
booela AnYovaoeb, punoŕbar

Ańzokaroek Ańzokar oebaoela na, raoiÕ nam daO
raoiÕ maoen kooibtar kaoeqoipoeF GuroÚo kolom
raoiÕ maoen oeJ somooey pŘoiQbŇ oepaSak bodoel oeny
oetamaoedr oecaoexr AaĹaoel.

taoek oeJ luoikoey dYaoex
tar oekanO pap oenI, Jooid taoet nobojońmo Hoy

tooeb oeHak!

Aajońmo vuloek pap na booel,
kooibta nam daO.

¯moÝaÿaÚa oesn

Say it differently, once more

Call not Darkness–Darkness, name it night.
Night is a spiralling pen surrounding the poems
The time when the world changes her attire,

escaping eyes
is the night.

They, who watch her stealthily
Sin not, for they get reborn!

Through entire lifetime, call not error sins
Call them poems.

—MondakrantaSen
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