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Where they have all gone?

Jibanananda Das
Trandation: A.H. Jaffor Ullah



Where they’ ve gone al today, those birds, all those horses —
The woman from that white house?
Smeared with the fragrance of Acacia, flying through the sunbeam
Those birds, all those horses
Left our mortal world;
Soul, thou tell me — where have they all gone today?
Darkness: As silent as the dead pear.



