
“On the surface, Dilruba Ahmed’s poems are rich and variegated. They spin like 
compass needles crowded around by magnetic fields, and they’d probably seem as 
exotic to a citizen of  Dhaka as they would to a citizen of  Duluth. In their depths, 
though, they seem anything but exotic; they seem to be our own impossible, loving, 
intimate, bereaved thoughts restored to us transformed and ennobled.” 
–Vijay Seshadri 


