Bangl A Crane that keeps

Who is Banglac
Is she the sitar
Wrapping hear
Ali Akbar with

Or is Banglade
Is he Banglades

“BenGLADES
Gurgled a fat

They all memc
And chanted it
Such graffiti.

So alas, now tt
In words of me

I was that boy,

But who had



They came
Instantly turn
And making

And piles of
Lay young b
writers of sa
was her angu

d;

phy, lonely
oting stars such
Gul Muh
Cursed men
Listen to me
and Faiz

Listen

On that heap

As mangoes
On our plain

On our giant

the album;
I rise out of

And behold,



