiQ— thb cix iRb
K_v Ki; ami mUq Ang Bt~ i kitii ici

LBiqi aibi gfZv f iLquQ Sti Si Si

“§etdir tgiNi ey, — ki'v agjiv REj iR nigiQ gigb,
mb MU gtV ty3Z... eiti toKii Z e t_1K yiY
AOY KitY k& WeetZtQ AUKiti b yi iFZi;

GBme 1 iLawQ;— 1 iLawQ b nUti— giRZEQ Xvj yAUKULi;
micgimi Dio hig; “wKiK AkiTli bitoi rFZi

ciLbvi k& Kti Areivg; Kavkig GKiKx giVi H ati

tK thb “witq AQ : Adiv “5H “§6KU & tLitov Ni

clito AQ:— LiMovi etb e'is WitK tKb— wgiZ iK cifi;
(KeKi ZisY Wg 1cQjitq clto hig k'vloii Sito])
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gyl i e v Aug

gibyli € v Ang fctq tMIQ cy_exd ¢t Gim— numi Av v
tciq tMIQ; T71LIQ AiKitk “H Kioi gZb ki'v fgiNi cinido
mghi 1Ov tNov @ cryiviRi giZv Kgjv 1101 cibv Sito

IiZi Kgiky 1Qto; 171LIQ kit etb kv™v IvRnunt™ 1 mia

DiViQ Avbh™ fRIM— b xi tmdZi 1™ 1K evZiimi gZb Aeia
Pitj tMQ Kjite; — 1-1LiQ meR Nim— hZ ~#1PiL thiZ citi;
Nifmi cKvk Aug tiLgnwQ Aiel J,— cy,_exi KiS fe biti

tXIK AvtQ;— tiLquQ evmgZx, Kikeb, AKiOWi 13, Aciva

g@viq 171Z1Q thb evievi tKib GK inim'i Kavkii T 1K
thLitb Rib bv KD, thLvtb gti bv KD, tmB KatKi t_ 1K Gim
Wov fiv, kwjab, Nvm, Kk, givjiv eviei iwLiZiQ tXiK
AigiiTi iy ck, Ki§ yay, Oy gZz— Aigit i el iZ brie
titl 17 g— cy e ci_ Aug tKIUIQ Ao 1Xi, Akz tMIQ TiiL
ZeyH givjxiv Kik ab fiv™ Nvm Gim Gim g3Q 17q me]
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Zmy tKb el "H

Zm tKb el “H— 1Xi “#— Adiv “H— byTi A6 AKik
Zry tKb tKvibw™b cy,_exi rfio Gm etjv bitKv GKiUI K _y;
Aigiv ighvi Mio— 10 cto “§#7tbB— ~ctbi Wibv Qo e v
13 niq Sti TayGBLith— yav niq e v 1~ g— bxj bufkm;
tdbitq Zg1Q Taycy, edZ icivgW-hi 1K ARy edigim;
Agvt™i mZ", Ainv i3 nfq Sti Tay— Aigii i citYi ggzu
diotOi Wby ibiq 1o, Ami : tPiq L AUKvi KiVh ygZi

yoinb— evi eit c_ AUKitg fdij— evievt Kti Zvti Mim;

Zvici tPL Zg 7L 1B tKib “#byiTi KiS AdqRb

Kusti Tg1Z etj— mNigi tmibvi “xic jvg brg ikLy

RijiZtQ thb ~# intm’i Kaykig,— Averi ~tci MU gb

TKET 13V;— ZeyRub Aigii™ i~ ¢ niZ Ake KuS— 1131 KiYKy
Sti Tay- ~ ¢ 1K 1"1Lib ey— ibDimgig ebtm 1~ 1Lib giYKy?
“c K t™1Lib tivg, Gikiiqy, D¥aqby, tMSo-eisjy, 1 ji, terejb?
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Aigit ™1 ifp KLy

AT i 1p KL mtb Zey mii hvl Avtiv “H exs bijiKik;
tZigii AbS bij tmibwj thgivibiq tKvtby ~+ kuSi rFZii
Wie hite ? KZ Kij tKiU tMj Zeyzii Kepkvi c’v by mii
iciugW teiegb tkl nij— Sti tMj KZevi cistii Nim;
Zey jivtq AiQ thB ijc byiT Zv tkitbw™b ndj by cKik :
thB ¢ thB mZ" biq AR Avgiv Pijav hvB Nii,

tKithy GK AUKwti ngtZy Zv AKitki hihvei giviji ~ti
bZl ~("b cig— bz AMin MU Fiti 13V cy_eri km;

ZLb Aigiv IB byiTi 1" 1K PB— gib ng me A 62y

axti axfi SiiziQ,— thB ijc tKitbw™b 7L biB cy_exi ci_,
thB kusS gZ Rbbri giZv tPiq _vtK— Ka bitKv K_y,

thB C evievi b6 ng Avgit™i GB mZ" 1131 RMiZ,

AR hini Ki§ 1Y AR hini bM PY— AU gZ ing,

GKi'b byiTi t7tk Zviv niq ilte tMijvici gZb i3]
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GB cy_edZ Aug

GB cy_extZ Aug Aemi ibiq TayAumaquQ— Aug nid Kie

Aug GK;— a$aiQ Aigvi t™n AUKiti GKv GKv mgy' i Rij;
i jenmauQ Aug 1OV TiIv'; WS KuzZiKi gitV— Niimi ARij
dioOi giZv Aug teoviqiQ— f™1LIQ Ktkvix GIm njy Kiex
I0to thq— eyK Zvi jvj-tcto ifiR kwo KizY kisLi giZv Qie
di#iZiQ— thtii AKikLiby ivRnun Fiti tMIQ be tKijintj
be be mPovi : b xi tMigver XD K_v efj— Zey v etj,
ZeyRub Zvi K_v Keykvg divg bi— tKD thb TibiZiQ mie

tKib 1vOv kuUtbi tgiN eltm— A ey tkith by tKD, ki Kaykig
g3Q hig me Zvi; GKi"b eY"QUr g3 hvie Augl Ggb;

ZeyAIR meR Nitmi Octi eltm _wK; Fitjvenm; tcigi Arkig
citgi alibi 11K Kib tctZ _wK Pc; Kwientii dj Kii AniY
Kiti thb GB_ tjv ™ tev Ang; g, Witm GKv GKy eftm K hig
GBme mia 1big; hLb Auwmie Ng Zvici, Ngie ZLb]|
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evZvim avtbi k&

eiZvtm atbi k& TibgwQ— SiitZiQ axti ati Acin Fiti;
tmibwj tivi™i 10 twlauQ— 1 $ni c_g tKib fcigi gZb
1/Cc Zvi— GijwPy Qovfq T11L1Q tXIK Mp- 1jc— Aibvim eb;
Nim Aug 1 iLquQ; 1~ 1LiIQ mRibdg Pkt Pt ciofZiQ Siti
g, Niim; kus cig; 1710IQ njy cul edyY K Pe Kiti,
IbRb Avtgi Witj ~y§ hig— "33 hig— evZuimi mi_ elyy;
TayK v, Mitbi bg— briezv 11P1Z1Q Avgvi™ i mevi Rieb
exdquQ; keyii muwi_1jv i bivZ nvlqiq th DIVIZ1Q bito,

I"bivZ K_v ba, yitii gZb dj e$K atfi, 2" i Drme

divg by, giQivOwUi mi_x giti TMIQ— @i ibtmts evZvim
ZeyiB culwi bxj jvj Kgjv if0i Wibv Gy niq fitm

Aig ibg Rigiztj; cmb citYi tmiZ— Ak biB— ck biB IKQy
1ISjigj Wibv ibtq Dio hig AKitki t 1K ~# AiKitki 1cQy
tPtq 1 IL Ny biB— Ak: biB ck biB eUd jMU-giLy Nitm]
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GKi'b GB t™n

GKi*h GB t™n Nim t_{K avtbi AN t_K GB eisjvi
TRIMIQJ; evOwj bvixi gy t71L ijc wPbiQijv t7n GKiTb;
eisjvi ct_ ct_ tniuiQj MsiPj knjiLi gZb vaxb;
esjvi Rj 1" 1q ayqiQj Nvimi gZb Qy tnLub Zui;
GKi*b t™1LiIQj ami etKi mad_ Nii Pitj Avtm AUKvi
eisjvi; Kiv KW Rij 11V— byj fawy big gijb

eiZvim fumaqv hvg Kavkvi KigY b i yY;

tdbmy FtzZi MU Aiggiig i MU gtk hig thb evievi;

GBme °1LIQj iic; thB ¢ Autb— " fc thB i3132Zy AiQ,
IkiLiQj, tmBme GKib evsjvi Py gvgv ijcmi KitQ;

Ziici teZetb, tfRibwK 1SBi ct_inRj Artgi AUKiti

N$i£Q tm tm i bij ~c edK Kiti,— i tKijntj Miq Ziti—
NgS Kbvii tmB— RWMiZ higib Ari— ngizv tm Kb'vi ni™q
kisLi gZb sy, A e ciUi gtZ— Ny ZeyFuOevi bg|
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AR Ziiv KB me?

AR Zyiv KB me? ILvtb InRj MQ 1Qj GK— ci{@di Rij
elrb giy 1L tMIQ Zvi; Zvici 1K th Zvi gib nij Kie

KLb tm Siti tMj, KLb divj, Aini,— Pitj tMj Kie th brite
Zv1 Avi Rub bitKv,— tVi-fi0v “wKiK 1B tejMQuT Zij
tR tHdi "Ly Z— Ab'me KK Al kwjiLi ni6 tKvjnij
Ziti Avi T7IL bitKi— KZi™b 17iL biB; fm Avgvi tQijteju nie,
Ribvjvi KitQ GK fevjZvi PIK 10j— nf"1qi Mfxi Drmie

fLjv KBti tMQ Zviv KZ v"b— dio0 KitUi 1°b hZ 1" b Pij

Zinviv IbKiU 10§ — tivt™ i Aibb™ tgtZ— AUKitT kiS Ny L§R
eli'b KitQ 1Qj;— AtbK KKk AR ct_ NitU boiPor Kti

Zey Awiti tXi gZ KE@i gi4— gZ reoviji Qugv fiim;
tKi_vg MigiQ Zviv? 1B ~# AKitki bij Jvj Zvivi rFZii
A_ev guli e3K gul nig AiQ Tay- Nim nigq AiQ TayNiim?
Tavjyg ... DEi v J bv tKD D imib Amig AvKitK |
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n"iq tcigi b

n"tq tctgi 1"b KLb th tkl ng— 1PZy clito K Zii,

Aigiv Rub bv Zinv;— gib ng Rietb hv AtQ ARy ZiB kujaib
ijckuj ab Znv... ifc, fcg... GB fue... tLimii gZb bo @b
GKi'b Zinit™ i AmiiZy aiv cto,— hLb meR AUKii,

big iwli 17k, b™xi Riji MU tKib GK belowmzvi

glLibv btq Atm— gtb nq tKitbw™b cy, edtZ tctgi Ainlib
Ggb MFii Kii tciqiQ 1K : tcg th by T Ai byTi Mib,

ciY th eKg inl cidtii Mip brj Agiemvi—

Pitj hig Avkitki tmB ~# byiTi jvj bij skLvi mUtb,

oY th Awvi il Agvi G,— Avi Zmy VZxi gZb

iitci 1eiPT enZ ibtq Gtj,— ZB tcg ayiq Kuwig thBLith

g7 niq clfo 1Qj cy_exi kb ¢t tm MFii ikniY;

Zmy mLx, We hite ggiZB tignil— Aiberi AiztYi mitb

Rub Aug; tcg th Zey tcg : ~c ibiq fetP ilte, ewPiZ tm Ritb]|
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tKitbw™b 17iLe by

tKitbw™b t7iLe by Zuti Ang : tngiS cuKie awb, Avlvipi ivfZ
Kitjv tgN 1bOoiiq meRR edki eb tMiq hite D"Quimi Mib
mivivZ,— ZeyAng micPiv AU ct_ — tebgtb Zmii mUib

citev biiK : ci@i cvio tm th Awmie by tKvibw™b numibi mi_,
tm tKvthv 1R wrmvq Avi Aumie bi— Awmie bv KLibv cFiZ,

hLb “gia fit™ AciwRZii gl niq K ab,

hLb tgiNi 110 c_nviv “wKIK tctq tMiQ Ntii mUb,

ami mU'q tmB Awmte by tm GLvth;— GBLitb ay y jZutZ

fRibWK Aumte Tay. iSiBray mvivivZ K_v Kite Niim Avi Niim;
el"y Diote TayciLby ifRviq 1big kiS niq 1iZi evzim;
ciZiV byT Zvi ~ib LiR tRIM ite ciziVi citk

brie ami KYv TjiM ilte Z4) AbKYuUi kitm

AUKiti— Zm, miL, Pitj tMij ~H Zey— niqi Mfii iekiim
AKETi kiLv 1B “W1Z1Q : Aitjv Avtm, tFii nig Avm|
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Nvimi tFZi tmB

Nvimi rFZti thB Powtq kv'viWg tF10 AQ— Awg Fijienm

b & KizY gl Zvi GB— Kie thb tF{0iIQj— tXi ayjv Lo

TJIM AQ efK Zvi— elyY tPiq _wK;— Zvici Nami rFZi
kv kv aygu, tjv cto AQ, 7Ly hig; LBawb 17IL GKiwk
Qovtq itqtQ Pic; bigielY MU cidi Rj t_tK DIViZiQ Fum;
Kib tciZ _wK hi™, tkibv hvg, micy iPZEji D™imZ i
gbKb ™1 giZy; meR Riji ddK Zi™ 1 cizijey Ni

t>Lv hig— intm'i Kaykvg Aciic— ifcuj gQi tn Mfxi D™

Pt hig giSKavtil giZy, tKwWi-tQig 1 g2y, IR tQi 1 giZvigij
tKib GK AiKweLvi D NWib KZ “H;— e(yY tPiq _wK GKy;
Aciin Gj ey8 7— 1v0v Tist™ guQuivOv Do hig— Wibv 1S Jigij;
Gy Anmie mUv,— cy,_edZ igagyy tWiasj bugtj

b™xi big gl t™Lv hte— g$k Zvi T7in Zvi KZ g, il

tZgwi g¥Li gizv : Zey tZugvi mvt_ tKitbw™b nie bitKy 17 Ly]
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GBme fufjv jviM

(GBme Fitjv JuiM) : Rbvjvi duk v"iq tHtii tmibwj tiv> Gim
Aigvti NgviZ 1711 ieQibug,— Avgi KiZi tPiL, Augi iegl b P§—
GB ibiq tLjv Kti : Ritb tm th eln'b AiM Aug KiiQ 1K 3
cy,_exi meiPiq yyginib Mip GK ifcmi gl Frijiieim,

cDili kI 1Z AvdRv Aug T7IL tPiq Averi tm Avgit™ i 71k

idii Gj; i0 Zvi tKgb Zv Ritb 1B UmUim rfiR Rugizj,

big Rigi giZv P§ Zvi, Ny e3Ki gizi Aay Ag;—

cDili tkl 1iZ ibgtcBulUi mi_ tm th tFim

KieKii gZ KK : cy_exi ct_ AR biB tm Zv Avi;

Zey tm @b Rvbvjvi citk Dfo Avim bxie fmniM;

gijb ciLbv Zvi Loi Piji ing tkikii giLig;

ZLb G cy,_edZ tKith cul tRiM Gim etmib kiLig;

cy, exl biB Avi; "wKWK GKv GKv mivivZ RiiM;

0K ev, nig, Avim hig, Zvti hr tKitbu™b br ciB Avevi |0
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mUv ng— Prin"tK

mUv ng— P iK g, yorieZy;

Lo gk biq GK kwjL thiZiQ Dio Pi;
tMvizi Maol hvg tgiW c_ teto aiti axti;
AuObv Friqu AQ tmibwj Lioi Nb ~ fc;

cy, ext me NNYWWKIZIQ inRij 1 etb;
cl_eri me 1jc 1M AdQ Niim;

cy, e me fcg Aigd™ i “§Rbii gib;

AKIK Qovtq AQ kus niq AiKitk AiKitk|
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GKi"b Kaekvi

GKib Kavkii GB gifV Agiti cite by tKD LYR Avi, Rub;
ni“igi c_ Pjv tkl nj tmB i b— iMigiQ tm ki ing Nii,
A_ev miSbv tctZ 1711 nfe IKQyKvj— cy,_exi GB gwLub
Tg1Z riejo nie 1IKQy b; G giVi KigKiU kujiKi Zii
Adh 1e g Aug 1Ptq iitev IKQYKIj AUK ieQubii tKitj,
Avi tm tmibwj 1P§ Wibv tgtj ~#t_1K ARV IK gdVi Kavkig
tFtm Adm? tmB bvor Ak10i cith ARy Pitj hig
mU'v fmvbvi gtZy ntj ?
aitbi big kil tgtvi Bigii tPIL byiTi 1" tK ARy Pig ?

mUv nt§ ? gDgwQ PiK AR eda by 1K Ritgi ibieo Nb Witj,

gD Lvlq ntq tMEJ AvtRv Zviv Dio hig Kavkig mUvi evZitm—
KZ “H hig, Amnr... A_ev ngiZv tKD PijZii SiveiZi Ritj

gay PiKi 1biP— guQ_ tjv Dio hig... Siti cto... giti K Nitm—
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tfie tfie e" v cie

tfie tfie e" v cie;— gib nie, ¢y eri ct_hi™ _wKZig fetP

f ILZig tmB j2itcBuli gl hiti tKitbw™b Fitgyv Koti 1L bvB Awg—
GgbB JiRK cul,— ami Wibv 1K Zvi Kekvi tXDiq 13V thiP;

hLb miziU Zviv d@) 1V AUKiti Mitei tbieo e$K Avtm tm 1K big ?

IRDij i evegvi Awvi Miji duK fRbwKi KafKi Arfjy

St b K ? 1ISisu meRR gistm tQuiUv 1QitUv 1Q1jgiq eDi™ i ciY
T hig; AUKitT L§R Ziti AK> ethi ifto tKy_ig nvivtjy
gKvj j2Zvi Ztj kiktii bij Rij tKD Zvi cite bv mUib|

At tmB tmvbwg 1Py 1 Wibi— Wibv Zvi AviRv K gviVi Kavkig
tFm Avtm;— tmB b'ov AktTi citb ARy Pitj hig

mU'v tmvbvi giZy nitj 2
aitbi big kil tgtvi Bigii tPIL byiTi 1" tK ARy Pig ?
Adh 1eitq Aug tPtq Ttev IKQyKyj AUKii ieQuovi tKitj |



