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Stranger

No moon, no stars in the deep dense dark,

What mysterious reflection wakes in me ?

I am a stranger, waiting for my eyes to open,
absorbed and anxious, I have counted lonely hours

Alone in my mother’s womb - my own waiting room -

TR L@ &FF A9 2 G Waiting for a zodiac sign to tell me my life’s moves.
Wﬁ} @AY O T W S, As the sunflower lifts its head for the sun to shine

so my heart longs to see my mother’s face.
Flooded by the earth’s radiant light
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I will see my mother—a vision of beauty !

e T3 972 JMfAE 92 QR (E A growing cord of joy draws me into this world.
©13, R AN AR @%{ ISICIAC) Within myself, I light the lamp of arrival.
SR WW Rashida Islam

translated from Bengali by Debjani Chatterjee

The poet David Hart commissioned this poem as part of a collection of fifty by different UK poets, each about waiting. The poems are for display in waiting rooms.
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